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CUkMBSEDOSt ttUVSED BT B. a BOOOBTOV ASD OOMPAITT. 



TO GEORGE P. PUTNAM. 



Hr Dkas Txasfo: 

When I decided to write a brief letter of Dedicatioa 
for tMa boolc, and thua evade a Preface — siiiee all that 
need be eaid to the reader can be said juBt bb well, if not 
better, to the friend — I began to cast about in my mind 
for the particular individnal willing to stand by my side in 
this new literaiy ventore, deserving of all the fleeting com- 
pliment which possible ancceas may give, and too secure, 
b the shelter of hie own integrity, to be damaged by 
whatever condemnation may fall upon the autlior. While 
various cheriahed names arose, one after the other, the cab 
in whieh I rode and meditated passed down Regent Street 
bto Waterloo Place, and my eyes fell npon that door, 
where, seventeen years ago, I entered for the first time 
one dreary March afternoon — entered as a timid, despond- 
ing Itntnger, and issued thence with the cheer and encoor- 
t which I owed to your unexpected kindness. The 
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oonditiona wliich I eonght are all fiilfilled in yon. PVom 
that day to this, in all oar intercourse, I Jiave found in yon 
the faitliful friend, the man of unblemished honor and un- 
Belfleh ainbitioQ, to whom the author's interests were never 
Becondary to his own. According to the poet Campbell, 
we should be " natural enemies," but I dedicate this boolc 
to you as mj natural friend. 

I am aware how much is required for the conatructioa 
of a good work of fiction — ^how much I venture in entering 
upon a field so different from those over wliich I have 
hitherto been ranging. It is, however, tlie result of ne 
sudden whim, no ambition caeuallj provoked. The plan 
of the following story has long been familiar to my mind. 
I perceived peculiarities of development in American liib 
which have escaped the notice of novelists, yet which are 
strikingly adapted to tlie purposes of fiction, both in the 
originality and occasional grotesqueness of their external 
manifestation, and the deeper questions which He beneath 
the surface. I do not, therefore, rest the interest of the 
book on its slender plot, but on the fidelity with which it 
represents certain types of character and phases of society. 
That in it which most resembles caricature is oftenest the 
transcript of actual fact, and tliere are none of the opinions 
uttered by the various characters which may not nuw and 
then be heard in almost any country community of Uie 
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Northern and Western States. Whether those opinions 
are to be commended or condemned, the personages of the 
Btoiy are alone responsible for them. I beg leave, once 
mon^ to protest against the popular Bupcretition that an 
author mnst necessarily represent himself in one form or 
another. I am neither Mr. Woodborj, Mr, Waldo, nor 
Seth Wattles. 

This is all I have to say. The intelligent reader will 
require no further explanation, and you no further assu- 
rance of how steadily and faithfully I am your fi-iend, 
Batabo Tatlob. 



Wood's Botvl, Lon>oii, 
Aufuil, IS63. 
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HANNAH THURSTON, 'y': 



CHAPTER I. 

tS WHICH WE ATTEND THE GREAT SEWING-DNION AT PTOLEMT. 

Never before had the little society of Ptolemy knowD so 
animated tt season. For an iulaDil town, the place could not at 
anjr time be called dull, and, indeed, iinpreastd the utrangcr 
with a character of exuberant life, on being compared with 
other lowna in the neighborhood. liliiUigaaaville on Iho cait, 
Anacreou on the north, and Ataiiga City on the wnfC, nil Renjt 
riTols of nearly equal size, groaned over the ungodly cheerful- 
nese of iU po[iulation, and held up their liaiids whrntocM' ill 
naine n-ita mentioned. But, at the particular Unw: wloefw/ wa 
vrito- — November, 18f)2 — the ordinarily mild Bow nt Mi in 
PtoJemy waa onusually quickened by ibo {ammlum 'J tl^ irwW 
Sewing-Uniou. Thia was a new social ^AtiiniMa»n'm, K>«l*ff 
many persons looked upon as a long Uride iu Um Ainu^itm nt 
tlie Millennium. If, liowever, yon rbouU dMlr* mt vy^tM* 
new, you have bat to mention the mahfeti U> mrj NaMicnwr 
villain, anjr Anacreontic, or any Ataoga abM«. TIm «mw^ 
fort is, tlial the various sewIng-cudM «* ytrfw* / - Ifc f Mi iw 
Biimber, and working for very difinat «■*» %mA agMmt in 
boM their roeetinga at the «aiM (ten mA flhm, mt Muf IM 
oomiMiny. H was a sorial Bfraa gf l •*&*■ .wMaMB^ Mw 
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Urge gathering,' -an the more lively and interesting from iU 
nixed constitution, in place of three small and somewhat 
monotonchV pirclea. The plan was a very sensible one, and it 
must bs^aaiili to the credit of Ptolemy, that there are very few 
comn]triii,tJes of eqnSl siae is the country where it could have 
be^n caVried into effect. 
ffcit, the number of members being taken as the test of rela- 
. 4iV« importance, there was the Ladies' Sewing-Circle, for raisiug 

/•''a'fund to assist in supporting a Mission at Jatnapore. It was 
', drawn mainly from the congregation of the Rev. Lemael Styles. 

■ ' Four spinsters connected with this cirde had a direct interest 
in four children of the converted Teluga parents. There was 
a little bron-n Elita Clancy, an Ann Parrott, and a Sophia 
Stevenson, in that distant Indian aheepfold ; while the renuun- 
ing spinster. Miss Rubaney Goodwin, boasted of a (Bpirituol) 
son, to whom she had given the name of her deceased brother, 
Elisha. These ladies were pleasantly occnpied in making 
three monsseline-de-laine frocks, an embroidered jacket, and 
four half-dozens of pocket handkerchiefs for their little Teluga 
children, and their withered bosoms were penetrated with a 
secret thrill of the lost maternal instinct, which they only 
dared to indulge in connection with auch piona and charitable 
labors. 

The second Circle was composed of ladies belon^ng to the 
Cimmerian church, who proposed getting up a village f^r, 
the profits of which should go towards the repair of the Par- 
sonage, now sadly dilapidated. Mrs. Waldo, the clergyman's 
wife, was at the head of this enterprise. Her ambition waa 
limited to a new roof and aome repairs in the plastering, and 
there was a good prospect that the Circle would sncc«ed in 
rjusing the necessary sum. This, however, was chiefly owing 
to Mrs. Waldo's personal popularity. Ptolemy was too small 
A place, and the Cimmerians too ioatgnificant a sect, for the 
Church, out of its own resources, to accomplish much for ita 
shepherd. 
Lastly, there was t]io Sewing-Circle for the Anti-Slavor; 
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Fair, which was limited to five or eix families. For the pn- 
vioiu ten years, this little oommumt^, strong in the ftnth, had 
preportKl and forwarded their anuiiat contribution, not dia- 
conmged hy the fact that the airculndon of their beloved 
special organ did not iDcrease at tJie Ptolomy PoBtrOffice, nor 
that their petitions to Congreaa were always referred, and 
never anted upon. They had outlived the early persecution, and 
could no longer consider thoinaelves martyrs. Tlie epithets 
"Infidell" "Fanatiol" and "Amalgamation ist I" had been hurled 
at them nnlil their euemiea bad oeased, ont of tiheer wearinesB, 
and they were a httle surprised nt finding that their iropor- 
tance diminished in proportion as their neighbors became 
tolerant. Tlie most earnest and enthnsiastic of the little band 
were Oulielma Thorston, a Quaker n-idow, and her daughter 
Hannah ; Mrs. Morrj-fleld, the wiie of n neighboring farmer, 
and Selh Wattles, a tailor in the village. Not witbs landing 
th« smallness of tliia circle, its members, with one cioeittion, 
were bright, clear-minded, cheerlnl women, and as tlie bdhitI- 
ctons of their infidelity had gradually been allayed (mainly hy 
lhu!r i^>tiies3 in Biblical quotation), no serious objection woa 
made to their admittance into the Union. 

The proposition to unite the Circles came ori(;tnftIly, WO 
believe, from Mrs. Waldo, whose sectarian bias altrBya ifav* 
way before the social instincts of her natnrv. I'hu •liflb liKjr 
of carrying it into execution waa much IcfMaritcl by thi ftwl | 
that all tho families were already acqmiinte'l, nnd thm, t/ttiu^ I 
nal^y, there was no important enmity rrii^'t' ' - 
tw« of thfin. Besides, there iit a nstur:>I 
which leads them to sew in flooka and i"' 
Ihc discussion of patterns, stuffs, and [frio > 
from twenty-five to forty members in *!'■ 
to be greatly more animated and aiiro/^t-' 
CircIeA. separately, had bem. WltuO,-.- 
accomplished, is a doubtful qoMtiou ; '■ 
Kttle difference ia the end. Tbv ualu:-^ ': 
■oB«r from a scantier supply of r^utiui'i' 
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vould charge ontrageoua prices for useless articloB, in any 
case : nor would The Slavery AnnihilaCor perist for want of 
support, if fewer pen-wipers, and book-marks, inscribed with 
appropriate teits, came from Ptolemy. 

The Sewing-Union was therefore pronounced a great Hocial 
success, and found especial favor in the eyes of the gentlemen, 
who were allowed to attend " after tea," with the understand- 
ing that they would contribute something to either of the 
three groups, according to their incliuattoos. Mrs. Waldo, by 
general acquiescence, exercised a matronly snpcmaion over 
the company, patting down any rising controversy with a 
gentle pat of her full, soft hand, and preventing, with cheerful 
tyranny, the contiaiial tendency of the gentlemen to interrupt 
the work of the unmarried ladies. She was the olcagiaous 
solvent, in which the hard yelk of the Mission Fund, the vine- 
gar of the Cimmerians, and the mustard of the Abolitioniats 
lost their repctlant qualities and blended into a smooth social 
compound. She had a very sweet, mellow, rounded voice, 
and a laugh as comforting to hear as the crackling of a wood- 
fire on the open hearth. Her greatest charm, however, was 
her complete unconsciouBnesa of her true value. The people 
of Pliilemy, equally unconscious of this subduing and hanno- 
nlzing quality which she possessed, and seeing their lionesses 
and lambs sewing peaceably- together, congi^tulated them- 
selves on Ihrir own millennial promise. Of course everybody' 
was satis&ed — even the clergymen in MulligansvUIe and 
Anacreon, who attacked the Union from their pulpits, secretly 
thankful for siiuh a near example of falling from the stiff, 
narrow, and carefully- enclosed ways of grace. 

It was the thii-d meeting of the Union, and nearly all the 
members were present. Their session was hold at the house 
of Mr. Hamilton Bne, Agent of the "Saratoga Mutual" for 
the town of Ptolemy, and one of the Director* of the Bunk nt 
Tiberius, the eouuty-aeat. Mrs. Uamilton Bue waa intereswd 
in the contribution for the mission at Juinapore, and the R«v, 
Lemuel Styles, pastor of the principal clmroh in the Tillage, 
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had been ipedally invited to come " before tea,*' for the pur- 
pOBe of asking a blessiog on tlie bountiful table of the hoetCM. 
The parlor, large as it wae (for Plolemj), had been eomewhat 
oTcrcrowded dnring the afternoon ; therefore, anticipEiting a 
larga arrival of geutlemen iii the eveuing, Mrs. Bue had tbe 
tablfs traosferTL'd froia the aitting-rootu lo tbe kitchen, locked 
the hall door, oud thus prodnoed a saite of three apartmenta, 
counting the hall itself as one. The goesta were admitted at 
tbe kid e-ptit ranee, commonly used by the family. Two or 
three addition.il lain{)ii liad been borrowed, and the general 
aspect of things was so bright and cheerful that Mr. Styles 
whigpered to Mrs. llamiltou Bue: "Really, I am afriud thia 
looks a little like levity." 

" But it's trying to the oyea to sew with a dim light," said 
she ; " nnd we want to do a good deal for The Fund this even- 
ing." 

*' Ab ! t/iuC, indeed !" he ejaouliited, smiling blandly aa he 
contemplated Aiiss Ellaa Clancy and Mias Ann Parrott, who 
vere comparing tlie dresses for their little brown name- 

** I tliiuk it looks better to be gored," said the former. 

" Well — I don't know bat what tt doea, with that figure," 
remarked Miss Parrott, " but my Ann's a ehm, growing girl, 
and when you'w tucks — and I'm making two of 'em — il 
M«ins better to pleat." 

" How will this do. Miss Kliaa ?" asked Mrs, Waldo, coming 
Np at the moment with a heavy knitted snood of crimson 
wool, which she carefully adjusted over her own abnodant 
black hair. Tlie eS'ei't was good, it cannot be denied. The 
oontnwt of colors was go pleasing that the pattern of tbe 
wood became ijaite a subordinate affair. 

" Upon my word, very pretty I" said the lady appealed to. 

"I*iiy you liavsn't kait it for yourself, it suits you ao well," 
Hlas Parrott observed. 

** Td rather take it to stop tbe leak m my beet bed-room," 
iin. Waldo gajfly rejoined, steahng a furtive glance at bei 
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head in the mirror over ilie mautel-piece. " Oh, Miss Thui» 
ton, will you let us see your album-cover?" 

UaoDah Thurston had caught eight of a quiet nook in the 
hall, behind the stiurcase, and was on her way to secure poe- 
Bessiou of it. She had found the warmth of the eitting-room 
iutolerable, and the noise of many tongues began to be die- 
tractiug to her sensitive Quaker ear. She jiauaed ut once, and 
in answer to Mrs. Waldo's request unfolded an oblong piece 
of warm brown clolh, upon which a group of fern-leaves, 
etutiroidered with green eilk, was growing into shape. The 
thready sterna and frail, diminishing fronds were worked 
with an exquisite truth to nature. 

" It is not much more than the outline, as yet," she re- 
marked, as she displayed the embroidery before the eager 
eyes of Mrs. Waldo and ilie two q>iustor^ 

The former, who possessed a natural though uncultivated 
sense of beauty, was greatly delighted. " AVhy it's perfectly 
lovely 1" she exclaimed : "if I was younger, I'd get you to 
t«ach ine how you do it. You must be snre ami let me see 
the book when it's finished." 

" I don't see wliy my Elii:a couldn't make me one of the 
flowers around Juinapore," said Miss Clancy. 'Til mention 
it in my next letter to Miss Boerum — the missionary's wife, 
you know. It would be such a nice thing for me to remem- 
ber her by." 

Meanwhile the gentlemen began to drop in. Mr. Merryfield 
arrived, in comjjaiiy with the Hon. Zeno Harder, member of 
the Legislature for Atauga county. Then followed the Rev. 
Jlr. Waldo, a small, brisk man, with gray eyes, a sliort noeo, 
set out from bis face at a sharper angle lliaii is uhuhI with 
noses, and a month in wliioh the Lord had placed a set of 
teeth belonging to a man of twice his size — for whi«h reason hia 
lips could not cntirt-ly close over them. His lae« llius received 
an expression of perpetual hunger. The air of inolalion, oom- 
tuDD to clergymen of those small and insignificant aeols which 
leeui to exist by sheer force of obstinacy, was not ron- tw" 
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ceptible in htm. Il bad been neutralized, if Dot sappressed, 
hy tbe force of a strong animal temperament. Oa that side 
of bis nature, there waa no isolation. 

A nuiiibor of young fellows — bashful hobbledehoys, or 
over-assured men of two or three and twenty, witb rigovoiisly 
fashionable shirt-collars — now made their appearance and 
distributed themselves through Mrp. Hamilton Bue's rooms. 
In the rising noise of conversation the more timid veTitured to 
nifl their tongues, and the company soon became so animated 
that all of Mrs. Waldo's anthority woe necessary, to prevent 
the younger ladies from neglecting their tasks. The Cimrao- 
rians, as a point of etiquette, were installed in the parlor, 
vhich also accommodated a number of the workers for tbe 
Mission Fund, the remainder being gathered in the sitting- 
room, where Mr. Styles and Mr. Waldo carried on an ex- 
ceedingly gnarded and decorous conversation. Ilannah Thurs- 
ton had secured her coveted nook behind ihc staircase iu the 
hall, where she was joined by Mrs. Merryfield and Miss Sophia 
Slcv«nson. Mrs. Waldo, also, kept a chair at tlic same table, 
(br the purpose of watching the expanding fern-leaves in the 
intervals of her commander ship. Seth Wattles tilted his chair 
in a comer, eager for an opportunity to usurp the conver- 
eation. 

Sfth was an awkward, ungainly person, whose clothes were 
a continual saijre on his professional skill. The first impres- 
sion which (ho man made, was the want of compact form. 
nU clay seemed to have been modelled by a bungling ap- 
prentice, and imperfectly baked afterwards. The face was 
long and lumpy iu outline, without a proper coherence be- 
tween the features — the forehead being sloping and contracted 
at the temples, the sknil running backwards in a high, narrow 
ridge. Thick hair, of a faded broivn color, parted a little on 
one side, was brushed behind bia ears, where it hung in stiff 
lialflcnrls upon a broad, falling shirt-collar, which revealed hLs 
neck down to the crest of tbe brcist-bone. His eyes were 
opoqtto gray, prominent, and devoid of eipresaion. His nose 
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WM long and coareely conetrucled, with bhinl end and ihiei 
nostrila, and bia lipa, though short, of that pecuhitr.sbapeleM for- 
mation, which prevents a clear line of division between them. 
Heavy, and of a pale pnrplish-red color, they seemed to run 
together at the inner edges. His liAnds were Inrgo and hang- 
ing, and all hie joints apparently knobby and loose. Hie eltin 
bad that appearance of oily clamtninees which belongs to such 
ui organisation. Men of this chsrncCer eeem to be made of 
sticks and putty. There is no nerve, no elasticity, no keen, 
alert, impressible life in any piart of their bodies. 

Leaving the ladies of the Fund to hear Mrs. Bocrntn's last 
letter describing the condition of her school at Jiilnnpori', and 
the CimnierianB to consult about the arrangenieuls for their 
Pair, we will join this group in the hall. Mrs. Waldo had 
Just taken her Boat for the seventli time, saying: "Well, I 
never Bhall get any thing done, at this rate !" — when her ntten- 
tioii was arrested by hearing Hannah Thurston say, in answer 
to some remark of Mrs. Merryfield: 

"It ia too cheerful a place, not to be the homo of cheer- 
ful and agreeable people.'* 

"Oh, you are speaking of Lakeeido, are you not?" she 
asked. 

" Yes, they aay it's sold," said Mrs. Merryfield ; " have yon 
heard of it ?" 

" I twliere Mr. WaHo mentioned it at dinner. It's a M». 
Woodbury, or some snch name. And rich. He was related, 
in some way, to the Dennieons. He's expected immediately. 
I'm glad of it, for i want to put him Bnder contribution. Oh, 
how beantifliU Did you first copy tlia pattern from the 
leaved, Hannah, or do yon keep it in your head 1"' 

" Woodbury ? Rebited to the Dennisons ?" mimed Mrs. 
Merryfield. "Bless me I It can't l)e littla Maxwell — Max. 
we always called him, ibat naed to be Uiero snnimuTs — well, 
nigh twenty years ago, at least. Bnt jOa were not here 
then, Mrs. Waldo — nor rou, nralher, Hannah. I boan) alW 
wards that b« went to Oaleuity. 1 reincBib«r hdm vory 
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weQ — a snuiTt, cnrlj-beaded youngster, but knowed nothing 
ftbotit Cirming. Him and my poor Absftlom" — hero slie 
stnn^ered a rising eigh — " nsed lo be a good deal with 
other." 

All unasaal stir in the sitting-room interrupted the coii- 
versatjon. 

There were exclftmations — noises of moving oh^rs — indis- 
tinct phrases — and presently the strong voice of the Hon. 
Z«no Harder was heard : " Very happy to make yonr ac- 
<)aiuiit)U]c«, Sir — very happy!" Mrs. Waldo slipped to the 
door and peeped in, telegraphing her obscrrations in whis- 
pers to the little party behind tfie stairs. "There's Mr. 
HammoDd — the lawyer, you know, from Tiberius, and anotlier 
gentleman — a stranger. Tail and snnbnmt, with a moustache 
— bnt I like his looks. Ah !" Here she darted back to her 
seat. " Would you believe it ? — the very man we were talk- 
ing about — Mr, Woodbnry 1" 

In ocGordunce with the nsages of Ptolemy society, the new- 
oomere were taken in charge by the host, and formally intro- 
duced to every person present. In a few minutes the round 
of the sitting-room was completed and the party entered the 
hall. Miss Thnrston, looking up with a natural curiosity, en- 
ooniitered a pair of earnest brown eyes, which happened, at 
the moment, to rest mechanicaUy upon her. Mr. Hamilton 
Bue advanced and performed his office. The stranger bowed 
with easy self-possession and a genial air, which asserted bin 
determination to enjoy the society. Mrs. Waldo, who was no 
respecter of persons — in fact, she often declared that sho 
wdnld not bo afraid of Daniel Webster — cordially gavy liitu 
her hand, excl^ming: " We were this minute talking of yiii, 
Mr. Woodbury ! And I wished you were here, that I ini|{lil 
levy a contribution for our Sewing-Circle . But yoiiV" (jw- 
ing to be n neighbor, and so TU ask it in uaniuit, noil 
timft.** 

*' Why not now ?" saii the gentleman, tabiriK fml liU 
pone. "First thoughts are odcn beet, and yoM hvt0 iU» 
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proverb aliout ehnrt setUcmentR. Pray accept this, U ft tdken 
ihat you do not consider mc a stranger." 

"0!i, thank you!" she cried, aa she took the baok-uoto ; 
" but" (hesitalingiy) " is this a donation to our Society, OT 
nmst 1 divide it with the othwa?" The peculiar tone In 
which the question was put rendered but one answer po8etI*)«. 
No man coold have attered it with such anf^tl empiiaBis. 

Tlie conMitTition of the Sewiow-Union was expiaincd, and 
Mr. Woodbury purcfaoBed a universal popularity by equal 
eontributions to the three Circles. Had he been less impni- 
Mve— less kindly inclined to create, bX, once, a warm ntmoB- 
phcre around Lis future home — he would not have given bA 
macb. The consequenees of hie generosity were not long ia 
exhiUting themaelvea. Two days afterwards, the Seventh- 
Day Baptists, at Atanga City, wiuted on Iiiin for a subscrip- 
tion towai'ds the building of their new ohurch ; and even the 
ladies of Mulligansville so far conquered thdir eiili|)athy to 
the Ptolemy diatriot, as to apply for aid to the Mis!<iou at 
Polo-Biiam, in the Ladrone iBlanda, wluch was a subjoot of 
their especial care. 

The introduclioii of a sew element into a society so pnre^ 
loeal aa that of Ptoleniy, is generally felt as a construaL 
Where the stranger ia a man of eviilent cultivation, whose sn* 
periority, In various re^wcts, is instinctively felt, but would be 
iudignantity disclaimed if toy one dared to assert id, there i&, 
eapeoiaUy, a covert fear of his judgment. His eye and ear are 
BUppoeed to be intensely alert and critical ; eonversatian he- 
eomen subdued and formal at his approach : the romping youths 
and maidens subside liito deeoroag and tedious common-places^ 
until the first chill of his presence is overcome. Mr. Wood* 
bary had tact enough to perceive and diasipato tbid Imprcesiou 
Uh babittiiil manners were slightly touched with cewrve, birt 
no man oonid unbend more easily and graeefuDy. To I lie fltw 
who remembered hira as "Little Max." — among them Mn. 
U«rr]rfiold — he manifested tha eoHiAT warmth of nn old 
iUwdt Mad hiughed wttbi & delighb wUeh c«me fton tta« 
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beari, al their mentioii of eertain boyish mishaps which mark- 
ed hia Bummeri' at Lakende. The laborers for the Mission 
Fand were rejoiced to learn that, thoagh he had never been at 
Jutnapore, yet he had once aeen Mr. Boermn, on that gentle- 
man's arrival at Calcutta. ('^What a pity he did'nt go to 
Jntnapore ! He might have told me about my Eliza," re- 
marked Miss Clancy, aside.) In short, the ice between Mr. 
Woodbury and the rest of the company was broken so quickly 
that even the formation of the first thin crust was scarcely 
perceived. Hiff introduction to Ptolemy society was — ^in the 
social technology of Boston — ** a success." 

Again the claoking of tongues rose high and shrill, lessen- 
ing only lor a few minutes after the distribution of wedges of 
molasses-cake, offered by Mrs. Hamilton Bue's black-mitted 
handfl. Mf. Haaiilflon Bue followed in^ Ivei^ wake with a jing- 
Ung tvay, covered with passes of leii]onad«, which the ladies 
sipped delicately^ The foor spinsters, observing that Mrs. 
Lemuel Styles drank but the half of her glass, replaced theirs 
also haitf-filled^ thoogb it went ta their hearts to do so. The 
needik» now stood at ease, no longer marching, with even 
stitch, over their parade-grounds of silk, cr cotton, or mouB- 
seline-de-lmne* One stragjg^er after another fell out of the 
ranksy until it was finatty declared that '* we have done enough 
for this evening." Then came singing, commencing with 
^From Gre^iland's Icy Mountadns," in which half the oom- 
pany joined. Miss Sophia Stevenson, who had a good voice, 
with— 4t must be acfaiitted — an occasional tendency to sharps, 
led the hymn; but the parts were uftiequally distributed, 
whidi Mr, Woodbury perceiving, he struck in with a rich 
baritone voice. This acquisition was immediately noticed, 
and,, at the condusion of the lyson, Mrs^ Waido^ requested 
that he woold iator them with a solo. 

^^ I prefer to listeoy" he* answered; ^ I know none but t!he 
eld, old seng^ wineb you all' have heard*. But you are wel- 
come to oae of them, if yon will fiicst let me hear something 
newer and f^her." Vneonsdousfy, he had' hit thd custoiii 
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of Ptolemy, never to sing until somebody else Las first snng, 
to encoiitage yon. The difficulty is, to find the enoourager. 

Mrs, Waldo seized upon Seth Wattles, wLo, nothing loth, 
commenced in a gritty bass voice: 

" Whf-M dooE the wh7-B»t man foUsh mee pawth, 
Idlte tbe liiw)uad oa tbo ty-eeger'a trs-hsclcT 
Doox the Qu-huah o& my da-hark choek waksa bit wrawth — 
Dooz he oo-hovBt the bow n-bnt mee ba-back?" 

"What Id the world is the Bong about?" whispered Mr. 
Woodbury. 

" It's the Lament of the Indian Hunter," said Mrs. Waldo: 
''he always sings it. Kow oomea the ohorns: it's queer: 
listen 1" 

Thereupon, from the cavernous throat of the singer, issued 
a series of howls in the minor key, something in this wise : 

" To-Bo — yo-ho ! Yo-HO-0 — yo-Hoho-Ao-ho 1" 

" After this," thought Woodbury, " they can bear to hear 
an old song, though a thousand times repeated." And being 
aglun pressed, he gave simply, without any attempt at brilliancy 
of execution: "The Harp of Tara." 

There was profound silence, as his voice, strung with true 
maso'uline fibre, rang through the rooms. Generally, the least 
intellectual persons sing with the truest and most touching ex- 
pression, because voice and intellect are rarely combined : but 
Maxwell Woodbury's fine organ had not been given to him at 
the expense of his brun. It was a lucky chance of uatare. TTiw 
bearers did not really know how admirably he interpreted that 
sigh of the Irish heart, but they were pleased, and not nig- 
gardly in their expressions of delight. 

More songs were called for, and refused. There was the 
usnol coaxing, and a shocking prevalence of hoarseness, com- 
bined with sudden loss of memory. One yonng lady com- 
menced with "Isle" (which she pronounced «ye-Ae«rf) "of 
Beauty," hot broke dowa at llie end of tho first verse, and all 
the cries of; "Do go on I" " It's to pretty I" could not e&cour- 
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■ge her to rcBDine. Finally some OBe,spyiDg Hannah Thurston, 
«-ho bail folded up her embroidery and waa eitling in a shaded 
comer, cried out : 

"Oh, Miss Tbnrstoal Give ns that eong you sang the last 
time — that one about the monstaine, yon know." 

Hies ThuTBton started, as if aroused out of a profound 
rc»ery, while a Siting blush, delicate and iransienl as the 
shadow of a rose tossed upon marble, visited her face. She 
had felt and followed, word by word and tone by lone, the 
glorious Irish lay. The tragic pathos of the concludiug lines — 

" For rreedom now bo Beldoia wakes, 
Tha only throb slie gives 
Is when gome hcBJt indignaat breaks, 
To »how th« atill who livoe 1" 

—thrilled and shook her with its deepalring solemnity. "What 
B depth of betrayed trust, of bafiled aspiration, it revealed I 
Souio dormant sentiment in her own heart leapt up and an- 
wered it, with that quick inner pang, which would be a cry 
were it expressed in sound. Yet was the despair wliich the 

I melody suggested of a diviner texture than joy. It was that 
odness of the ima^ative nature which is half triumph, be- 
M the same illumination which re>-eals the hopelessness of 

1 'M deoroB reveals also their beauty and their divinity. 

The request addressed to her was a shock which recalled 

I bw to herself. It was so warmly seconded that refusal would 
h«ve tfoen ungracious, and a true social instinot told her that 

' her ruvery, though involuntary, waa out of place. She prof- 
ited hy the little delay which ensued in order to secure silence 
—for ill our country eonminniUes silence always jrreerdet the 
song— to recover her fu!l selfpoBseesion. There wns no tre- 
mor ia her voice, which soared, with the wordn, into a still, 
clear etiier, in which the pictures of the song stood ont 
pure, distinct, and sublime. It was one of those lyrics of 
ilrs. Hemana, which suggest the trumpet at woman's lips — 
kbom of it« rough battlo-anarl, its fierce notes tenderly mat- 
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fled, but n trumpet still. She Bang, witb the bride of the 
Alpine hunter : 

" Thy heart ia in the opper world, 

And whsre the obunoia bound; 
Thy heart ia where ihe monniain-flr 

Shakes with the torrent's aonnd ; 
And where the snow-poakB gleiun tike sbtra 

In (he atillneM of the air, 
And whore the lawine'e vmm Ib heturd, — 

Hunter, thj heart ia there I" 

It was rather musical declaniatlon, than singing. Her rolo^, 
pure, sweet, and strong, diatincily indicated the melody, in- 
stead of giving it poaitively, beyond the possibility of a mista- 
ken semitone. It was a ringing chant of that "npper world" 
of the glaciers, where every cry or call ia followed by a mnsi- 
cnl echo, — where every sound betrays the thin air and the 
boundless space. Hannah Thurston eang it with a vision of 
Alpine scenery in her brain. She saw, gleaming in the paler 
sunshine, beneath the blaclc-blne heaven, the sharp horns of 
frosted silver, the hanging ledges of short saaimer grass, the 
tumbled masses of gray rocli, and the dust of enow from foil- 
ing avalanches. Hence, he who had once seen these things is 
their reality, saw ihem again while listening to her. She knew 
not, however, her own dramatic power : it was enough that 
she gave pleaanre. 

Maxwell Woodbury's eyes brightened, as the bleak and 
lofty landscapes of the Bemeae Oberland rose before him. 
Over the dork fir-woods and the blue ice-caverns of th« 
Uoaenlani glader, he saw the jagged pyramid of the Wetter- 
horn, toppling in the morning sky ; and involuntarily asked 
himself what was the magic which had started that half-for- 
gotten picture from the ch.imbers of his memory. How 
should tills pale, quic4 girl who, in a masicat xenso, was no 
^ger, and who had assuredly never seen the Alps, hare 
caught the voice which haunts llieir dmnlal« glory f But 
these were quesiions which canio afterwards. Tbo ooodlttdiag 
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verse, expresmng only the patience and hnmility of love in the 
valley, blurred the sharp crystal of the first impression and 
brought him back to the Sewing-Union without a rude shock 
of transition. He cordially thanked the singer — an act rather 
unusual in Ptolemy at that time, and hence a grateful surprise 
to Hannah Thurston, to whom his words conveyed a more 
earnest meaning than was demanded by mere formal cour- 
tesy. 

By this time the assembled company had become very 
genial and unconstrained. The Rev. Lemuel Styles had entirely 
forgotten the levity of Mrs. Bue's illumination, and even in- 
dulged in good-humored badinage (of a perfectly mild and 
proper character) with Mrs. Waldo. The others were gath- 
ered into little groups, cheerfully chatting — the young gentle- 
men and ladies apart from the married people. Scandal was 
sugar-coated, in order to hide its true character : love put on 
a bitter and prickly outside, to avoid the observation of oth- 
ers : all the innocent disguises of Society were in as full opera- 
tion as in the ripened atmosphere of great cities. 

The nearest approach to a discord was in a somewhat heated 
discussion on the subject of Slavery, which grew up between 
Seth Wattles and the Hon. Zeno Harder. The latter was 
vehement in his denunciation of the Abolitioni'sts, to which 
the former replied by quoting the Declaration of Indepen- 
denca The two voices — either of them alike unpleasant to a 
sensitive ear — ^finally became loud enough to attract the atten- 
tion of Mrs. Waldo, who had a keen scent for opportunities 
for the exercise of her authority. 

'^Come, come !" she cried, placing one hand on Seth's shoul- 
der, while she threatened the Honorable Zeno with the other : 
'* this is forbidden ground. The Sewing-Union would never 
hold together, if we allowed such things. Besides, what's the 
use ? You two would talk together all night, TU warrant, and 
be no nearer agreeing in the morning." 

"No," cried Seth, "because your party politicians ignore 
the questions of humanity t" 



"And youi fiwatic&l abstractioniats never look at any thing 
in a practioal wajl" rejoined the Honorable Zeno. 

"And botii are deficient in a sense of propriety — ^I shall 
have to say, if you don't etop," was Mrs. Waldo's ready com- 
ment 

This little episode had attracted a few spectators, vho 
were so evidently on Mrs. Waldo's side, that "the Jodgo," 
as the Hon. Zeuo was familiarly called, at once saw the politic 
course, and rising magoiScentty, exelaimed : *' Although wv 
don't advocate Women's Rights, we yield to woman's author^ 
ity." Then, bowing with corpulent condescension, he passed 
«way. Seth Wattleit, having no longer an opponent, was oon- 
deinned to silence. 

In the mean time, it had been whispered among the cy>mpany 
thjil the next meeting of the Union would be held at the 
llorrj-ficld fann^iouse, a mile and a half from Ptolemy, This 
had been arranged l>y the prominent ladiee, after a good deal 
of consultation. Mr. Merryfield still belonged to the oongre- 
gatiou of the Rev, Lemuel Styles, although not in very good 
repute. Hia farm-house was large and spacious, and he was 
an excellent " provider," especially for hia guests. Moreover, 
he was the only one of the small dan of AboIitionislA, who 
conid conveniently entertain the Union, — so tliat in litm were 
discharged all the social obligations which the remaining mem- 
bers could fairly exact. The four spinsters, indeed, had ex 
changed patient glances, as much aa to say : " This is a cross 
whiclk we must needs bear," Mr. Merryfield, he it known, 
had reftised to contribute to Foreign Missions, on the ground 
that we bad already too many black heathen at homo- The 
younger persons, nevertheless, were very well iiatisfied, and 
thus the millennial advance of Ptolemy wns not interrupted. 

The more staid guests had iiow taken leavo, and there was 
presently a general movement of departure. The lailiea put 
on their bonnets and shawls in the heat bedroom U[>4tairs, and 
the gentlemen picked out their respMthru hats and coats from 
the miscellHneoas heap on tlie kitchen settee. The hall-door 
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I unlocked to facilitate egress, and lively groups lingered 
Ifiu the Btairs, in the doorway, aud on ttie piazza- The gen- 
Itlemen dodged about to secare their coveted privilege of 
I escort : now and then a happy young pdr slipped away in the 
I lidief that they were iiuiiolioed : there were calls of " Do 
■ cotneand sec iiB,nowI" — last eager whispers of gossip, a great 
I deal of anperfiuouB female kissing, and the final remarks to 
I Mr. and Mrs. Hamilton Bue : " Good-bye ! we've had a nict 
Y limel" — as the company filtered away. 

When the last guest had disappeared, Mr. Hamilton Bae 
I carefully closed and locked the doors, and then remarked to 
I his wife, who was engaged in patting oat the extra lamps : 
" Well, Martha, I think weVe done very well, though I say it 
I that sliouldn't. Mr, Styles liked yoar tea, and the cake moat 
f have been pretty good, judging from the way they stowed it 
I out of EJghL" 

"Yes," said Mrs. Bue ; " I was afraid at one time, there 
wouldn't be enough to go round. It's well I made up my 
mind, at the last minute, to bake five instead of four. Mo- 
lasses is so high." 
" Oh, what's the odds of two shillings more or leas," her 
k hnsbnnd eoosolingly remarked, " when you've got to make a 
I tegular spread ? Besides, I guess Til clear expenses, by per- 
I iQading Woodbury to insure his house in our concern. Dea- 
I niiouB always took the Eta^" 



CHAPTER n. 

KB. WOODBDRT'S INTBODDCnON TO LAKSSIDB. 

On the very day when the Sewing-Union met in Ptolemy, 
there waa an nnusnal commotion at Lakeside. Only four or 
live days had elapsed since the secluded little household had 
been startled by the news that the old place was finally sold, 
and now a ahori note bad arrived from Mr. Hammond, of Ti- 
berius, who waa the agent for the estate, staling that the new 
owner would probably make his appearance in the ooorse of 
the day. 

The firat thing that suggested itself to the distracted mind 
of Mra. Fortitude Bnbb, the housekeeper, was immediately lo 
summon old Melindo, a negro woman, whose specially waa 
house-cleaning. Had there been sufficient time, Mrs. Babb 
would have scoured the entire dwelling, from garret to cellar. 
A stranger, indeed, would have remarked no appearance of 
disorder, or want of proper cleanliness, anywhere : but the 
tail honaekeeper, propping her bands upon her hips, excliuaied, 
in despair: "Whatever shall I do? There's hardly time to 
have the rooms swep', let alone wasliin' the wood-work. 
Then, ag'in, I dmino which o' the two bed-rooms he'd hke 
best. Why oonldn't Mr. Hammond hold him back, till things 
was decent? And the liberj^'s been abet up, this ever bo 
long ; and there's bakin' to do — squlnch tarts, and sioh likes 
— and you must kill two chickens, Arbutus, right away I" 

" Don't be worried, Mother Forty," replied Arbutas Wil- 
son, the stout young man wUora Mrs. Babb addressed, " things 
a'n't lookin' so bad, after all. Mai. — well, Mr. Woodbury, I 
most say now, though it'll go rather qaeer, at first — w:^^t 
. wayi May eatiafied, when he wa« hero afom" 
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" I reckon jov thiiil: people doesn't chnnge In twenty yeW. 
' "Iliere's no tfelUn' what sort, of a miui he's got to be. Bat 
here CAmeti MeliDilj, I guess PU open the libery and let it 
sir. wliile she fixes the bedrooms." 

Mri! Babb'a nervouimeBS had a deeper cauae than the con- 
dition of the Lakeside mansion. So many years had elapsed 
since she first came to the ]i]aae as honsekeeper, that it seemed 
to have become her own property as surely as that of the 
DiMinison family. The death of Mrs. Dennison, eight months 
before, recalled her to the consciousness of her uncertain ten- 
ure. Xow, since the estate was finally sold and the new 
owner about to arrive, a few days, in all probability, would 
etcrmine wbolher her right was to be confirmed or herself 
lumeil adrift npon the world. Although her recollections of 
I Maxwell Woodbury, whose last viait to Lakeside occurred 
[ daring the first year of ber reign, were as kindly aa was con- 
[ siatent with her rigid nature, she awaited his arrival with a 
I mixture of jealousy and dread. True, he waa somewhat 
I nearer to her than those relatives of Mrs. Dennison who had 
I inherited the property at her death, for the latter Mrs. Babb 
I had never seen, while him she had both gently scolded and 
I severely petted ; but she felt ihat the removal of Arbutus 
I Wiboii and herself from the place would be a shameful piece 
I of injustice, and the faiH tiiat such removal was possible indi- 
I caitd something wrong in the world. 

Arbutus, who was a hardy, healthy, strapping fellow, of 

I eight-and-twenty, was her step-ate p-son, if there can be such a 

I relation. His father, who died shortly after his birth, was one 

I of those uneducated, ignorant men, whose ears are yet q'lick to 

I catoh and retain any word of grandiloquent sound. Nothing 

I del!ghte<l him so much as to hear the Biblical genealogies 

1 read. Hn had somewhere picked up the word ar/iufus, the 

P sound of which so pleased him that he at once conferred it 

Upon his baby, utterly unconscious of its meaning. A year or 

two after his death, the widow Wilson married Jason Babb, 

no honest, meok-natured carpenter, who proved a good fotber 
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to the little Arbutus. Sbe, however, was carried awayliya 
malignant fever, in the first year of ber seconil marriage. The 
widower, who both mourned and missed her, cherished ber 
child with a conscieotious fidehty, and it was quite as much 
from a eeose of duty towards the boy, as from an inoliuation 
of the heart, that he married Mias Fortitude Winterbottom, a 
tall, staid, self-reliant creature, verging on spins terhood. 

The Fates, however, seemed determined to interfere with 
Jason Babb's connubial plans ; but the next time it was upon 
himself, and not upon his wife, that the lot fell. Having no 
children of his own, by either wife, he besonght Fortitude, 
with his latest breath, to be both father and mother to the 
doubly-orphaned little Bute Wilson. It must be admitted 
that Mrs. Babb faithfully performed her promise. The true 
feeling of parental tenderness had never been granted to her, 
and the sense of responsibility — q^ ownersAip— which came in 
its stead — was a very mild substitute ; but it impressed the 
boy, at least, with a consciousness of care and protection, 
which satisfied his simple natare. Mrs. Dennison, with btT 
kind voice, and gentle, resigned old face, seemed much more 
the mother, while Mrs. Babb, with her peremptory ways and 
strict idea of discipline, unconsoionsly assumed for him tha 
attitude of a father. The latter had come to Lakeside at a 
time when Mr. Deunison's confirmed feebleness required hia 
wife to devote herself wholly to his care, Mrs, Babb, there 
fore, took charge of the house, and Arbutus, at first a younger 
companion of Henry Dennigon, afterwards an active farm-boy, 
finally developed into an excellent farmer, and had almost tha 
exclusive management of the estate for some years before Mrs. 
Dennison's death. 

Thus these two persons, with an Irish field-band, had been 
the only occupants of Lakeside, during the sunimer and au- 
tumn. Arbutus, or Bute, us be Wiis universally called iu the 
neighborhood, was well-plea.ted witli the nuwa of Mr. Wimil- 
bur/s purubasi!^ Uu remembered him, indistinctly, as tha 
" town-boy" who gav« him his first top and taught him Ik>w 
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to Spin it, thoagb the big follow couldn't tell a thruEh'§ egg 
from a robin's, and alwuys snid " tortoise" instead of " tortle." 
Bate tboiigbt they'd gel aluug together somehow — or, if they 
didn't, he conl(J do as well aomewheres else, he reckoned. 
Nerertheleea, he felt anxiouB that the owner alioukl receive a 
natisffictory impression on his arrivQl, and busied himself, witli 
Patricli'a assistance, in " setting every thing to rights" about 
the bam and onl-hooees. 

AlWr all, there was scarcely need of such hurried prepSr 
ration. Mr. Hammond and Woodbury, detuned by some 
Decesonry formalities of the law, did not leave "nberius iintjl 
the aflenioon of that day. The town being situated at the 
ontlet of Atanga Lake, they took the little steamer to AtAuga 
City, near its head, in preference to the long road over the 
hilla. The boat, with a heavy load of freight, made slow pro- 
gress, and it was dusk before they passed the pomt on the 
owtflm shore, beyond which Lakeside is visible from the 
water. On reaching Ptolemy by the evening stage from 
Atsngn City, Maiwell Woodbury found the new "Ptolemy 
Honse" so bright and cheerful, that he immediately proposed 
their remaining for the night, although within four miles of 
their destination. 

** I have a fancy for approaching the old place by daylight," 
said he to his companion. " Here begins my familiar ground, 
and I fifaodid be sorry to lose the smallest test of memory. 
Bcddro, I am not sure what kind of quarters I should be able 
Xn ofior you, on such short nodce." 

"Ijet ns stay, then, by all means," said the lawyer. "I can 
apprvdste feelings, although I am occupied entirely with 
d^Mti." Here he quietly chuckled, and was answered by a 
rotir from the landlord, who came up in time to hear the 
nmark. 

"Ha! hal Good, Mr. Hammond!" exclaimed the latter. 
*Very happy to entcrldn you, gentlemen. Mr. Woodbury 
can have thu Bridal Chamber, if he likes. But yon should go 
U> thfl Great Scwing-TJnion, gentlemen. You will find all 



Ptolemy there to-uighl. It's at Hamilton Bae's: yon Vaow 
him, Ifr. HammoDd — Director of the Bank." 

The results of this advice have already been described. 
After breakfast, on the following morning, the two gentlemen 
set out for Lakeside in a light open carriage. It was one of 
the last days of the Indian summer, soft and hazy, with a fore- 
boding of winter in the air. The hills, enclosing the head of 
the lake, and fitretchiiig away sonthwards, on opposite sides 
of the tiro valleys, which unite just behind Ptolemy, loomed 
through their blue veil with almost the majesty of mountiun 
ranges. The green of the pine-forests on their crests, and of 
those ragged lines of the original woods which marked tfae 
courses of the descending ravines, was dimmed and robbed of its 
gloom. The meadows extending towards the lake were still 
fresh, and the great elms by the creek-side had not yet sheil 
all of their tawny leaves. A moist, fragrant odor of decay per- 
vaded theatmosphere,and the softsouthwestem wind, occasion- 
ally stealing down the further valley, seemed to blow iJie som- 
bre colors of the landscape into dying flickei-s of brightness. 

As they crossed the stream to the eastward of the village, 
and drove along the base of the hills beyond, Woodbury ex- 
claimed : 

"Tou cannot possibly understand, Mr. Hiunroond, how 
refreshing to me are these signs of the coming winter, after 
nearly fifteen years of unbroken snmmer. I shall enjoy the 
change donbly here, among the scenes of the only conn try-life 
which I ever knew in America, — where I was really happiest, 
ns a boy. I suppose," he added, laughing, "now that tJi« 
business is over, 1 may confess to yon bow much I congratu- 
late rayself on having made the pnrchnse." 

"As if I did not notice how unxiuua yon were to btiyl" re- 
joined the lawyer, " Yon must be strongly attached to the 
old place, to take it on the strength of former aKSociatitmB. I 
wi.^h it were nearer Tiberlnn, that we might have more of ywur 
society. Did you pass much of yonr yontli here?" 

"Only my summers, from tlio age of twelve to fifteen. My 
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oonetJtafion was rather delicate wben I was young, and Mrs. 
bennisoii, who was a diHtant relative of my father, and some- 
times visited us in Kcw Yort:, pereuaded him to let nic try 
the air of Litkeuide. Henry was about my own age, and we 
Boon became gi'eai friends. The [ilaoe waa a second home to 
me, tbcoiccfortti, until my father's death. Even al^er I went 
to Calcutta, I continued to correspond with Henry, bnt my 
InBt letter from Lakeside was written by his mother, after his 
bo<ly was brought home from Mexico." 

"Tee," said Mr. Hammond, "the old lady fairly broke 
doi?n aftiT that. Henry was a fine feUow and a promising 
offlcer, and I believe ehe would have borne bis loss belter, had 
he fallen in battle. But he lingered a long dme in the hospi- 
tal, and she was just beginning to hope for bis recovery, vheu 
the news of his death came Instead. But see ! there is Roar- 
ing Brook. Do you bear the noise of the fall ? How loud it 
is tlus morning !" 

The bill, curving rapidly to the eastward, rose abruptly fiom 
the meadows in a saocession of shelving terraces, the lowest of 
which was faced with a wall of dark rock, in horizontal strata, 
bnt almost concealed from view by the tall forest trees which 
grew at its base. The stream, issuing from a glen which de- 
acended from the lofty upland region to the eastward of tho 
lake, poured itself headlong from the brink of the rocky steep, 
— a glittering silver thread in summer, a tawny banner of 
Jmgry eonnd in the anturau rains. Seen through the hnzy air, 
Its narrow white column seemed to stand motionless between 
the pines, and its mellowed thunder to roll from some region 
beyond the hills, 

Woodbury, who had been looking steadily across the mead- 
ows to the north, cried out : " It is the Siimc — it has not yet 
run itself dry! Now we shall see Lakeside; but no — yet I 
ocrlj^ly used to see the house from this point. Ah ! twenty 
yeare I I bad forgotten that trees cannot stand still ; that 
ash, or whatever it is, has quite filled up the gap. I am afraid 
I shall fi'id greater changes than this." 
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HiB eyes mechanically fell, as the wheels rumbled 8a(]dfflil;f 
oa the j>lank bridge over Roaring Brook. Mr. Hninjnonil lookod 
Dp, guve the horse a skilful dash of tlie nliiji nud shot 
the trees which Uned the etrcaro. "Look aud see I" be prea- 
ently said. 

The old place, so familiar to Woodbury, and dow his own 
property, lay before hira. Tliere was the heavy white house, 
with ila broad verandah, looking southward from the last low 
shell' of the hills, which rose behind it on their westward 
Hweep back to the lake. The high-road to Auacreon aud 
thence to Tiberius, up the eastern shore, turned to the right 
and ascended to the upland, through a long winding gien. 
A small grove of evergreens still further protected the house 
on its northwestern side, so that its position was unusually 
sunny aud sheltered. The head of the lake, the meadows 
around Ptolemy and the branching valleys beyond, were oU 
visible from the southern windows; and though the hills to 
the east somewhat obscured the sanriae, the evenings wore 
double splendor — In the lake and in the sky. 

"Poor Henry 1" whispered Woodbury to himselfi as Mr. 
Hammond alighted to open the gate into the private lano. 
The house had again disappeared from view, behind the rise 
of the brond knoll upon whicih it stood, and ihoir approach 
was not visible until they had reached the upper level, with 
its stately avenue of sugar-maples, extending to the garden 
wall. 

The place was really unchanged, to all appe.irance. Per- 
haps the clumps of lilac and snowball, along the northern 
wall were somewhat higher, and the apple-trees in the orchard 
behind the house more gnarled und mossy ; but the house it- 
eelti the turfed space before it, the flagged walk leading to the 
door, the pyramids of yew and juniper, were the wimo as 
ever, and the old oaks at each comer seemed, twig for twig, 
lo have stood still for twenty years. A few bnouhes of ohrya- 
mithemiim, somewhat nipped by tint frost, gave their lobet 
antumnal coloring and wbolesorae blttcirflweet odor to tb« 
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garden-alleys. The late purple asters were shrivelled and 
droofMDg, and the hollyhocks stood like desolate floral towers, 
tott«nDg over the sommer's rain. 

For the first time in twenty years, Woodbury felt the al- 
most forgotten seusalion of home steal through his heart. 
Quickly aud silently he recognized each familiar object, and 
the far-off days of the past swept into the nearness of yester- 
day, HJB ear took no note of Mr, Hammond's rattling re- 
marks: the latter was not precisely the man whose atmosphere 
Itirea forth the hidden fragrance of one's n.iture. 

As they drove along the garden-wall, a strong figure ap- 
peared, approaching with eager strides. lie glanced first at 
the horse and carriage. "Faulamb's livery — the bay," was 
his mental remark. The next moment he stood at the gat«, 
watting for them to alight. 

"How do you do, Mr. Hammond?" he cried, "Too're 
late a-comin' : we expected ye las' night. And is this i-cally 
Mr. Maxwell, I mean Mr, Woodbury — well, I'd never ha 
knowed him. I s'poae you don't know me, iiuther, Mr. 
Max.?" 

" God bless me I it must be little Bate 1" exclaimed Wood- 
bury, taking the honest fellow's hand. " Yes, I see it now — 
man iostead of hoy, but the snme fellow still." 

"Yes, indeed, that I is/" asserted the delighted Arbu- 
tus. He meant much more than the words imlic.ited, 
Fnlly expressed, his thoughts would have run soraethiug in 
this wise: "I guess we can git on together, as well as 
when we was boys. If you ha'n't changed, / ha'n't. I'll 
do my dooty towards ye, and yon won't be diaapp'inled in 

In the mean lime, Mrs. Fortitude Babb had made her ap- 
pearance, clad in the blaek bombazine which she had pur- 
chased for Jason's funeral, and was waiting, tall and rigitl, but 
wilJi considerable internal " flusteration " (as she would have 
ex)irea«ed it), on the verandah. One mental eye was directed 
towards the new owner, and the other to the fowls in the 
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kitchen, which she bad cut np the evenmg before, for a ftift- 
asaec, nud which were thns rendered unfit for roasting. "Why, 
he's a perfick stranger 1" '' If there's only time to make a pie 
of 'em !" were the two thoughts which croBHcd each otbur in 
her -brain. 

" Mrs. Babb I there's no mistaking who you are !" exclaimed 
Woodbury, as he hastened with ontatretched hand up the 
flagged walk. 

The old hoosekeoper gave him her long, bony hand iu 
return, and made au attempt at a courtesy, a tliing which 
she had not done for bo long that one of her kuec-juinU 
cracked with the efibit. " Welcome, Sir 1" smd she, with be- 
coming gravity. Woodbury thought she did not recognize 

" Why, don't yon remember Mas, ?" he aeked. 

" Yes, I recollex you as you was. And cow I come to 
look, jour eyes is jist the same. Dear, dear I" and in spite 
of herself two large tears slowly took their way down her 
lank cheeks. " If Miss Dennison and Henry could be here 1* 
Then she wiped her eyes with her hand, rather than spoil the 
comer of her black ^Jk apron. Stifiening her features the 
next moment, she turned away, exclaiming in a voioe on- 
necessarily sharp : " Arbutus, why don't you put away the 
horse 7" 

The gentlemen entered the faonse. The hall-door had evi- 
dently not been recently used, for the lock grated with a 
sound of rust. Tlie sitting-room on the left aud the library 
beyond, were full of hazy siiusbine and cheerfUl with tlie 
oniokling of fires on the open hearth. Dust was nowhere t« 
he Bpen, but the chairs stood .is fixedly iu their formal pkoes as 
if screwed to the tloor, and the old books seemed lo be glnod 
together in regular piles. None of the slight tokens of haWl- 
uftl occnpation caught the eye — no pleanant irregularity of do- 
mestic life, — a newspaper tossed here, a glore there, a chair 
placed ohlif|Uti1y to a favorite winrlow, or a work-si 
foot-atool drawn from its place. Mm. Babb, it 'u true, ^ 
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desperate attempt at orQOmcnt, bml gnthcred the most pr»- 
eentable of the chryaanthetQums, witli some sprigs of arbor- 
Titje, and etuck them into an old glass flower-jar. Thoir 
pnngeut odor helped to conceal the faiol mustj Bmetl which 
Ktill liogered in the unused rooma. 

"I think we will sit here, Mrs. Babb," said Woodbnry, 
leadiog the way into the library. " It was always my favorite 
room," he added, turning to the lawyer, " and it has the finest 
view of the lake." 

" I'm afcard that's all yoa'U have," the housekeeper grimly 
remarked. "Things is terrible npside-down: you come so 
onezpected. An empty house makes more bother than a full 
one. But you're here now, an' you'll have to take it uch as 
it 18." 

Therewith she retired to the kitchen, where Bute soon 
joiiied ber 

"Well, Mother Forty," he asked, "how do you like his 
looks? He's no more changed than I am, only on th' out- 
nde. I don't s'pose he knows more than ever about farmia', 
hut he's only got to let me alone and things 'II go right," 

" Looks is nothin'," the housekeeper answered. '' Hand- 
some is that handsome does, I say. Don't whistle till you're 
OQI o' the woods, Bute. Not but what Td rnther have him 
here than some o' them people down to Fo'keepsy, that never 
took no notice o' her while she lived." 

"There's no mistake, then, about hia havm' bought the 

armr 

"I goeas not, but Til soon see." 

She presently appeared in the library, with a pitcher of 
dder and two glasses on a tray, and a plate of her best "jum- 
hies." "There's a few bottles o' Madary in the cellar," she 
said ; " but you know I can't take nothin' without your leave, 
Mr. Hammond — leastways, oaleas it's all fixed." 

Woodbury, however, quietly answered: "Thank you, we 
wiQ leave the wine until diimer. Ton can give as a meal, I 
presttm«, Mrs. Babb?" 
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*^ T wo'nt be what Fd like. Td reckoned on a sapper las' 
night, instid of a dinner to-day. Expect it '11 be pretty muoh 
pot-lack. However, Fll do what I can." 

Mrs. Babb then retamed to the kitchen, satisfied, at least, 
that Mr. Maxwiell Woodbary was now really the master of 
Lakeside. 
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CHAPTER in. 

AM XTKHISa OF GOSSIP, IS WHICH WE LEARN SOMETHINa 
ABODT THE PEBSOM& ALBBAST MENTIONED. 

ArrKB a long abBence in India, Woodbury had come home 
to find all his former associations broken, even the iamiliar 
landmarks of hla boyish life destroyed. His only near relative 
was an older sigter, married some years before his departure, 
and now a stately matron, who was just beginning to enjoy a 
new importance in society from the beauty of her daughters. 
There was a small comer in her heart, it is true, for the exiled 
brother. The floor was swept, there; the room aired, and 
enffident fire kept bumiug on the hearth, to take off the ohill : 
but it was the chamber of an occasional guest rather than of 
an habitual inmate. She was glad to sec him back again, es- 
pecially as his manners wero thoroughly refined and his wealth 
was supposed to be large (indeed, common report greatly 
magnified it) : she wonld have lamented his death, and have 
worn becoming mourning for him — would even have per- 
suaded ber husband to assist him, bad he returned petmi- 
lees. In short, Woodbnry could not complain of his recep- 
tion, and the absence of a more intimate relation — of a aweet, 
sympathetic bond, springing from kinship of heart as well as 
of blood, was all the more lightly felt because such bond had 
never previously existed. 

In the dreams of home whici haunted him in lonely hours, 

on the banks of the Hoogly or the breezy heights of Doijeol- 

ing, Lakende always first arose, and repeated itself most fre- 

L qfoently and dtsttootly. "Aunt Dennison," aa he was accnft- 

sd to call her, took the place, in his affectionate memory, 
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of the loBt mother whose features he could trace bat ^imlj, 
fm back in the faint ooDScioitgnesB of childhood. There 
eeemed to be no other spot in the world to wluch he had a 
nntural right to return. The friends whom ho hnd lefl, in 
New York, as a j^ouiig man of twenty-one, had become rest> 
less, impetuous men of basiness, from whose natures every 
element of calm had been fihaken, while he had slowly and 
comfortably matured his manhood in the immemorial repose 
of Asia. The atmosphere of the city at first excited, then 
wearied him. The wish to visit Lakeside was increasing in 
ttis mind, when he was one day starred by seeing tlie' prop 
erty adverti)^ for eKie, and instantly determined to become 
the purchaser. A correspondence with Mr. EUinmond en- 
dued, an^, as there was another competitor in the field, Wood- 
bury's anxiety to secttre the old [.lace led him to close the 
negotitttiona before he had found time to see it again. Xow, 
however, he had made arrangements to spend the greater part 
of the winter there, Ds miioh CD aooonnt of the oert:tin repose 
and seclusion which he craved, as irom the physii^ul necessity 
of that tffflic which the diy coid of the inland oflbred to bia 
ln!uguid tropical blood. 

No disptrsa] had yet been maite of the stock and implement* 
belonging to the fbirm, which liad not been included in Ute 
purchase of the e^ate. Woodbury's object in buying the 
land bnd no reference to any delinite plan of his future life. 
He hud come back from Indin with a forttine winch, tbongb 
nodcratc, absolved him from the necesMly of labor. He siut- 
ply wlahed to have a home of bis own — an xrk of refuge to 
which he ootdd at any time retnm — a sheltered apot where 
some portion of his life might strike root. THu knowledge of 
farming was next to nothing. Yet the fields could not be al- 
lowed to relapse into wildemesB, tlie house mnxt have a boit»c- 
keeper, wid the necessity of cootinning the preaeut oooapaiiw 
In their respective fiinctions was too i^ipannit lo be diacusMd. 
For the present, at leurt, Itlrs. Ualib and jMnitns were iikdi» 
pensnble adherents of the prop«rty. 



I 



^ 



A STOHT or AlkrERICAJf LtP£. 99 

After dinner, Mr. Hammond paid tbeiu what was ine ftoo) 
Uie estate. Buis tarned tbe money over uneasily id his hand, 
gr«w rad in tli« fac4>, and avoided meeting the eye of the nttyf 
owner. Urs. Babb straighteued her long Bpine, took out a 
buckskin pnrso, and, having put the money therein, began 
mhbtDg the eteel clasp with the comer of her apron. Wood- 
bury, then, with a few friendly words, expressed his pJea^iire 
ai liavteg found them in cbai-ge of Lakeside, and his desire 
that each should continue to sorve him lu the same capacity an 
tiefor*^ 

Mrs. Bttbb did not betray, by the twitch of a muscle, the 
relief iibe felt. On the contrary,' she took credit to herself for 
aocejitjng her good fortune. " There's them that would like 
to have me," said she. "Mra. Dennison never haviu' smd 
notliin' ag'in my boneekeepin', but the reverse; and I a'n't 
bound to stay, for want of a good home ; but somebody mast 
keep hoase for y<i, and I'd hate to see things goln' to wrack, 
after keerin' for 'em, a matter o' twenty year. Well — PIl 
Hay, I guesa, and do my best, an I've always done it." 

"0 fw. Butct" said Mr. Hammond, wbase small puna 
bad gained him a reputation for wit, In Tiberius. 

B-ile understood the meaning, not the words. " Tm glad 
Mr. Max. wants me," be answered, eagerly. " Td hate to leave 
the old place, thongb I'm able to get my livin' most anywheres. 
Bat it'd be like leavin' home — and jiat now, with tbat two- 
year old coll to break, and a couple o' steers that I'm goin' to 
yoke in tb« spring— it wouldn't seem natural, like. Mr. Max. 
■dd me was boys together here, and I guess we can hitch 
IMBU without kieldn' over the traces." 

After arranging for an inventory and appraisal of the live 
nook, fei-ming implements, and the greater part of the furni- 
ture, wtiich Woodbury decided to retain, Mr. Hanmiond took 
bis departure. Mrs. Babb prepared her tea at the usual early 
hew. AAer some little hesitation, she took her seat at the 
tobks but evaded participation in the meal. Mr. Woodbury 
Wt mneh longer tban she was aoonalomed to see, in the people 



(0 HANTIAJI THPKSTOW: 

of Ptolemy: he eipped hie tea slowly, aiid actually aooe{^ed 
fourth cnp. Mrs. Babb's gratification roached its height when 
he began to prtuac her preserved qninces, but ou his tmthinlc- 
iDgly declaring them to be " better than ginger," her giimness 
returned. 

" Better than ginger ! I should think so I" was her menial 
exclamation. 

Throwing himself into the old leather arm-ch^r before the 
library tiro, Woodbury enjoyed the perfect BtiUness of the No- 
Tember evening. The wind had fallen, and the light of a half- 
moon lay upon the landscape. The vague illuminaUon, the 
shadowy outlines of the distant bills, and that sense of isola- 
tion from the world which now returned upon him, grntvfiilly 
brought back the half- obliterated moods of his Indian life. He 
almost expected to hear the soft whish of the pimka nbov« hia 
head, and to find, suddenly, the " hookah- burdar" at hia 
elbow. A cheerful hickory-fed flame replaced tlie one, and a 
ripe Havana cigar the other ; but his repose was not des- 
. lined to be left undisturbed. "The world" is not so easy to 
escape. Eveu there, in Ptolemy, it existed, and two of ita 
special agenia (self-created) already knocked at the door oi_ 
Lakeside. 

The housekeeper ushered Mr. Hamilton Due and the Hod. 
Zeno Harder into the library. The latter, as Member of the 
Legislature, conMdered that this call was due, as, in some sort, 
on official welcome to his district. Besides, bis next aim was 
the State Senate, and the favor of a new rei^Jdent, whose 
wealth would give him influence, could not be secured loo 
soon. Mr. Bue, as the host of the previous evening, eiyoy«d 
an advantage over the agent of the " Etna," which he waa not 
glow to use. His politeness was composed of equal parts of 
cariosity and the " Saratoga Mutual." 

" Wo thought. Sir," said the Hon. Zeno, entering, " that 
your first evtuiing here night be a little lonesomfl, itnd you'd 
be glad to have company for an hour or so." 

The Member wiu a coarse, obese man, with heavy ohapa, 
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tbid, flat lips, small ftyos, l<a1d ctowd, and a voice wUch hod 
been ouuie hurejt and aggressive io its tone hy much TigorooA 
orslor^ in tJia ojien air. The lines of his figure were rounded, 
it ifl troe, but it waa the lumpy roundness of a potato rather 
lliao the awelliog, opulcat curves of weli-paddcd muscle 
Mr. Hamilton But", in eoutrast to bim, seemed to be made of 
tngles. nia laoe and bands bad that lean dryness wbich sng- 
gute a body siuiilarly conslrooted, and makes us thankful for 
tbe invention at clothing. He was a prim, precipe business 
■nan, aa tbe long tliiu nose and narrow lips indicated, with a 
t»ce of weakness in the retreating cbin. Neither of these 
genUeiaen possessed a particle of that grapy bloom of ri[te 
inanbood, which t«ll8 of generous blood in either cell of the 
double heart. In one the juice was dried up ; in tbe other it 
bud become thick and slightly rancid. 

They were not the visitors whom Woodbury would have 
uboseu, but tbe ostensible purpose of their call demanded 
acknowledgment. He iheroforo gave them a cordial welcome, 
antl drew additional chairs in front of the fire. The Hon. 
Zeno, taking a fjgar, elevated his feet upon the lower mould- 
• ing of tlie wooden mantel-piece, spat in the fire, and re- 
outrked: 

" Ton find Ptolemy changed, I dare say. Let me see — 
when were ynn here last ? In '32 ? I must have been sindy- 
ing law in Tiberias at tbat time. Oh, it's scarcely the same 
jilace. So many went West after the smasb in '37, and new 
people have come in — new people and new tdees, I may 
•ay." 

"Wo have cert^nly shared in tbe general progression of 
the ooantry, even during my residence here," said Mr. Ham- 
ilton Bue. carefully assiuning his official style. "Ton ycnra 
«gO, there were but tbirty-seven names on the boolw gf (lin 
Saratoga Mutual Now we count a hundred and ihirlumi. 
But there U a reason for it : the Company pays lt» lo« pyj 
teiDf — most panotnally," 

Uuconsdoua of this dexterous advertUtng, W<>«fl 
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answered the Hon. Zeno: " Since I am to be, for a while, a 
member of your comnaumty, I am interested in learning eoma- 
tbing more about it. What are the new Ideas you mentioned, 
Mr. Harder?" 

" WelJ, Sir, — I can't exactly eay that Hunkerism ia a new 
thing in politics. Tm a Barnburner, you mnst luiow, and 
Bince the spUt it seems like new parties, though we hold on to 
the old principles. Then there's the Temperance Keform — 
swep' every thing before it, at first, but slacking off just now. 
The AbolitionistB, it's hardly worth while to count — there's so 
few of them — but thoy make a mighty noise. Go for Nob- 
Sesietance, Women's Rights, and all other Isms. So, you see, 
compared to the old times, when 'twas only Whig and I>etno- 
orat, the deestrict is pretty well stirred up." 

Mr. Bue, uncertain as to the views of his host upon some of 
the subjects mentioned, and keejiing a sharp eye to his own 
interests, here remarked in a mild, placable tone : " I don't 
know that it does any harm. People must have their own 
opinions, and there's no law to hinder it. In foct, iVeqaenl 
discussion is a means of intellectual improvement." 

" But what's the use of discussing what's contrary to Scrip-* 
tur' and Reason?" cried the Hon. Zeno, in Lis out-door voice. 
" Our party is for Free Soil, and you cau't go further under 
the Constitution,^80, what's the use in talking ? NoD- 
Resistance might be Christian enough, if all men was ^nts; 
but we've got to take things as we find 'era. When you're 
hit, hit back, if you want to do any good in these times. As 
for Women's Rights, it's the biggest humbug of all. A 
pretty mess we should be in, if it could be carried out 1 Think 
of my wife taking the stump against Mr<j. Blackford, and me 
and him doing the washing and cooking I" 

" Who was the Abolitionist — for such I took him to be — 
with whom yon were talking, last eroning, at Sir, Bue's?" 
Woodbury asked. 

" Wattles — a tailor in Ptolemy — one of the worst fanalica 
among 'cm 1" the irat« Zeno replied. *' Believes tu all llie 
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r*ms, and thinks himself a great Reformer. It's diagnsting to 
hear a mati talk abont Women's Rights, as he does. I don't 
nund il so mach in Mannah Thurston ; but the fact ie, she's 
more of a man than the most of 'era." 

"Hannah Thurston! Is not that the lady who sang — a 
[lale, earnest-looking girl, in a gray dreas?" 

" I did'ut notice her dresa," the Member answered, " She 
eings, thongb — not mnch voice, but what she has telh amaz- 
ingly. Between onrselveB, I'll admit that she's a first-rate 
speaker — that is, for a woman. I was tempted to have a 
round with her, at the last meeting they held ; but then, you 
know, a woman alwaya has you at a disadrantage. You 
daren't give it back to them as sharp as you get it." 

" Do you really mean that she makes public harangues ?" 
exclaimed Woodbury, who, in his long absence from home, 
had lost sight of many new developments in American 
society. 

" Tes, and not bad ones, either, when you consider the sub- 
ject. Her mother used to preach in Quaker Meetings, so it 
doam't seem quite so strange as it might. Besides, she isn't 
' married, and one can make some allowance. But when Sarah 
Uerryficld gets up and talks of the tyranny of man, it's a 
little too mticii for me. Td like to know, now, exactly what 
her meek loni of a btisband thinks about it." 

" Is Mrs. Waldo, also, an advocate of the new doctrine?" 

"She? No indeed. She has her rights already : that is, 
all thai a woman properly knows how to use. Though I don't 
like the Cimmerian doctrine — Mr. Waldo is pastor of the 
Cimmerian B^yct I think she's a much better ChrisUan than 
the Kerryfields, who still hang on to our Church." 

" What are the Cimmerians ?" inquired Woodbury. " Are 
they BO called from the darkness of their doctrines ?" 

The Hon. Zeno did not nnderetand the classical allusion. 
"They're followers of the Rev. BeM Cimmer," he said. " He 
WM first a Soceder, I believe, but differed wilh them on the 
doctrine of Grace. Besides, they think that Baptism, to be 




aaviDg, mngt be in exact iioiutton of iMt of tii6 Savlaar. 
The preiicher wears a hfur garment, like John the BafitiBt, 
vliea he performs the oereniony, and the conrerte long, witite 
robes. They pick out some creek for U«ar Jordan, and do 
not ^ow ontsiders to be present They dou't grow in oDm- 
bers, and have but a very small congregation in Ptolemy. In 
fiict, Mr. Waldo is considered rather shaky by some of the 
older members, who were converted by Ciminer himself. He 
don't hold very close cominunion." 

A part of this explanation was ineompreheneiblc to Wood- 
bury, who was not yet &miliar with the catch-words whioh 
fall BO glibly -from the months of coantry theologians. He 
detected the Itfamber's disposition to harangue instead of 
converse — a tendency which could only be prevented by a 
frequent and deitergua change of aubjeot- "Your church," 
lie said : — " I take it for granted you refer to that of Mr. 
Styles,— eeems to bo in a flourishing conditioD." 

"Yes," replied Mr. UamiUon Bue, "we have prospered 
under his ministry. Some have backslidden, it is true, but we 
have bad encouraging seaaous of revival. Our ladies are now 
very earnest in the work of assisting tlie Jntnapore MisBiao. 
Mrs. Boeriim is from Syracuse, and a partioalar frieod of Misa 
£lisa Clancy. I tbink Miss Eliza heraelf would have gone 
if she had been called in time. You know it requirea J> 
doable calU" 

"A double calll Excuse me if I do not qiute understand 
yon," said (be boat. 

" Why, of course, they must flret be called to the toorte/ 
sod then, as they can't go alone among the heathen, thty 
must aflcrwarda depend on a peisonal call from some un- 
married mifisionory. Kow Miss Clancy is rather too old 
for thitt." 

Woodbury could not repress a smile at this naive Aatement, 
although it was made wiUi entire gravity. " I have seen Bome- 
thing of your missions in lodia," he at last remarkod, "and 
bclievo that they are capable <J accomplishing much good 
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Still, yon mnst not exiiect immediate retnms. It is only the 
lovest caste that is now reached, and the ChiiatiaitiziDg of 
India mnst come, eventiinlly, from the highest." 

Rather than dUonss a subject of which he was ignoraDt, the 
Hod. ZeDo started a new topic. " By the way, the next meet- 
ing of the Sewing Union will be at MerryGeld's. Shall you 
attend, Mr. Woodbury ?" 

"Yes. They are among the few persona who haTe kept me 
in good remembrance, tboagh they, too, from what you hare 
said, must be greatly changed since I used to play with their 
BOD Absalom. I am very sorry to hear of his death." 

'* It i« a pity," replied the Member, biting off the end of a 
fresh cigar. " Absalom was really a fine, promising fellow, 
but they spoiled him with their Isms. They were Oiahamiles 
for a year or two— lived on bran bread and turnips, boUed 
wheat and dried apples. Ab.Halom took np that and llie 
water-cure, and wanted to become a patent first-olass reformer. 
Now, Temperance is a good thing — though I can't quite go 
tlie Uolne Law — bat water inside of you and outside of yon, 
Bommer and winter alike, isn't temperance, according to my 
idee. He bad a spell of pleurisy, one winter, and doctored 
himself for it. His longs were broken up, after that, and he 
went off the very nest fall. They set a great deal of store 
by him." 

*' la it possible that such delusions are held by intelligent 
pereoBs?" eiclMmed Woodbury, shocked as weU as sur- 
prised. " I hope these theories are not included in the gene- 
ral progress of which Mr. Bne spoke. But I have almost for- 
gotten my duty as a host. The nights are getting cold, gen- 
tiemen, and perhaps you will take a glass of wine." 

The Hon. Zeno's small eyes twinkled, and his lips twitched 
liquoroosly. " Well — I don't care if I do," said lie. 

Mr. Hamilton Bae was silent, and slightly embarrassed. He 
bad fbnnd it necessary to join the Temperance Society, be- 
GSDse the reform was a popular one. He always went with 
th« current ae soon as it became too strong to stem con- 



veniontly. But the temptation to indul^ still Inrked in liM 
thin blood. It was evident that the Qlember, for hia own 
sake, would nut mcnttoa the circiiiaatanoe, and Mr. Wood- 
bury, in uU probability, would never think of it again. 

Some of ilrs, Babb's "Madary" preaeutly twinkled like 
smoky lo]>az in the light of ttie woofl-fire. Mr. Itiw at first 
sipped hesitatingly, like a bnther dipping lii» H'tB, with K 
shudder, into the waters of a coid river; but having once 
reached the bottom of tho glass — so quickly, indeed, that it 
excited his own siurprisb— he made the next plunge with tliu 
botdneBS of a man acouatomed to it. 

"Yon will attend church, I presnme, Mr, Woodbury?" 
s»ud he, " Of course you have conviotionH." 

" Certainly," Woodbury answered, without a dear idea of 
what was meant by the word — " very strong ones." 

" Of course — it could not be otherwise. I shall be very 
glad if yon will now and then accept a seat in ray pew. Mr. 
Styles is a great authority on Galatians, and I am sure yoa 
will derive spiritual refreshment from his sermons," 

Here the Hon. Zeno rose and commenced bnttoning his 
coat, as a signal of departure. Growing confidential from hia 
inner warmth, he plaoed one hand affectionately on Wood- 
bury's shoulder, somewhat to tho latter's disgust, and &aid ; 
" Now you are one of us, Woodbnry, yon must take an activo 
port in our political concems. Great principles are at stake. 
Sir, and the country has need of men like yuu. Let me warn 
yon against the Hunkers — their game im nearly played out. 
ril be most h^py, Sir, to explain to you tho condition of 
parties. Youll find me well posted op." 

Mr. Bue took occasion to make a parting hint in the interest 
of the Saratoga Mutual. " If you wish to have your house In- 
sured, Mr. Woodbury," said h«, " I flball be glad to send you 
oar pamphlets. The Oompaoy i» so well known, fortunately, 
that its Dame is a 8ut&ci«nt recommendation." 

The owner of Lakeside stood on the verandah, watching 
his gnesta drib's down the maplu avenue. As the noutul «f 
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their vheela soak below the brow of tliB hill, the muffled 
of Roaring Brook came eofUy to him, acrose the dark 
meadows. A pari of Atauga Lake threw hack the Ught of 
the desceoding moon, " Here," thought lie, " is the oom- 
menoement of a new exieteoce. It ie not the old, boyish life 
of which I dreamed, h»l aoaielhiBg very different. I foresee 
that I shall have to accustom myself to many features of this 
society, which are not attracliva — some of them even repug- 
nant — and perhaps the only coimterbaJancing delight left to 
me wiH be the wjoyment of this lovely soenery, the peace of 
this Mcluded life. Will tliat be saffiiaeDt? Or wiU these 
unks and piues at last pall upon my eye, like tlie palms and 
banyan oi' the East ? Ho : one caodoI be satisfied witJi ex- 
tenuU resooroes. I must atwly, with a. liberal human interest, 
the cbarauterislics of tiiis little community, however stTaiige 
«r repellant they may seem ; and oertaioly, aftor making 
Muuls ittnobg tlie fosaillzud Brahmins, there must be a few 
amoDg my fellow'-ChrisCiaiia and fbllow-conntrymeo, whom I 
can heartily respect and love. Those long Indian years must 
be plaoed in a olosed Past, and I must adapt myself to htibits 
incl SBsoeutiona, which have beoome moro foreign than 
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CHAPTER IV. 

f THE BOAD, A14D A NSW HOUSXHOLD. 



Tbs Indian Summer stiU held its ground, keeping back the 
winter's vanguard of frost and keen nor'weBters. Day by 
day the amoky oir became more densely blue and atill, and 
the leaves, long since dead, hung upon the trees for want of a 
loosening wind. The hiekory-nuls fell by their own weight, 
pnttering here and there in the woods, in single smart raps, 
and giving out a vigorous balsamic odor, as their cleft rinds 
burst open. Only at night a gathering chill and a low moan- 
ing in the air gave the presage of an approaohirg change in 
the season. 

On one of those warm forenoons which almost reproduce 
the languor and physical yearning of the opening Spring, 
Bute Wilson, mounted on Diok, the old farm-horse, jogged 
elowly along the road to Ptolemy, whistling " The Rose that 
All are Praising," a melody which he had learned at the 
Bnging-schooL Bute was bound for the village, on a variety 
of errands, and carried a basket on his arm. Dick's delibe- 
rate gait seemed to be in harmony with the current of ha 
thonghta. The horse understood his rider, and knew very 
well when to take his ease, and when to summon up the little 
life left in his HtifT old legs. Horses are better interpreters of 
one's moods than the most of one's human friends. 

Bute was a very good speolmeii of the American country- 
man. A httle over the average height, and compacted of 
coarse, hardy fibre, he possessed, in spite of the common 
stock from which he had sprung, the air of independent solf- 
reepect which a laboring man can only acqiure in a comma- 
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■itj vrbera osste b practically ignored. Bis independence, 
liowever, had not degenerated into impudence : he knew hia 
deficiendea of uatare and edncation, and did not Attempt to 
off-eet them by n mlgTU' assertion of eqoality. He ooold ait 
ftt Mr. Woodbary's ubte (nsing the knife a little too freely) 
without embamuBinent, and conld take his dinner in the 
kitch«i withoat being consoions of degradation. His horgea, 
cMtle, ftod rrop8 occnpied the first place in his toind — him- 
iielf — no, another person had the second place — and his own 
personality ^ve him the least tronble. He was a general 
f^Torilc in the neighborhood, and his po&iiion was, perhaps, 
more fortunate than he knew, though the knowledge of it 
would not have made him happier than he was. He was hou- 
estly respected by those below, and not looked down upon by 
thoee uboTe him. This consideration was won liy his thorongh 
frankness, simplicity, and kindness of heart. His face was too 
broail and his nose too thick, to be called handsome ; bnt 
ihere were fewer eyes into which men looked with more satia- 
lacdon than the pair of large blue-gray ones, divided by the 
nose aforesud. TTSh forehead was rather low, bnt open and 
smooth, and bis yellow hair, curling a little at the ends, grew 
back from the temples n'ith a sturdy set, as if determined that 
they shonid not be hidden. Add to these traits a voice mel- 
low in epitc of its rolnme— the cattle understood its every in- 
flMtioD — and it is easy to perceive that Bute was in espedal 
&Tor with the opposite sex. From head to foot, Nature had 
wriUen apon him : This man is a male. 

Bote had climbed the rise beyond Roaring Brook, when hia 
rereries, whatever they might have been, were interrupted by 
t B^ht of a woman, walking towards Ptolemy, a short dis> 
n sdranoo of him. Allbongh no other person was near, 
r tiie ^y, he felt the blood cree[Hng up to his ears, as 
1 keenly and qnestioningiy at the little figure, in its 
Hae merino drees, tripping forward with short, quick 
Btepa. tMck noticed the change in his master, and broke into 
a trot down the gentle slope. At the sound of hoofs, the figure 
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t^rnwl, dlBclnnrifc a lirinch of 1>r»wn ringloU and a saa^ little 
tif>«i>, tlioti ilrnw t(> onn itiile uf the road aad slopp^. 

" (i(ini\-mMn\n}(, MiiM Carrio 1" cried Unto, as he drew ztaa, 
rm atil>"*a<'ti)>if( : " 1 tbonght it woo yow. Quia' to Ptolem; ? 
Ho nm I, Oil up oh tho bniik, and I'll Uke ye on behind iii& 
DInli'll iiarry donlild— -hu'N na r|iii«t a* a laiub. Here, I'll jerk 
KtTiriy Kont Tur you to Nci ou." And liti liad hia right arm out 
nf iliii alrHvti li(>r<irH he had fiiiixhod speAlcing. 

"All I" rrii'd tho lady, nlTi'Cting a mild scream; "No, in- 
iWd, Mr. WiUiinl I am »ii afraid of horses. Besides, I don't 
think it wotilil Inok rigliU" 

ll >iuM«itly oci'iirn'd to l)ut«'« miud, that, in order to ride 
an lu> had pn'iMKU'd, the would hi obliged to olnsp him with 
)>i>th arui*. Itiytvlug a sigh of regret, he drew on hia coat and 
JntnTioil offthff horso. 

" WpII, if you won't rido with mo. Til walk with yoo, anj 
khw. Iliiw'v your health, Mini Carrio?" ofi'eriug his hand. 

" Wry wdl. 1 tliank ywu, Mr. Wilson. Uow's Mn. Babbt 
And 1 limr (hat Mr. Woo«)l>ury lias oomo to Uro with yon." 

M U* C«ndh)(> 1>il wortli \nu too wdl satiaiitd at DMetii^ vhh 
Hut*, h\ (tvoUiM) Uia proflV-rad oumpony. She was go Im- wif 
ftuut llw hoDMt tvf k nvighhorii^ faniMr, whars ib* kad bega 
IMntling a Amuifiht aa aoamaU'Ms, to tha ooltago of tba widow 
^nurniMu wkt> UT«d on tho ads* of tbm nllage. The old 
tA^V hnJth vaa dvchuing, and Mia Dilwoith oooadoaalj 
MkIhtvI a flriMkily aaMtinca to Um danghlw. tbej- war* 
Kilh alxray* gbd tvt vn tba Un^, «hatt«iBg ororfane, ia apita 
«f har laaatfsM waakaaMW ami aKeialiaM. ^awaatwcaty^ 
(t<r*;v«nvfaR«,at)Mal.bMaM«MdaIl«Utw>fitr a^tn- 
• tyfri iaw of • gtH of lutMn, atwwj* wimnmg W kar ia • 
MmA of Mtlwnl tiaftWia wUek Wag aba«t Imt m^ aad talk- 
b«» viA aaoA«MMHk<b«>l.wbhw-^wttAi»lrft^fM>- 
»d— Atwiawiyy— al>aioaf>M»Mlofcr g » fcw«rff H«r 
iKWa wiyitw>l5 w— wfcfcar — «fc«—ll»d ohanyjad, 
^ kWMinftMEiM 6ir(br Aa «Mkya««wa of it); kM 
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an ai&etvil hnbit of dropping tiie liils. Perhnps this w»a to 
coDCml ihe iinplc!is:itit redness of tbeir odges, for they were 
oftenlhncH ro infiumed as to oblige her to suspend her ocoupa- 
tion. Iler ambition wns, to become a leacher — a poat for 
which sbo was not at all qualifit-d. HaoDiih Thurston, how- 
ever, had kindly ofi'ered to assisit her in preparing herself for 
the coveted career. 

What it was lliat attracted Bnte Wilaon to Miss Dilworlh, 
ht* was nnable to tell. Had the case been revereed, we should 
not wonder at It. Orjly this much was certain ; her society 
was B torment to him, her absence a pain. He would have cut 
off his little finger for the privilege of just once lifting her in 
his strong arms, and planting a Ici'iB square upon the provolc- 
ing mouth, wliich, as if conscious of its surplua of Bweotncs.", 
could say so many bitter things to him. Bute ha'! never 
spoken to her of the feeling whioh she iuspireil in him. Wliy 
should hef She knew just how he fe!l, and he knew that she 
kituw it. She played with bint as be had many a time played 
with a big trout at the «nd of his line. Over and over again 
he had been on the point of giving her up, out of sheer worn- 
inent and exhaustion of soul, when a sudden look from those 
downeaul eyes, a sofl word, half whispered in a voice whose 
defilierate sweetness lingled through him, from heart to finger- 
toAs, bound him faster than ever. Miss Dilworth little sus- 
pected Low many roeka she bad sledged to pieces, how many 
ffXtra Bnatha she had mowed in June, and shooks of coru she 
bad bnalied in October, through Bute Wilson's arm. If Mr. 
Woodbury wore a cunning employer, he would take measures 
to prolong this condition of suspense. 

Oa the present occasion, the affected little mins was nn- 
nsoally gracious towards her victim. She had a keen curiosity 
to gratify. "Now, Bute," said she, as they started together 
towards Ptolemy, Bute leading Dick by the bridle; "I want 
yoa to tell me all about this Mr. Woodbury. What kind of a 
QMB ia he ?" 

" H«'8 only be«i with na three or fciir days. To be aure, I 
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fcnoweil him as a boy, but ihnl's long ago, and I mat/ have to 
leam him over iig'in. It won't be a hard thing to do, though : 
ht-'s a gentleman, if there ever was one. He's a miin ihal'L 
always do what'a light. If he kuows how." 

" I mean, Bute, how he looks. Tall or short ? la he hand- 
some ? Isn't he burnt very black, or U it worn off?" 

"Not 80 many questions at once, Miss Carrie. He aVt 
blacker 'n I'd be now, if I waa complected like Wm, Tall, you 
might call biin — nigli two Inches more'n I ain, and a reg'lar 
pictur' of a man, though a bit thinner than he'd ought to be. 
But I dunno whether you'tZ call him handsome : women has 
sich queer notionti. Now, there's that Seth Wattles, that you 
think aich a beauty — " 

"Bute Wilson 1 You know I don't think any such thing I 
It's Seth's mind that I admire. Tliere's such u thing as moral 
and intellectual beauty, bnt that you don't nndcrstaiirl," 

"No, hang itl — nor don't want to, if Ae'e got it!" I belJeie 
iu a man's doin' what he purtends to do— keepiu' his mind on 
his work, whatever it is. If Seth Wattles lays out to bo a 
tiulor, let him f>e one: if he wants to be amoral and intel- 
lectuiU beauty, he may try that, for all I kcer — but liu can't do 
both to ouce't. I wish he'd make better trowsus, ur give up 
his business." 

Mias Dilworlh knew her own weakness, and carefully avoid- 
ed entering into a discussion. She was vexed that ime of the 
phrases she had caught fi-om Hannah Thurston, and wliich alia 
had frequently used with much effect, had rattled harmlessly 
against the hard mail of Bute's common souse. At another 
lime slio would have taken— or have scorned to lake — otfenoe, 
at his rough speech ; but she had not yet heard enough of Mr. 
Woodbury. 

" Well, never ndiid Seth," she said, " you've not finished tell- 
ing me about ynur new tnaaler." 

If aheliiKl intended to prick Bute witli this word, sba utterly 
tailed. IIo quielly resumed the deacripliMn: " Erury man 
that I like is hiiiidsume lo mo; but I think any womaa would 
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ftdmira to sea Mr. Hxt. He's got big brown eyes, like them 
o* tlie dee Maater Harry ased to have, atxl a strnigbt nose, like 
one o' the plaater heads Id the lit>ery. He wears a benrd ou 
bia upper Up, bat no whiakers, and hia hair is brown, and sort 
Ci' ouriin*. He's a man that knows what he's about, and can 
nuke np his toiiKl in five minutes, and looks you Etmight io 
the &<w when he talks ; and if he'd a hard thing to say (thongh 
Wh 8mi1 Bothin* o* the kind to me), he'd sny it withont tlinchin*, 
a Ultle worse to your face than what he'd aay behind yV back. 
Bat what / like be*t in him, is, thnt be knows how to tmnd his 
own bui^iness, without botherin' himself abont other folks's. 
Yon wxiuldn't ketch him a pitobin' into me bt-uaane I chaw 
tobacco, Sko Seth Wattles did, vilh all his moral and intellec- 
tual beanty." 

' " Oh, bm. Butts y" Itnow it's so onhealthy. I do wish 
jfoi^d give it up," 

" Ifuhemlthy 1 Staff and nonsense — look at me V* And, in- 
deed Bnt«, slopping, straightening himBelf, throwing out hia 
brea»l, and strildng It with a hard fiat unlil it rang like a muf- 
fled drum, presented a picture of lusty, Tirile strength, which 
few men in the neighborhood of Ptolemy could hare matched. 
" Unhealthy 1" he continued ; "I s'pose yon'd call Seth 
htftlthy, with his tallow face, and breast-bone caved tn. Why, 
the woman that marries hira can use hia ribs for a wash-board, 
when she's lost her'n. Then there was Abaalom MeriyfieM, 
you know, killed himself out and out, he was so keerfiil o' /lU 
health. Td ruther have no health at all, a darned sight, than 
worry my life out, thinkin' on it. Not that I conld'nt give 
■p cikawin' tobacco, or any (Jiing else, if there wa» a good 
nmoa for it. What is it to yon, Carrie, whether I chaw or 

•01?" 

Uiiui DUwortb very well understood Bute's meaning, but 
let U go without notice, as he knew she wonld. The truth is, 
■h« was not inseuiiible to hia many good qualities, but she was 
amlKtioaB of higher gnwe. Slie had not attended all the meefr 
inga bold in Ptolemy, in fav-or of Temperance, Anti-Slapoty 
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and Women's Rights, without imbibiog as much conceit m 
the basis of her small luiod could support. The ejpr<«isionB 
which, from frequent repetition, ehe had cnuglit and retained, 
were put to euuh constant nse, that she at last fancied them 
half original, and sighed for a more important sphere than 
that of a sempstress, or even a teacher. She knew she could 
never become a speaker — she was sure of that — but might she 
not bo selected by some orator of Reform, as a kindi'ed soul, 
to support liim with her sympathy and appreciation ? Thus 
far, however, her drooping lids had been lifted and her onrlB 
elaborately tangled, in vain. The eloqnent disciples, not 
nil derstan ding these mute appeals, passed by on the other side. 

She drew the conyersation back to Mr. Woodbnry, and 
kept it to that theme until she bad ascertained all tliat Bute 
knew, or was willing to tell ; for the latter had such a strong 
sense of propriety about matt«ra of this kind, as might have 
inspired doubts of bis being a native-born American, By thia 
time they had reached the bridge over East Atnuga Creek, 
whence it was but a short distance to the village. 

"There is Friend Thurston's cottage, at last," said Miss 
Dilworth, " Have you seen Miss Hannah lately f But, of 
conrse, she can't visit Lakeside now." 

" I'm sorry for it," Bute remarked. " She's a fine woman, 
in spite of her notions. Bat why can't she ?" 

" It would not be proper." 

" Wouldn't it be proper for a man to rmt ns f " 

" To be suie. How queer you talk, Bute !" 

" Well — she says a woman should bo allowed to do what- 
ever a man does. If Women's Rights is worth talkin' abont, 
it's worth carryin' out. But I guess Miss Hann.ili's more of a 
woman than she knows on, I Uko to hear her talk, mighty 
well, and she says a good many things tliat I can't answer, 
but they're ag'in nature, for all that. If she was married and 
bad a &uiily growiu' up 'round her, she wouldn't want to bu a 
lawyer or a preacher. I!«re we are, at the gate Good-by, 
Miss Carrie 1" 
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" Good'by, Bute I" sai^ Miss DUwortb, tneclianicall;, 
panung at the g»to to see liim spring ioto the saddle and trot 
ntpidlf down the street. She was confounded, and a little 
angry, at tlie uonvhalanee with wbich he treated her oracle. 
" I wish it had been Hannah Thurston, instead of me," ehe 
said to herself, with a spiteful loss of her head—" she has 
an answer ready for everybody." 

The plot of ground in front of the cottage already wore 
lUt winter livery. The roses were converted into little obe- 
lisks of atraw, the flower-beda were warmly covered, and only 
the dnmps of arbor-vitai and the solitary balsam-fir were al- 
lowed to display their hardy green. Miss Dilworth passed 
around the house to the kitchen entrance, for she knew the 
fondness of the inmates for warmth and sunshine, and the 
ntting-room which they habitually occupied looked south- 
ward, over the vegetable garden, to the meadows of tlie ettBt- 
ern valley. Every thing was scrupulonsly neat and ordered. 
The tops of vegetables lell for seed and the dc^ad stalks of 
Minuner flowers had been carefully removed from the garden. 
Tlie walks had been swept by a broom, and the woodshed, 
elsewhere more or leas chaotic in its appearance, was here 
visiteil by tlte same implement. Its ecatterod chips seemed 
to have arranged tliemselvcs into harmonious forma, like the 
atoms of sand under tlie influence of musical tones. 

In the kitchen a girl of thirteen — the only servant the 
house afforded — was watching tlie kettles and pans on the 
cooldng-Htove. This operation might have been carried on in 
the parlor Just as well, so little appearance was there of the 
u'^iial " slops" and litter of a kitchen. This was Friend 
Thurston's specialty as a housekeeper — her maxim was, that 
lliere should be no part of a house where a visitor might not 
be received. Her neighbors always s^mke of her kitchen with 
ta admiration wherein there was a slight mixture of det^pair. 

Tb« «tting-room< beyond, was made cheerful by windows 
opening to the south and east ; but more so by the homely 
slmpUdly and comfort of its arrangement. Every object 
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spoke of timited mennin, but nothing of pinched Be]fJeDtiil. 
The motley- colored rag carpet was clean, tliick, and warm j 
the chintz (<ofa was relieved by inviting cushions ; the old- 
fashioned rocking-chnir was so sliifTed and padded as to remedy 
its stiffness; the windows wore curtained, and a few brands were 
amonldering among white aslies in the grate. A shelf inside 
the southern window held some tea-roses in pots, mignionette, 
heliotrope, and scarlet verbenas. There were but three pictures — 
a head of !JIiUon, an old wood-engraving of the cottage where 
George Fox was born, and a tolerable copy of the Madonna 
della Seggiola, On a stand In the comer were the favorite 
volames of the old lady, very jilainly bonnd, as was meet, in 
calf of a drab color — Job Scott's Works, Woolman's Journal, 
and William Pewn's " No Cross, No Crown," A swinging 
book-shelf, suspended on the wall, contained a difliTent colleo- 
lion, which evidently belonged to the daughter. Several 
volumes of Carlyle, Margaret Fuller, Shelley, Beltina von 
Aioim, Db Staei'a " Corinne," the " Record of Woman," 
Milton, George Sands' "Consnelo," Mrs. Child's "Letters 
from New York," Hugh IBller, and bound numbers of the 
" Liberty Bell," were among them. Had a certain drawer 
been opened, one would have found files of The Slavery An- 
nihiUUor, Mrs. Swisshelm'e Saturday Visitor, and the weekly 
edition of the Ncto-Ybrk TWiuiw. A rude vase of bircli 
bark, on a bracket, was filled with a mass of flowering grasses, 
exquisitely arranged with regard to their forms and colore, 
from pale green and golden-gray to the loveliest browns and 
purples. This object was a work of art, in Us way, and shed 
B gleam of beauty over the plainness of the apartment. 

FriendGulielma Thurston, leaning back in the rocking-chair, 
hud auffored her hands, with the knitting they heJd, to sink 
tiilo her lap, and looked out upon the haxy valley. Her thin 
face, framed in the dose Quaker cap, which barely allawed her 
gray hair to appeal' at the temples, wore a Bwe«t. placid ex- 
pression, though the sniiken eyes and set lips told of phyncal 
suffering. The xpotloss book-miislin liuudkcroliivf| m.-uiy*foldud, 
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oorered her oecV tmA breast, and s worsted apron was tiod 
over her <lrub gown, rather from hnWt than use. As she bask- 
ed ia ibe balmy warmth of the day, her wasted fingers nncon- 
Bcaonaly clasjied lliemsi^lTes in a manner that expreRsed patience 
and Imst, These wore the prominent qaalttiea of her nature — 
the secret of her cheerfnlness and the sonrce of her courage. 

Late murriud, she had lost her first child, and shortly nfter 
the hirlhof her daughter Hannah, her husband also. The lat- 
ter was a Mtem, silent man, rigid in creed and in discipline, but 
I with a concealed capacity for passion which she had not nnder- 
I stood while she possessed him. Her mind first matnred in 
I the sorrow of his loss, and she became, from that natural 
nctd which Is content with no narrower comfort, a speaker in 
ibe meetings of her sect. The property she inherited at her 
bosband'H ilcath was very small, and she was obliged to hibor 
beyond her slrengtli, until the bsquest of an unmarried brother 
relieved her from pressing want. Hannah, lo whom she had 
inauaged to give a tolerably thorough education, obtained a 
situation as te.icher, for which she proved so competeat that 
a libeml wffer from the Truslees of the Young Ladies' Semi- 
nary at Ptolemy induced both mother and daughter to remove 
tlrithcr. Her earnings, added to the carefully husbanded pro- 
perty, finally became sufficient to insure them a modest sup- 
port, 80 tliat, wheu her mother's failing health obliged Hannah 
lo ^ve up her place, there was no serious anxiety for the 
fiitare to interfere with her filial duty. 

Tbo daughter was seated at tlie eastern window, beside a 
imull table, which was covered with gorgeously tinted autumn 
leaves. She was oconpied in arranging them in wreaths and 
grofipa, on aheets of card-board, which were designed to form 
an albam, and to wear, as binding, the embroidery of fem- 
IcsTLit, upon which we first found her engaged. Such an 
albam, ootiiribuled by her to tite Anti-Slavery Fair, the previ 
ona year, bod enriched the treasury of the Society by the som 
of ten doUars, and tlie manageis had begged a second donation 
of the same kind. 
3* 




Catching a gliinpae of Miss Dilworth throngh the .rind! 
Bhe rose to receive her. In Blntiiri', she was somewhat nbove 
the ttTsrage height of wometi, though not uoticealily tail, and 
a little too slender for beauty. Her huxlR were thtii, but 
finely formed, and she carried them as if they were a conecionB 
portion of herself, not an awkward nttflchment. Her (ace 
would have been a perfect ova], except that the forehend, in- 
i^tead of being low and softly rounded, was ratiier squarely 
developed in the reflective region, and the cheekB, though not 
thin,lacked the proper fulness of outline. Her hair was of a rich, 
dark-brown, black in shadow, and the delicate arches of tlio 
eye-brow9 ivere drawn with a clear, even pencil, above tlio 
earnest gray eyes, dark and deep under the shadow of their 
long lashes. The nose was faaltless, ai^d the lips, although do 
longer wearing iheir maidenly ripeness and bloom, were so 
pure in outline, so sireotly firm in their closing junction, so 
lovely in their varying play of expreeaon, that the life of her 
face seemed to dwell id them alone. Her smile had a rare 
benignity and beauty. The paleness of her face, being, to 
some extcait. a feature of her physical temperament, did not 
convey the impression of impured health : a ruddy tint would 
not have hanuonLied with liie spiritual and sensitive character 
of her countenance. No one would have dreamed of calling 
Hannah Tiiursion a beauty. In society nine men would have 
passed her without a thought ; hut llie tenth would have stood 
Btill, and said: "Here is a woman *to sit at a king's right 
hand, in thnnder-etorms,' " and would hare carried her face in 
bis memory forever. 

Tho aevorest test of a woman is to play an exceptional part 
in the world. Her respect, her dignity, her virtue it«elf, be- 
come doubtful, if not mytliicol, in the eyes of men. Tu the 
smtiU circle of Ptolemy, Hannah Thurston had subjeeitdl her- 
self to ibis test, and it wim uq slight triumph for hisr, had she 
known it, that, whilo lier vieiva wwb reoetved with eilhtir hor- 
ror or contempt, while tho names of her fi-llow prientoswa or 
prophGleaaej4 were bandied about in uU«r diarwpMit, aba was 
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oeyer personally ridiculed. No tongue dared to whisper an 
insinuation against either her sincerity or her purity. This, 
howeyer, was partly owing to the circumstances of her life in 
the place. She had first achieved popularity as a teacher, and 
honor as a daughter. Among other things, it was genersdly re- 
ported and believed that she had declined an offer of marriage, 
advantageous in a worldly point of view, and the act was set 
down to her credit as wholly one of duty towards her mother. 

In her plain brown dress, with linen collar and cufB^ the 
only ornament being a knot of blue ribbon at the throat, she 
also, appeared to be a Quakeress ; yet, she hi^ long since per- 
ceived that the external forms of the sect had become obsolete, 
'and no longer considered herself bound by them. Some con* 
cession in dress, however, was still due for her mother's sake, 
beyond whose rapidly shortening span of life she could see no 
fum in her own, unless it were devoted to righting the wrongs 
of her sex. Sbe had had her girlish dreams ; but the next 
birthday was her thirtieth, and she had already crossed, in re- 
solve, that deep gulf in a woman's life. 

Miss Caroline Dilworth, in her blue dress, came as if dipped 
in the Indian Summer, with a beryl gleam in her eyes, as she 
darted into the sitting-room. She caught Hannah Thurston 
around the waist, and kissed her twice : she was never known 
to greet her female friends with less. Then, leaning gently 
over the rocking-chair, she took the old woman's hand. 

^' Take off thy bonnet, child," said the latter, ^' and push 
thy hair back, so that I can see thy &oe. I'm glad thee's 
come." 

" Oh, Friend Thurston, I was so afraid I couldn^t get away 
from Parkman's. It's a lonely place, you know, over the hill, 
and she's hard ofjj^earing. Ah ! Fm out of breath, yet" — and 
therewith heaving a sigh of relief, the little creature threw off 
her shawl aud untied the strings of her bonnet. 

Their life had so much in it that was grave and earnest — 
their conversation naturally turning to the past rather than 
the future — that the Thurstons always felt themselves cheered 
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by Miss Dilworth's visits. She dropped her affectations in 
their presence, and became, for the time, a light-hearted, ami- 
able, silly woman. She never arrived without a fresh budget 
of gossip, generally of slight importance, but made piquant by 
her rattling way of telling it. 

" How thee does run on !" Friend Thurston would some- 
times say, whereupon the sempstress would only toss her curls 
and run on all the more inveterately. 

*^ Oh, I must tell you all about Lakeside and the new owner !'* 
she exclaimed, as she settled herself into a chair. 

Hannah Thurston could probably have told her more about 
Mr. Woodbury than she already knew ; but it would have 
been unkind to cut short the eager narrative, and so Bute's re- 
port, with many additions and variations, was served out to 
them in chapters, during the afternoon. 
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Df WHICH MB. WOODBUBT HEAKS A WOMAN 6PSAX. 

Is bU interwutrse with the society of bis now home, Wood- 
bury fonnd fewer diel-nstcful circumstances to be overlooked, 
tbati he h»d at first feared. Tlie novelty of the experience 
had its charm, and, iis his mind recovered sometfaliig of thai 
active interest in men which he had almost unlearned, he was 
surprised to tind bow vital and absorbing bis relations with 
Ihem became. From the very earuestnegs of his views, how- 
ever, li« was reticent in the espresEaon of them, and could with 
difficulty accustom himself to the ^scuasiou, in mixed society, of 
subjects wliich are usually only broached in the confidential inti- 
y of friends. Not merely " Fate, free-will, foreknowledge 
©," bat the privacy of individual faiths, doubts, and aa- 
i, became themes of discussion ; even the shrinking 
' love was invaded, and ihu ability to converse 
iUy was taken by the community of Ptolemy as a sign of 
capacity to feel deeply on these subjects. 

At the dinnei-8 and evening parties of the English, an intel- 
ItiCtual as welt as a social propriety is strictly observed, and the 
man who inttkcs a habit of producing for general inspection, 
bia religious coavicliona or his moral experiences, is speedily 
voted a bor«t. Maxwell Woodbury, whose long residence in 
Calcutta had &sod his liablts, in this rcHpcct, was at first more 
tinnisod ihim shocked, at the abandon with which epiritual 
intimttdeswereexcbaDged, in the society of Ptolemy. He soon 
leartiGil, however, that much of this talk was merely n siiperfi- 
dal seotomentiili&in, and that the true sanctities of the speakers' 
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hearts were violfited more in appearance tlian in fact. XoTap- 
thelesB, he felt no iDclinalioa to take part jn conversation of 
this character, and fell into the h;ibit of aesuming a niTHtical, 
paradoxical tone, whenever he was forcibly drawn into the 
diecuEsion. Sometimes, indeed, he waa tempted to lake the 
opposite side of the viewa advocated, simply in order to extort 
more reckless and veheni«ut attsranoei from their defenders. 
It is uot surprising, therefore, that his lack of earnestness, — as 
it Bcem«d to the otlierB — waa attributed by many to a etolid 
iudifferenoe to humanity. Seth Wattles even went so far as 
to say : "I i>hould not wonder if be bad made his money in 
the acctirsed opium traffic" 

The two topic! which, ibr him, po9Bessed an intrinsEcnIly to- 
pellanl character, happened to be those which were at that 
time most actively discussed: Spiritualism and Women's 
Rights. He bad seen tlie slight-of-hiuid of the Indian jugglers, 
fur more nonderfnl than any feata supematurally performed 
in the presence of mediums, and the profcBsed communicatioae 
from the world of spirits struck him as being more innna 
twaddle than that whiuh fell from tlie Upe uf ihu living be- 
lievers. He had not lived thirty-six years without as much 
knowledge of woman as a single man may profitably acquire; 
and the better he knew the sei, the more tender and profound 
bec-ame bis regard. To him, in his strength, however, the re- 
lation of protector was indispensable ; tlie rudest blows of lifa 
iiiuBl first fall opon Ida shield. Tlie idea of an indet>end«]t 
strength, existing side by side with his, yet without requiring 
its support, was unnatural and repulsive. Annt Di'miieon, iu 
lier noble self-abnegation as wife and mntbor, was more queenly 
in bis eyes, than Mary WollBlont'cnift or Madame de BtaOL 
It was dificolt for him to believe how any truly retincd And 
feminine woman could claim for her sex a sbare in tbo spotaol 
oeoupadouB of mtm. 

There is always a pvrverec bte wbicb attracts one iiita the 
Yery situations he wisban Ui nvoiil. On ih* evening wbwi tJic 
8ewtug>Unioii met at AterryGeldX Woodbury hat^nned lo b* 
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dfa<m into a groop whicli conliiined Mrs. Waldo, Hannah 
Tharstoo, nnd the host. The latter was Bpeaking of a plan 
for a Female Medical College. 

" ll is the firBt step," eaid he, " and its succmh will over- 
ihrow the dynasty of idciis, nnder which woman has bnen 
crnshed, as il were." The pbrane : " dyn.isty of ideas," he 
had borrowed from a recent lecturer. 

"Well", said Mrs. Waldo, miieitigly, "if it went no fiiriher 
1 ehonld not have nmch to say against it, for we know that 
women nre the be«t nurses, and they may make tolerable doo- 
tom. Hot I shonld pr«fer that soniobody else than myself 
nunle tlie beginning." 

" You are right," remarked Woodbury ; " it is not pleasant 
to thtuk of a woman standing; at a disseoting-table, with a 
•oalpel in her hand, and a quarter of a suhjent before hef," 

Hannah Thurston shuddered inwardly, but at once took np 
th« gauDtloL "Why not?" she asked. "Are not women 
c^uiblc of this, and more than this, for the eiike of knowledge 
that will enable them to do good? Or is it becanse their ] 
mindfl are too weak to grapple with the mysteries of eoience?** ! 

Woodbury, to avoid a discussion to which he was 
■trongly averse, assumed a gay, bantering tone, "In the 
presenoe of ladies," he said, smiling, and. partly directing his 
words to Mrs, Waldo, *' there is only one way of answering 
thtt latter question." 

Hannah Thumton was of too earnest a nature to endure 
trifling — fur such seemed his reply. Uer gray eyes kindled 
with ui emotion a very little milder than contempt. " So 1" 
•bo exclaimed, " we must still endure the degradation of 
hollow compliment. We are still children, and onr noise can 
be quieted witli sngar-|ilaraB I" 

"I b«ig your piirdon, Misn Thurston I" Woodbury gravely 
•RSWonMl. " Hy apparent disrespect was but a shift to avoid 
dkeusslng a subject wluuh I have never seriously considered, 
nod whiub, I will only say, seenia to me a matter of instinct 
ritlMr than of argument. Besides," he added, " I believe 
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Mrs. Waldo, ns onr dictatreB^, prflliibitB debnte on theie 
occasions." 

The laily referred to imme<liately ciune to his asBistAnoa. 
" I do prohibit it ;" said she, with s magisterial wave of the 
hand; "nnd joa cannot object to my authority, Ilaonah, 
BiDce you have a chance to defend our sex, atid cover with 
confusion all such incorrigible bachelors as Mr. Woodbury, on 
Thurediiy next. Pm sure he's a misanthrope, or — ^mis — what- 
ever you cal! it." 

"A misogynist?" Woodbury gayly suggested. "No, no, 
Mrs. Waldo. Do not yon, as a clergyman's wife, know thai 
there may be a devotional feeling so profound as to find the 
pale of any one sect too narrow P" 

Hannah Thurston looked earnestly at the speaker. What 
did he mean ? — was that also jest ? she asked herself. She 
was unaccustomed to such mental self-possensioD. Most of 
the men she knew woiJd liave answered her with spirit, con- 
sidering that to decline a challenge thrown down by a woman 
was equivalent to acknowledging the intellectual equality of 
the sexes — this Ijeing the assertion which they most strenu- 
ously resisted. Mr, Woodbury, however, had withdrawn as 
a matter of taste and courtesy. She had given him the 
opportunity of doing bo. a tittle to her own disroinliture, and 
was conscious that her self-esteem was wounded by the result. 
She could not quite forgive him for this, though his maimer, 
she felt, compelled respect. At the risk of having her fiilenco 
mifdnterpreted, she made no reply. 

Woodbury, who had not understood Mrs. Waldo's allU^ou, 
took an opportunity, later in the evening, to ask for an ex* 
plaiintlon. 

" I thought yon had heard," said eh». "Thi-re is to be a 
meoting in favor of Women's Itights, «n Tlmrsday allenioon, 
»t the llall, in I'tolcmy. Mr. Bomie, the grc-it advocate of 
iho reform, ia to bo tliero, and I bcJlovo they ex[ieot B«G«i« 
8tryk«r." 

" Who U Bwao StrykBT r 
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** Mr. Woodbnry I It's well yon Old not ask Hannah Thara- 
lon thnt qnesiioD. TouVo been ont of the country — I had 
forgotten thai ; bnt I should think von must have heard of 
her in Culcnita. She hns travdled all over the country, 
lectoring on the snhjeol, and lina made such a name as a 
speaker that ererybody goes to hear her. She la quite pretty, 
Mid wears the new Bloomer dress." 

* Really, you eicite my onriosity. I must attend this 
ueethig, if only to show Miss Thnrston that I am above the 
mlgar prejudice which I presume she imputes to roe," 

" Oh, no, Sir. Woodbury. Hannah Thurston is not unjust, 
wbaterer faults she m»y have. But you should know th:it she 
has a dislike — morbid, it seemti to me — of the complimeTits 
which you men generally pay to us women. For my part, I 
see no harm in them." 

"Bolli of you, at least, are candid," replied Woodbury, 
laughing, "and that trait, with me, covers a multitude of 
weaknesBCB," 

Woodbury went to the meeting on the following Thareday, 
much as he would have attended a Brahminical festival in 
honor of the Goddess TJnna-Pnma. He felt no particular 
interest in the Bubject to be treated, except a curiosity to know 
how it could be rendered plausible to a semi-intelligent 
nditorj. Of Ptolemy, privately and socially, he had seen 
Aoinething, but he had not yet mingled with Ptolemy in 
public. 

"The Hall," as it was called (being the only one in the 
plac«), waa a brick building, sitnated on the principal street. 
Ita true name was Tumblcty Hall, from the builder and owner, 
Mr. Jabea Tumblety, who had generonsly bestowed bis name 
Upon H in consideration of receiving ten per cent, on his in- 
VMtment, from the lease of it to phrenologists, the dancing 
Vcfaool, Ethiopian Minstrels, exhibilora of laughing gaa, lec- 
turera oo unaloray (the lust lecture exclusively for gentlemen), 
jugglers, tempcrunce meetings, caucuses of the iluokors and 
DainbumefR, and, on Sundays, to the Bctbesdeana in tli^ 
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morning and the SpiritualUts in the evening. Its intenii] 
aspect was rjiiher shabby. The roughly-plastered walla offered 
too great a temptation for the pencils and charcoal of lu^ 
fledged ariiats, when bored by a windy orator. Various 
grotosqao heads, accompanied by names wid dates, madu op 
for the absence of frescoes, but the talent thus di.tplayed did 
not seem to be appreciated, for under some of tliem waa 
written, in a later hand : " he is a fool." Tlie benches were 
of unptunted pine, with long back-rMis, which, where they 
had not been split off by the weight of the leaning crowd, 
were_ jagged with whittled notches. Along the further end 
of the hall ran a platform, raised three feet above the floor, 
and containing a table, three arm-chairs, and two settees. The 
floor might have been swept, but had not recently been 
washed, to judge from the stains of tobacco-juice by which t( 
was mottled. 

When Woodbuiy entered, the seats were nearly all ocou 
piod, an audience of fire hundred persons being in attendance. 
Most of tbem were evidently from the country; some, indeed, 
who were favorably inclined to the cause, had -come from Mul- 
ligansville and Ataugn City. All the loafers of Piolemy were 
there, of course, and occupied good seals. The few members 
of the respectable, conservative, moneyed class, whose curiosity 
drew them in, lingered near the duor, on the edges of tba 
crowd, in order that they might leave whenever bo disposed, 
without attracting attention to their prwience. 

Mr. Morrj-field occupied the middle cbair on the platform, 
vith a heavy-faced, bald-templed, belligerent looking gentleman 
on his right, and a middle-aged lady in black silk, on bia left. 
The settees were also occupied by persons of both sexes who 
were interested in the ouoee. Among them was Hannah 
Thurston. 

A whispered consultation w.is carried on for Home time 
among the party on the platform, the belligerent gentleman 
evidently having ihe moat to say. Finally Mr. Mcrryfiold 
arose, thumped upon the table, anil aiter waiting a tuiiinte 
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for the " 8?i8 r to subside, annonnced : " The meetmg will now 
come to order !" 

The meeting being already in order, no effect was produced 
by this announcement 

*' As we have assembled together, as it were," he continued, 
" principally to listen to the noble advocates of the glorious 
cause who are to appear before us, my friends suggest that — 
that there should be no — that we should dispense, as it were, 
with a regular organization, and proceed to listen to their 
voices. The only — I would suggest, if the meeting is willing, 
that we should appoint — that is, that a committee should be 
named, as it were, to draw up resolutions expressing their — 
our sense on the subject of Women's Rights. Perhaps," ho 
added, turning around, '' some one will make the motion." 

" I move that a committee of six be appointed !" *' I second 
the motion !" were heard, almost simultaneously. 

" Those in favor of that motion will signify their assent by 
saying ' Aye !' " said Mr. Merryfield. 

" Aye I" rang through the house with startling unanimity, 
all the boys expressing their enthusiastic assent. 

" Contrary—* No V " 

Dead silence. 

**The Ayes have it. Who shall the Committee be com< 
posed of." 

^' Both eexes must be represented. Three men and three 
women," said the belligerent gentleman, suddenly, half rising 
from his seat. 

In a short time the members of the Conunittee were appoint- 
ed, and, there being no further business on hand, Mr. Merry- 
field said : ^* I have now the pleasure, as it were, of introducing 
to the audience the noble advocate of Women's Rights, Isaiah 
Bemis. who— whose name is — ^is well known to you all as the 
champion of his — ^I mean, her — persecuted sex." Mr. Merry- 
field was so disconcerted by the hal^suppressed laughter which 
followed this blunder, that the termination of his eulogium be- 
came still more confused. ^^The name of Isaiah Bemis," he 




■tti^, "does not need my oondeni — oomtnen Nation. WBen 
■Woman shall fill her irue sperc, it will shine — ^riJI be written 
ftTOong tlif martyrs of Reform, as it were, for Tnuli, crashed 
to Eailli, rises up in spite of — of— though the heaveiia fall !" 

Wr. Bemii:, who was no other thnn the gentleman of bd- 
ligerenl nspect, already mentioned, at once arose, bowing 
gravely in answer to a slight, hesitating, uncertain Bonnd of 
applause. The Ptolemy publio had not listened for years to 
speakers of all kinds, and on all subjects, without aciiuiriiig 
some degree of critical perception. They both eiyoyed and 
prided themselves on their acruuen, and a new man, wbatcrvcr 
his doctrines might he, was snre that he would find a full 
bonse to receive him. If he poeseBsed either eloquence or 
humor, in any appreciable degree, he had no reason to com- 
plain of his reception. The class of bearers to which we refer 
did not consider themselves committed to the speaker's viewa 
by thdr manifestations of nppl.iuse. OS ihe platform, there 
were not twenty advocates of Women's Rights in the wbolo 
audience, yet all were ready to hear Mr. Bemis, and to approve 
4 good thing, if he should happen to say it. 

A few minutes, however, satisfied them that be was not the 
kind of speaker they coveted. He took for bis text that maxim 
of the Declaration of Independence, that " all governments de- 
rive their jnst powers from the consent of the governed," firtt 
proved the absdttte justice of the theory, and then exhibited 
tho flagrant violation of it in the case of woman. She is 
equally obliged, with man, to submit to the laws, he said, but 
has no voice in making thorn ; even those laws which control 
her property, hor earnings, her children, her person ttaelf, are 
enaot«d without oonsaltatjon with her. She not OTiIy I'lses her 
name, but her individual privileges are curtailed, as if alie b& 
bnged to an inferior order of beings. The diaracter of his 
harangue was aggrcsstre thronghout. He referred as little 
as possible, to any inherent difTeronco in the desuintes of sez ; 
men and women were simply himian beings, and In SoHety, otid 
Lixf, and Qovemment, there should be no distinoti<ni made 
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betveen them. There was a certain specions display of logia 
in bifi address ; lite faulty links were glozeil over, bo that hia 
chiiin of argument appeared Eound and utrong, from end to 
end. Granting hia premiaeB, indeed, which be assumed nitb 
aa air, aa if they were Iwyond dispate — all the rest roarlily- fol- 
lowed. Those who believed with him, not perceiving the de- 
fect in bis ba^, were charmed with the force and clearness of 
hia views. 

A crowd feels, not reasoDS, and the auditors, afler an hour 
of Ihis talk, began to manifest signs of weariness. Even 
Woodbury, to whom the whole scene was a study — or, rather, 
a thtno — only kept his place from a desire to hear the famous 
Beasie Stryker. 

Mr. Bemis at last sat down, and some furibei- whispering 
ensaed. There was a slight bitch in the proceedings, it was 
erident. In a few minutes, Mr. Menyfiold again arose. "My 
Criendg," said he ; "I regret to be able to state that we are 
disappointed, as it were, in listening — in tbe arrival of Besslo 
Stryker. We eipected her in the afternoon stage coming from 
Ce[>lialonia, and was to linve lectured there last night, but has 
arriced without her. But I hope, nevertheless, that you will — 
tltftt it will be Agreeable to you, ns it were, to hear a few 
words from onr &iend, Hannah Thurston, who requires — whom 
ytm know already." 

Hearty signs of approbation greeted this annonnceraent. 
Thos appealed to, Hannah Thurston, who at first made a move- 
ment of hesitation, rose, quietly removed her bonnet., and 
walked forward to the table. Her face seemed a litlle paler 
thau usual, but bor step was firm, and the hand which she 
plac«d upon the table did not tremble. After a pause, as if 
to collect and isolate her mind from external impressions, she 
commenced speakinj;, in a voice so low that only its silver 
parity of tone enabled her to be heard. Yet the slight tremu- 
loumoBS it betrayed indicated no faltering of courage ; it was 
■imply avibratiou of nerves rather tengety strung. 

"1 will not repeat," she began, "the arguments by which 
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the eloquent spenker has illiiRtratcil the wrongs endnred llj^ 
woman, tinder all governmeuts and ail syistenis of law, whethef 
de-ipotio or republiciiii. These are consulerttions wliIi;)) \\i 
further from ns; we are moat concernoil for those lajtirtai 
wliich reqnire nn imniediaie remedy. When we hare n-iftoved 
the Hocial prejndicos which keeji onr ses in a falni- position-" 
when we have destroyed the iaith of thp peoph' tn Ihe tjTftn- 
nical traditions by which we are ruled— ihe chains of the law 
will break of themgelves. Ah ft beginning to that end, woman 
tnuHt claim an equal right to education, to employment, and r« 
ward. These arc the first aleps in onr ryforin, to reach llm 
BourccR of those evils which cause our greatest suffering. We 
can endnre a little longer, to be deprived of the permission to 
vote and to rule, becanse the denial is chiefly an assault npion 
our intelligence ; but we need now — at once — and, my frienda, 
I am pleading for millions who cannot speak for themselves — 
we need an equal privilege with man, to work and to be jnstlj 
paid. The distinction which is mode, to our prejudice, rendwa 
na weak and helpless, compared with onr brethren, to whom 
all fields are open, and who may claim the compensation which 
is justified by their labor, wnthout incurring ridicule or con- 
tempt. They are even allowed to usurp branches which, if 
the pnpnlar ideas of woman's weakness, and mim's diivalry 
towards her be true, should be left for us. Even Admitting 
that oar sphere is limited — that there are only a few things 
which we may properly do — is it generous, is it oven just, that 
man, who has the whole range of life to choose from, should 
crowd us out from theso few chances of eandng onr bread 1 
Or to force us to perform the same labor for a BTnaller remu- 
neration, boeauBo we are women ? Coiild wo not measure a 
yard of calico as rapidly, or choose a shade of zephyr as cor^ 
rectly as the elvgfant yotmg men w)io stand behind the coun- 
ter? Willi our more Bcnsitire physical organ ixuli on, migfat 
not all tasks requiring <)uickness, nicety of touch, and oareAil 
arrangement, bo safely confided to our hands?" 

At this point tlie uudirnoe, whicJi hud quite lost lie nr of 
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I, broko into eubdued but cordial applaosa. Hsniia!i 
TluntOD's vgico, as the aoqaire'] possession of her Eubject, in- 
creased ID strength, but at no time appeared to rise nbove n 
eotiTcreutionul tone. Her tmuiner also, waa simply oonverwi- 
tionnl. The left hand slightly touehcd the table, as if she only 
wished to feel a aapport at hand, not nee it; while she now 
and iben, iavoluntarily, made a simple movement with the 
right The imprcssiou sbe produced was that of a woman 
oimpdted by somo powerful necessity or duty to appear 
befori) a pablic aesembly, not of one who coveted ntid enjoyed 
the {luidtlon. Woodbury was profoundly intereist«d In the 
•fwolcer, and in h^ words. Both were equally new to him. 

" What we nois ask, theretbre, my friendB," ehe continued, 
*' is that the suuple justice be meted out to ua, which we feel 
Uiat man — without adopting any of our views ooncemJug the 
Inie iKwition of woman — is bound to ^ve. We ask llut his 
boasted cluTiUry be put into practice, not merely lu escorting 
MB to c»nGerts, or giving us his seat in a r:uIroad-<iar, or serv- 
i&g OS first at the table — or in ail other ways by which the 
reputation of chivalry and gallantry towards our sex is eamod 
ftt little c«»et ; but in leaving open to us those places which he 
Couftuee we are fitted to fill — in paying an, as teachers, clerks, 
tailors, or operatives, the same wages fur the sante woik which 
men do !" 

This was so sitnply and thirty stated, that the audienoe again _ 
beartity approved. There was nothing, in fact, of the pecaliar 
doctrines of Women's Righta in what she said — nothing to 
which they oould not have individually assented, without com- 
promisiDg their position in regard to tlie iLiun point. Mr. 
It«mii, however, drew down his heavy brows, and wliispered 
to tho ohairuiau : " Very good, ao far as it goes, but timidly 
stated. We must strike the evil at its root." 

After dwelling for some time on this uepecl of the question, 
ud illustrating it by a number of examples, Hannah ThurstoD 
w«at a step furthur. 

" Ual we deny," she aaid, '* tbat Kan haa any natural righl 
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to presonbe tbe boonda witMn wliicb Woman may labor r 
live. God alone baa that ligbt, and Hia Inws govern b<] 
sexes wilb the eanie authority. Man has indeed assumed 
because he disbelievee in the iot^llcctnal equality of womi 
Ho has treated her as an older chilil, to whom a certaiu amou 
of freedom might be allowed, but whom it was not saf« 
release eutirely from bis goardianship. He has educated li 
in this belief, tlirough all the ages that have gone by since 1 
creation of the world. Now and then, women have arisen, 
is true, to vindicate the equal authority of their sex, and ha 
nobly won their places in history ; hut the growth of the trn 
has been slow — so slow, that to-day, in this enlightened a 
lurity of the world, we must plead and prove all th.il wlii 
you should grant without our asking. It is humiliating til 
a woman is obliged to collect evidence to convince men of I 
equal intelligence. She, who is also included in the one woi 
Alaa! Placed side by side wilb bira in Paradise — Mother 
the Saviour who came to redeem his fallen race — first a 
holiests among the martyrs and saints 1 Toung men ! 
of your own mothers, aud spare ns this humiliation I" 

These words, uttered with startling earnestness, produced 
marked sensation in the audience. Perhaps it was a peouliari 
springing from her Quaker descent, thai the spt-aker's voi 
gradually assumed the character of a musical recitative, \ 
coming a clear, tremulous chaut, almost in monotone. Tt 
gave it a sad, appealing es:pression, which touched the em 
tiooa^ nature of the bearer, and clouded his judgment for t! 
tjmo being. After a pause, she continued in her ordina 
tone: 

" The pages of hisloiy do not prove the superiority of mi 
When we consider the position which he has forued woman 
occupy, we should rather wonder thai she has so often resi 
ed his authority, and won possessiou of the empire which 1 
had appropriated to himself. In the enrlicat iigcii ho xdmitf 
hur oupuoity to govern, a power so high aud iinporlunt in i 
nature, that we should be justified in claiiniiig thai it omi 
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•n oUvct cap&dti«a, and in ri^stiog oar defence on tbat alone. 
Sa^ Wflmen as StmiiramU and ZenoWa, Margaret of Dei.marfc, 
Utd Eluabeth of England, Maria Theresa, and Catharine of 
Rnfisia, are not the least — ^not second, even — among great 
mlars. Jsel and Judith, and the Miud of Orleans etand Do 
less high among the deliverers of nations, than Leonidaa and 
William Ti-U. The firal poet who sang may have been Homer, 
btil tb* second was Sappho.* Even in the schoola of Philoao- 
piiy, the ancients had their llypatia, and the scholars of the 
Middle Ages honored the learning of Oljmpia Morata. Men 
rl.iim the field of scientific rei^earch as being exclusively their 
»H-n ; bat the names of Caroline Herschcl in England, and 
Mnria Mitchell in America, prova that ev<m here women can- 
not justly be excluded. Ali, my friendal when God calls a 
kuman being lo be the discoverer tif His eternal laws, or the 
illastmtor of His eternal beaoty, He does not stop to consider 
ll»c question of sex 1 If you grant human intellect at all to 
WtKnan, you must grant the possibility of inspiration, of gen- 
ius, of a lifi) divinely setficted as the instrument of some great 
anil glorious work. Admitting this, yoa m.ay safely throw 
open to 09 all avenues to knowledge. Hampered as Woman 
MHI IB — c.irciittiscribed in her spheres of action and thought 
(for her Cilse edncatlon permanently distorts her habits of 
mind) — she is .yet, at present, fur above the Saxon bondmen 
tivin whum IhG most of you are descended. Von know that 
ilu luu risen thus fiir, not only without injury to herself, but" 
to ytwr advantage : why eheck her progress, here? Nay, why 
dicclE it any where? If Man's dominion be thereby limited, 
would his bend b< loss uneasy, if the crown he claims were 
ahnrvd with another? Is not a friend better than a servant? 
If Uarrisge were a, partTierahip for Woman, instead of a clerk 
Mpt ibe Head of the House would feel his burthen so much 
the lighter, if the physician's wife wore competent to prepare 
hia iDvdicinM, or th« merchant's to keep his books, or llie law- 

■ Uin Tburhtou inalrei 'heso stalerncntc on hci own rSRpoDsibililj, 
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yer'a to draw up a bond, tbc gain would be mutual. For Wo- 
mat), to be a true helpmeet to Man, must know all tbat Man 
knows ; and, even as she ia co-heir with him of Heaven — re- 
ceiving, not the legal 'Third part,' but all of its infinite blea- 
Bedneaa, — bo §he should be co-proprietor of the Earth, equally 
Armed to §ubdue its {[liquities, and prepare it for a better 
future 1" 

Witli these words, Hannah Tburaton closed her address. 
As she quietlf walked back to ber seat aud reBumed ber boD< 
net, there was a stir of satisfaction among the audience, ter- 
minaljng In a round of applause, which, however, she did not 
acknowledge in any way. Although, in no part of the di* 
course, had she touched the profotmder aspects of the subject, 
especially the moral distinctions of sex, she had given utter- 
ance to many absolute truths, which were too intimately con- 
nected, in ber mind, with the doctrine she bad adopted, for 
her to perceive their real independence of it. Thus, most of 
her hearers, while compelled to agree with her in many re- 
spects, still felt tbemaelves unconvinced in the m^ ]jarticalar. 
She was not aware of ber own inability to discuss the qneslion 
freely, and ascribed to indifference or prejudice that reluo- 
tance among men, which really sprang from tbeir generous 
consideration for her sex. 

As for Woodbury, he bad listened with an awakened in- 
terest in ber views, which, for the time, drew his attention 
from the speaker's personality. Her first appearance had 
excited a singular feeling of compassion — partly for the trial 
which, be fancied, she must undergo, and partly for the 
mental delusion wliicb was ita cause. It was some time be- 
fore be was reassured by her calmness and self-poseesKion. 
At the oloae, he was surprised to discover in himself a lurking 
sensation of regret that she had not spoken at greater length. 
" I was wrong the other night," be thought. " Tliis woman 
18 in severe earnest, and woidd have biKtn less offendod if I 
had plumply declined her obaTlenge, inste&d of evading it. I 
have yet soinelhijig to learn from these people." 
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The Comtnittee of Sii now made their report. Seth Wat- 
(ks, who wan one of the imrnber, nnd had ai^sumed to himself 
the office of ChwiuoQ, read a string of RcBoIutiona, setting 
forth, That : Wliereas, this is an Age of Progress, and no re- 
form should be overlooked in the Great Battle for the Right : 
Therefore, Resolved — That we recognize in this movement 
for the Eijnnl Rights of Woman a canse withont the support 
of which no other caose can be permanently suecessftil ; and, 
Rcsolred, That we will in every way help forward the good 
work, by the Dissemination of Light and Infonnatioo, tending 
to set forth the claims of Woman before the Commnniiy : also, 
Re«olvod, That we will circulate petitions to the State Le^8- 
latare, for the investment of Woman with all civil and political 
righta: and, lastly. Resolved, That, we n-ill nse oar best en- 
deavors to increase the circulation of T%e Monthly HoUyhoek, 
ajoamal devoted to the canse of Women's Rights. 

Mr. Merrylield arose and inquired : " Shall ihe Report of 
Um) Committee be adopted ?" He fortunately checked bimeelf 
'm time not to add : " as it were." 

"I move its adoption 1" "I second the motion I" were tm- 
nediat^ly heard from the platform. 

"All who are in favor of adopting the Resohitions we have 
jnrt beard read, will signify their assent by saying 'Aye !' " 

A scatl«ring, irregular fire of " Ayes" arose in reply. The 
boys fell that their aanction wonld be out of pUce on this occa- 
sion, with the exception of two or three, who hazarded their 
Toioes, in the belief that they wonld not be remarked, in tlio 
general vote. To their dismay, they launched themselves into 
an interval of eiUeiice, and their shrill pipes drew all eyes to 
thdr qoarter of the ho nse. 

** Contrary, — ' No 1' " 

Tlio opponents of the movement, conudering that this was 
not ttteir meeting, reframed from voting. 

"Before the meeting adjourns," said Mr. Merryfield, again 
rinng, "I must — ^Itake the lil>erty to hope, as it were, that 
the truths wo have board this day may spread — may siulc 
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deeply, into our hearts. We ezpeot to be able to announce, 
l^ore long, a visit from Bessie Stryker, whose failure — ^whom 
we have missed from among our eleg — eloquent champions. 
But we trust she is elsewhere, and our loss is their gain. I 
thank the audience for your attendance — attention, I should 
say, and approbation of our glorious reform. As there is no 
further business before the meeting, and our friends from Mul^ 
liguisville and Atauga City have some distance to return home^ 
WjB will now adjourn in time to reach their destination.'' 

At: this hint the audience rose, and began to crowd out the 
narrow door-way and down the steep staircase. Woodbury, 
pushed and hustled along with the rest, was amused at the 
rc^m^kft of the crowd: '* He?^ — oh, he's a gassy old fellow I'* 
** Well, there's a good deal of truth in it J" *' Bessie Stryker? 
I!d ra,th^r hear Hannah Thurston any day !" '^ He didn't half 
like it I" ^' She has a better right to say such things than be 
has I" — and various other exclamations, the aggregate of which 
led l\m to infer that the audience felt no particular interest iH 
the subject of Women's Rights, but had a kindly personal feet 
ingtpYB^rds Hannah Thurston. 
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DT WHICH UlKSSIDB BECOUXS UTELT. 

Wdjter at last set in — the steady winter of Central Kew 
York, where the snow which falls at the beginning of Decem- 
ber tutulljr covers the groand until March. Ptolemy, at least, 
L which lies upon tlie northern side of the watershed between 
I ihe Stisquelianna and tlie rivers which flow into Lake Ontario, 
[ baa a mncb less variable winter temperatnre than the great 
f valley, lying some thirty miles to the sonthwnrd. Atanga 
L Lake, in common with Cayuga and Seneca, never freezes, 
J racvpt across the shallows at its sonthem end ; but hs waters, 
I M piercingly cold that they seem to out the skin like the blade 
I of a knife, have no power to soften the northern winds. The 
botlonis l>etweea Ptolemy and the lake, and also, in fact, the 
£ast«m and Western Valleys, for some miles behind the vil- 
, lage, are open to the North ; and those sunny winter days 
I which, in more sheltered localities, breathe away the snow, 
Ibere barely succeed in softening it a little. On the hills It is 
I eren too deep for pleasure. As soon as a highway has been 
I broken tlirongh the drifts, the heavy wood-aieds commence 
I rnnning, and very soon wear it into a succession of abrupt 
I hollows, over which the light cutters go pitching like their 
Danlical namesakes in a chopping sea. 

Woodbury, in obedience to a promise exacted by hia sister, 

I went lo New York for the holidays, and, as might have been 

mticipftted, became entangled in a succession of social engage- 

Ineota, which detained him until the middle of January. He 

grew tired of acting as escort to his two pretty, but (it 
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mnat be confessed, in strict confidence), shallow nieces, wfiosa 
BoIe reathelic tnste was opera — and in opera, especially VerdL 
After a dozen niglits of "darling Bosio," and " tlelightfal Bo- 
neventano," and "all the rest of them," he woold have been 
glad to liSar, as a change, even the 'Toza b»-taza" of the Hin- 
doo nau toil-girls. A season of eastern rains and inudtly streets 
made the city insupportable, and — greatly to the wonder of 
his sister's family — he declliled an invitation to the grand 
Fifth Avenue ball of Mrs. Lntlier Lealbers, jn order to return 
to the wilderness of Ptolemy. 

Taking the New York and Erie es press -train to the town 
of Miranda, he there chartered a two-horao euller, with an 
Irish attachment, and set out early the next morning. Sb,i 
had never before approached Ptolemy from this side, and the . 
journey had all the cliarm of a new, region. It wns a crisp, 
clear day, the blood of the horses was quickened by the froaty , 
air, and the cutter slid rapidly and noiselessly over the well* 
beaten track. With a wolf-sldn robe on his knees, Woodbury 
sat in luxurious waimth, and espeiienceil a rare ileUghl la- 
breathing the keen, eleotiic crystal of the atdiosphere. Itwaar . 
many years since he had felt such an exquisite vigor of life 
within him — such a nimble play of the aroused blood — aw^ 
lightness of heart, and hope, and courage I The snow-cryatala 
sparkled in the sunshine, and the pure shonlders of the bills 
before him ghone like silver ngiuast the naked bine of the skyw 
Ha sang aloud, one after another, the long-forgottun songs, 
nntil his moustache turned to ice and hung upon liiii month', 
likfl the hasp of a padlock. 

lUsing out of the Southern valleys, he aped along, ovor tha ■ 
cold, rolling uphmds of the waterslnid, aud readied Itlullignns* 
ville towards noon. Here tlie road turned Wtislward, and a i 
flirther drive of three miles brought hliu to tlie brink of the 
long descant to East Atanga Creek. At this point, a superb 
winter landscape was unfolded before him. Ploleray, with it* ■ 
epires, its one oompaotly-built, ambitions street, its scattered ' 
houses and gardens, lay in the centre -of the pictore. On tbe • 
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floor of the valley vere drawn, vith almost painftil 
«■ and disdactnOB^ the ontlines of farm-liouses, and 
bwe, f«ncee, isolated trees, and the winding lines of elm and 
tlder which mnrked the coursiiB of the strenms. Beyond the 
Boath of the further vnUey rose the long, cultivated sweep of 
the western hlU, decked with dnll-purple patchea of pine forest. 
Konhward, iicross the white mcadou-s and the fringe of treea 
lloug Rojimig Brook, rose the sniiny knoll of Lakeside, shel- 
tered bj the dark woods hehind, while further, stretching far 
svay between the steep shores, gleamed the Iiard, steel-bliia 
len «f the lake. The air was so intensely clear that the dis- 
looe was indicated only by a difference in the hue of objects, 
>l hy tlicir diminished dietiiiotncsfl. 

"By Jo^-e! this is glorious!" eiclaimed Woodbury, scarcely 
naootis that he spoke. 

" Shure, an" it's a fine place, Sorr I" said the Irish driver, ap- 
ropriming the exdaniation. 

Shortly after conuuetidng the descent, a wreck was descried 

A renmant of aristocracy — or, at least, a fondness for 

■cmlic privilege — still lingers among our republican peo- 

jid is manifested m its most offensive form, by the drivers 

heavy i.ennia. No one ever knew a lime-wagon or a wood- 

d to give an inch of the road to a lighter vehicle. In this 

a slcdi on its way down, had forced an ascending cutter 

Iran oat into a deep drift, and in attempting to regain iho 

ask !K>lh shnfts of the latter had been snapped off. The •li-il 

iraued its way, regardless of the ruin, and the oBCUpwulii iif 

B cutter, a gentle man, and lady, were holding a eoniullritiuQ 

Iter lhei» misfortune, when \V«oJbury c«m« in sight of thoni, 

the gentleman leading his horse back into th« drift lo Ktrrtt 

im, tnmcd bis face towards the approaching cutu-r, Wunf 

ry recognized, projecting between car-lnppet* *>1 f'n, >U« m 

^ |vlauted nose, the inanfficient lips, and Urn \i>-tn\i,„t 

leth,' which helonged to theKev. Mr. Waldo. TI.u t->,t{i«l.> 

k>n was mnlual. 

"My dear, it is Mr. Woodbury 1" the latter Jw^Mjr titimA^ 




taming to the mnffled lady. She uistantly stood np in tTio 
cutter, threw back her veil, andhailed the approaching deliverer: 
" Help me, good Samaritan I The Levito haa wrecked me, and 
the Priest has enough to do, to take care of himself 1" 

Woodbury stopped bis team, sprang ont, and took a survey 
of the. case. " It is not to be mended," said he ; " yon must 
crowd yourselves in with me, and we will drive on slowly, lead- 
ing the horae." 

" But I have to attend a funeral at Mnlltgansville — the child 
of one of our members," said Mr, Waldo, " and there is no 
time to lose. My dear, yon must go back with Mr. Wood- 
bury. Perhaps he can take the harness and robes. 1 will 
ride on to Van Horn's, where I can borrow a saddle." 

This arrangement was soon carried into effect. Mr. Waldo 
mounted the bare-backed steed, and went off up the hill, thump- 
ing his heels against the animal's sides. The broken shafts 
were placed in the cutter, which was left " to be called for," 
and Mrs. Waldo look her seat beside Woodbnry, She had 
liet out to attend the funeral, as a daty enjoined by her hus- 
band's office, and was not displeased to escape without damage 
to her conscience. 

*' I'm glud you've got back, Mr. Woodbury," she said, as 
they descended ihe hill. " We like to have our friends abont 
us, in the winter, and I assure you, you've been missed." 

" It is pleasant to feel that I have already a place among 
yon," he answered. " What is the last piece of gossip f Ig 
the Great Sewing-Union still in oxistenoe ?" 

" Not quite on the old foundation. Our fair has been bold 
— by the bye, there I missed you. I fully depended on selling 
you a quantity of articles. The Anti-Slavery Fair Is over, too ; 
but they are still working for the Jutnapore Mission, as there 
is a chance of sending tbe articles direct to Madffts, before 
long ; and so the most of us attU attond, and either assist th«m 
or toke our own private sewing with us," 

" Where do you next meett" 

" Ah, that's onr principal tronblc We have exhauit«d all 
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ible houses, besiiles going twice to Bile's and Wilkio- 
Olir pfiramiage is so small — ii mere pigeon-house — that 
I OBt of the question. 1 wlsb 1 had some of your empty 
Dtns U Liikeside. Now, there's an idi'a I Cnpitall Confebs 
■t my weak feminine brain is good at resoila I" 
** WTiai is it ?" Woodbury asked. 

" Can't you guess ? Tou shall entert^jn the Sewing-TJnion 
B«ev«ning. We vnll meet at Lakeside : it Isjust the ihingl" 
■* Are yon serious, Mrs. Waldo V I coold not, of course, be 
b nngmcioufl us to refuse, provided there is no Impropriety 
ouniplianoe'. Wlmt wonid Ptolemy say to the plan ?" 
" m take charge of that 1" alio cried. " Impropriety ! Are 
« not a steady, reepeotable Member of Society, I should liko 
a know ? If there's any thing set down against you, we must 
;d U> Galoutta to find it. And we are sure there are no trap- 
s at Lakeside, or walled-up skeletons, or Blue Beard cbam- 
ert. Besides, this isn't Mulligansv-ille or Anacreon, and il h 
Bl necessary to be so very straight-laced. Oh yes, il is the 
ary thing. As for the domestic preparations, count on my 
irip, if it is Deeded." 

I am afraid " he replied, " that Mrs, Babb would resent 
ny interference with her authority. In fact," he added, 
*' I am not oert^ that it is safe to decide, without 
St oonralting her." 

" TTiere, now I" rejoined Mrs, Waldo. " Do you remember 
vhai I once toJd you ? Yes, you bachelors, who boast of 
yoar indepernlence of woman, are the only real slaves to the 
No wife is such a tyrant as a housekeeper. Not but 
i Mrs. Babb is a very honest, conscientious, proper sort of 
'•porMn, — lint she don't make a home, Mr. Woodbury. You 
jboald g«t murried." 

"TLa* is easily said, Mrs, Waldft," he replied, with a laugh 
VliSeb covered, like a Juxnriant sunmier vine, the entrance to 
M ligliiog oarern, — " easily said, and might be easily done, if 
• wer» allowed to choose a wife for her domestic qnalltiea, 
Fphud at BO much per month." 
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"Pshawl" a.iid she, with asBnmed contempt. "Toa»ro 
not a natural cyiiie, and bave no right to be einglet at your 
age, witbout a good reason." 

" Perhaps there ta a good reason, Mrs. Waldo. Few per- 
B0D9, 1 imagine, remain single from choice. I have lost the 
euscepttbility of mj younger dnya, but not the ideal of a true 
wedded life. I ehonld not dare to take the only perfect 
woman in the world, unless I could be lover aa well a« hus- 
band. I sincerely wish my chances were belter : but would 
you have me choose one of the shallow, ahowy erealnrea I 
have just been visiting, or one of your strong-minded orators, 
here in Ptolemy f " 

Mrs. Waldo understood both the earnest tone of the speaker, 
and the veiled bitterness of his concluding words. Sh« read 
his heart at a glance, thorough woman as she was, and honored 
him then, and forever thenceforth. 

" You must not take my nonsense for more than it is worth, 
Mr. Woodbury," she answered softly. " Women at my age, 
when God denies them children, take to match-making, in iho 
liope of fulfilling their mission by proxy. It is unselfish in ns, 
at least. But, bless me ! here wo are, at the village. Remem- 
ber, the Sewing-Union meets at Lakeside." 

" As aooQ as the Autocrat Bubb has spoken," said he, as he 
handed her out at the Cimmerian Parsonage, " I will send 
word, and then the matter will rent entirely in your hands." 

" Mine? Oh, I am a female GenemI Jackson — ^I take the 
responsibility 1" she cried, gayly, as the cutter drove away, 

Woodbury, welcomed at the gate of Lakeside by the cheery 
face of Bute Wilson, determined to broach the subject at onco 
to the housekeeper. Mrs. Fortitude Babb was glad to see 
him agiun, hut no expression thereof manifested itself in her 
oonntenance and words. Wiping her bony righl-hnnd on )ier 
apron — she had been dusting the rooms, after aweujiing — she 
took the one he offered, saying: "How's your health, Sir?" 
and then added : " 1 s'pose youVe had a mighty fine time^ 
while yoo was a way ?" 
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" Not so fine Lot that I'm glad to get home agnin," he 
I iDswered. The word " home" satisfied Mra. Babb'a sense of 
I JQfltioe. Hia fibter, she was sure, was not the housekeeper 
I the liersolf wsi£, auA it was only right that he should see and 
fttclmowledgc the &ct 

"I want your advice, Mrs. Babb," Woodbury continued. 

"The Sewing-TTnion propose to meet here, one evening. 

KThey baYe gone the round of all the large houses in Ptolemy, 

there seems to be no other place left. Since I have 

Mtled in Lakeeide, I must be neighborly, you know. Could 

s manage to entertain them?" 

" Well — coniin' so auddent, like, I don't hardly know what 
I to think. Things has been quiet here for a long time :" the 
I Iioasokeeper grimly remarked, with a wbcezy sigli. 

" That is true," said Woodbury ; " and of course yon must 
I hare help." 

" she exclaimed, with energy, " I don't want no help — 
■ilcMtwitys only Melindy. The rooms must be put to rights — 
laot bnt what they're as good :is Mrs. Bue's any day ; and 
re'll be supper for a matter o' twenty; and cakes and 
^Vben isit to bet" 
It Fridayi I prcsjme; bat can yon get along without 
e assistance?" 
" Taint every one that would do it," replied Mrs, Babb, 
re'a aich a settin' to rights, afterwards. But I can't have 
inge help mixin' in, and things goin' wrong, and me to have 
"it of it. Meliiidy's used to my waj^s, and there's not 
8 that knows what boosekeepin' is. iSicAa mess as 
c makes of it!" 

■, Mrs. Babb was well pleased at the opportunity of 
pablfliF displaying her abilities, but it was not in her nature 
o do any tiling out of iha regular course of her hougekceping, 
: having it understood that she was making a great 
BKinBce. She waa not so unreosoriiible as to set herself up for 
ui indopvnilent power, but she atoully demanded and raain- 
talnod tlie rights of a belligereni. This point having oniw 




hcva oonocded, however, ebe exhibited a wooderitil ( 
SUbkiDg the oeoesaaiy preparations. 

Thauks to Mrs. Waldo, all Ptolemy Boon knew of tho ar- 
rangement, and, as the invitation was general, nearly every- 
body decided to accept it. Few persons had visited Lakeside 
unce Mrs. Dconison's funeral, and there was some cnriosity 
to know what changes had been made by the new owner. 
Beudes, the sleighing was superb, and the moon nearly fuH. 
The ladies connected with the Sewing-Uirion were delighted 
with the prospect, and even Haunah Thurston, finding that 
her absence woidd be the only eiceplion and might thns seeai 
intentional, was constrained to accooqiany them. She had 
Men Woodbury but onc€ since their rencontre at Merrylteld'^ 
and his presence was both oopleasont and embarratteing to her. 
But the Merryfields, who took a special pride in her abilities, 
cherished the hope that she would yet convert him to the traa 
faith, and went to the trouble of driving to Ptolemy in ord«r 
to funiifih her with a conveyance. 

Early in the afternoon the guests began to arrive, Bate^ 
uded by liis man Patrick, met them at the gate, and, after ft 
hearty greeting (lor he knew everybody), took the horsea 
cutters in charge. Woodbury, assuming the character of host 
according to Ptolemaic ideas, appeared at the door, with Mrh 
B.ibb, rigid in black bombazine, three paces in his rear. The 
latter received the ladies with frigid oonrteey, conducted theu 
np-«turs to the best bedroom, and issued the oomiUMid to 
each of them, in turn: "lay off your Things!" Their 
curiosity failed to detect any thing iucomplele or nnusuol in 
the appoititmentfl of the chamber. The furniture was of the 
Denni^on period, and lUra, Fortitndc had taken care that no 
fault should be found with the toilet armngwrnontn. 
Eliza Clancy had indeed whispered, to Mies Jtnhaiivy Good- 
win : " Well, I think they might have some lavomlnr, or bay- 
water, for us," — but the latter immudiatdy responded with 
s warning "aAT aud drew from her work-bag ft 
giled-ailk paokago, which ahe unfolded, prodnciug tlioroftron 
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jfanmu^ve bit of sponge, saturated with a mild extract of 

moD verbena. " Here," alie Gaid, ofiering it to the other 

linster, '* I always take care to be pervided." 

Th« spacioua parlor at Lakeside gradually filled with 
workers for the Uisuon Fund. Mrs, Waldo was among the 
earliest arrivals, and took command, hf right of her midis- 
puied social talent. She became absolute ' miatress for the 
timo, hav-cg, by skilful mnnagemeot, propitiutE;d Mrs. Bahb, 
and fiietcaed Iier in her true place, at the outset, by adaman- 
tine chaius of courtesy and assimicd respect. She felt herself, 
tberefore, in her true element, and distributed her subjects 
with snub tact, pickmg up and giving into the right bands the 
tlireada of conversatioo, perceiving and suppressing petty 
jealousies in advance, and laughing away the awkwardness or 
timidity of others, that Woodbury could not help saying to 
■; " What a qneen of the salons tliia woman would 
have made I" It was a matter of conscience with ber, as be 
pwhaps did not know, that the occasion should be agieeabie, 
not only to the company, but also to the bost. She was re- 
qtonsible for its occurrence, and she felt that its success wotdd 
open Lakeside to the use of Ptolemy society. 

There was also little io the principal parlor to attract the 
attention of the guests. The floor was still covered by the old 
Brussels carpet, with its colossal bunches of flowers of impos- 
nble color and form, — the wonder of Ptolemy, when it was 
new. There were the same old-fa£hioned chairs, and deep 
mthm with chintz covers: and tlie portraits of Mrs. Dennison, 
gud her son Henry, as a hoy of twelve, with his hand upon the 
bcaj of a Kewfoundtand dog, looked down from the walls. 
Woodbury had only added engra^'ingB of the Madonna di San 
6nto and the Transfiguration, neither of which was greatly ad- 
mirod by Ibe visitors. Mrs. Hamilton Bue, pausing a moment 
to inspect the former, said of the Holy Child : " Why, it looks 
Juct like my little Addy, when slie's got her clothes ofiT' 

In die Ntting-room were Landseer's " Challenge" and Ary 
~ ' Francesco da Rimini." Misn Ruhaney Goodwin 




toroed eaddenly away from the latter, with difficulty suppme* 
sing an exclamation, "Did you ever?" said slie to Mies Eliza 
Clancy ; " it isn't right to have such pictures liung up." 

" Rush 1" answered Miss Eliza, "it may Iw from Scripture," 

Misa Ruhaney now contemplated the picture without hesita- 
tion. It was a proof before lettering. " Whatcau it be, then?" 
Bho asked. 

" Well — I shouldn't wonder if 'twaa Jephthah and hia 
daughter. They both look so sorrowful." 

The Rev, Lemuel Style§ and Iub wife presently arrived. 
They were both amiable, honest persons, who enjoyed their 
importance in the community, witliout seeming to assume it. 
The former was, perhaps, a little over-cautious test he should 
forget the strict line of conduct which had been prescribed for 
him as a theological student. He felt that his duty pro]>erly 
required him to investigate Mr. Woodbury's religious views, 
before thus appearing to endorBe.tbem by his presence at 
Lakeside ; but ho had not courage to break the dignified re- 
eerve which the latter maiiitMnod, and was obliged to satisfy 
iuB conscience with the fact that Woodbury had twice at- 
tended his church. Between Mr. Waldo and himself there 
WHS now a very cordial relation. They had oven cautionsly 
discusBod the differences between them, and had in this way 
learned, at least, to respect each other's sincerity. 

The last of all the arrivals before tea was Mr. and Mrs. Mer- 
ryfield, with Ilamiah Thurston. The latter came, as already 
tnentioned, with great reluctauce. She would rather havo 
fitced an uulViendly audience than the courteous and self-pos- 
eesscd host who came to the door to receive her. Ue op- 
pressed her, not only wilh a sense of power, but of power 
controlled and directed by some cool faculty in the brain, 
which she felt she did not possess. In herself, whatever of 
intellectaal force she recognized, was developed through the 
exdtement of her feelings and sympathies. His personality, 
it seemed to her, was antagonistic to her own, and the knowl- 
) gave her a singular tense of puin. She wus woinan 
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enough not to tolerate a difference of this kind witLont A 
■truggle. 

"Thank you for coming, Miss Thurstoti," said "Woodbary, 
«s ho frankly offered his hand. " I should not like any mem- 
ber of the Union to slight my first attempt to entertain it. I 
am glad to welcome you to Lakeside." 

Hannah Thurston liAed her eyes to bia with an efibrC that 
brought a flei^ting fluith to her faoe. But she met his gazoi 
Steadily. " We owe thauka to you, Mr. Woodbury," said she, 
" that L.okeade still belongs to our Ptolemy community. I 
oonfess I should not like to see so pleaenut a spot isolated, of 
-—what she people of Ptolemy would cocBider much worse," 
she added, siuiliug — "atlaehed to Anacreou," 

Oh, no I" be answered, as he transferred her to the charge 
of Mrs. Bal)b. " I have become a thorough Ptolemaic, or a 
Ptolemysiic, or whatever the proper terra may be. I liurl defi- 
across (he hill to Anacreon, and I turn my bauk on the 
BOOlh-east wind, when it blows from Mull igansv ill e." 

Come, come I We won't be satirized ;" said Mrs. Waldo, 
who was passing through the hall. "Hannali, you are just in 
timo. There aro five of the Mission Fund sitting together, and 
I want their ranks broken. Mr. Woodbury, there will bo no 
mor« rtrtivHls before tea; give nie your asBiatance." 

"Who is the tyrant nowf" he asked. 

"Woman, always, in one shape or other,'* she answered, 
[eading the way into the parlor. 

After the very substantial tea which Mrs. Sabb had pre- 
pared, and to which, it must be whispered, the guests did 
ample justice, there was a pause in the labors of the Union. 
Tbi articles intended for the Jutnaporc Mission were nearly 
completed, in fact, and Mrs. Waldo's eseriions had promoted 
a gunial Sow of conversation, which did not requiio the aid of 
ti)« MuggfStive needle. The guests gathei-ed ui groups, chat* 
the windows, looking out on the gray, twilight land- 
watching the approach of cutters from Plolemy, as 
irged from the trees along Roaring Brook. Mr. 




Jlamiltcn Boe and tlie Hon. Zeno JTai^isr were the first to 
make their appearance, oot miicti in advance, hon'ever, of the 
crowd of ambitious yomig gentlemen. Many of the latter were 
pereonally unknown to Woodbnry, but this was not the least 
(;riibarras.sinent to them. They gave htm a rapid sululaiion, 
since it was not to be avoided, and hurried in to secure adran- 
tageou§ positions among the ladies. Seth Wattles not only 
came, to enjoy a hospitality based, aa he had hinted, on the 
"accursed opium traffic," but brought with liiin a ntranger 
from Ptolemy, a Mr. Grindle, somewlial known as a lecturer 
on Temperance. 

The rooms were soon filled and Woodbury was also obliged 
to throw open liis library, into which the elderly gentlemen 
withdrew, M-ith the exception of the Rev. Mr, Styles. Mr. 
Waldo relished a good story, even if the point was somewhat 
coarse, and the Hon. Zeno had an incshauBtiblo fund of such. 
Mr. Bue, notwithstanding he felt boand to utter an occasional 
mild protest, always managed to be on hand, and often, in his 
great innocence, Buggested the very thing which he so evi- 
dently wished to avoid. If the conversation had been for some 
time rather serious and heavy, he would say : " Well, Mr. 
Harder, I am glad we shall have none of your wicked stories 
to-night"— a provocation to which the lion. Zeno always r» 
sponded by giving one. 

Bute Wilson, after seeing that the horses were properly 
attended to, washed his hands, brushed hia hair carefully, and 
put on his Sunday frock-coat. Miss Csroline Dilworth va* 
one of the company, but he hud been contcntwl with wi occ» 
nional glimpse of her tlirongh the window, tuitil t1iu arrival of 
Seth Wattles. Tlie care of the fires in the gr:ites, the lamps, 
Mid other arrangements of the evening, gave him su(B<<tent 
opportunity to mix with the company, and watch both hia 
sweetheart and his presumed rival, without appi'aring to do so. 
"Dam that bla»-gil]ed baboon I" he muttered to himself; "1 
believe his liver's whiter than the tnilt of a herrin', an' if yi>a*d 
cot hiB yallor skin, bo'd bleed whey 'slid o' blood." 
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Seth Wattles, nevertli«Iess, was reaUy guiltless of any designs 
OD Iho heart of tlie little senmstress. Like herself, he was am- 
bitious of high game, aud, in tlie dreams of bis colossal con- 
ceit, looked forward with much confidence to the hour when 
Hannah Thurston should take his name, or he hers : he was 
prepared for either coatingency. To this end he assumed a 
tender, languishing air, and talked of Love, and A Mission, 
and The Duality of Tho Soul, in a manner which, in a more 
cultivated (iociety, would have rendered him intolerable. He 
had a habit of placing liia hand on the arm or shoulder of the 
person with whom ho was conversing, und there were in 
Ptolemy women sUly enough to be pleased by these tokens of 
Euniliariiy. Hannah Thurston, though entirely harmonizing 
with him as a reformer, and therefore friendly and forbearing 
Id her intercourse, felt a natural repugnance towards him 
which she cMiuld not understand. Indeed, the fact gave her 
some uneasiness. "He is ugly," she thought; "and I amao 
weak as to dislike ngUnesa — it must be that :" which conclu- 
uon, acting on her sensitive principle of justice, led her to 
U-«at htm sometimes with more than necessary kindness. Kany 
persona, the Merryfields included, actually fancied that there 
wms a growing attachment between them. 

"Misa Carrie," whispered Bute, as he passeil her in the hall, 
"Do you like your lemonade sweet? We're goin' to bring it 
in directly, and PU git Mother Forty to make a nice glass of 
it, o' purpose for you." 

"Thank you, Mr. Wilson: yes, if you please," answered the 
soft, childish drawl and the beryl-IJnted eyes, that sent a thou- 
nnd cork-screw tingles boring through and through liim. 

Bute privately put six Inmpa of sugar into one gl.iss, which 
he marked for recognition ; and then squoexcd the last bitter 
drofA of a dozen lemons into another. 

"nie Utter was for Seth Wattles. 
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CHAPTER VU 

WBAT BiFPEITED DITK^Q TUB KVENIHO. 

WooDBUBT had pradently left tlie preparntions for tbe r»- 
fresbment of his namerous guests in the liaDils of Mrs. Babb, 
vho, mdcd by the sable Molinda, had produced an immeDsn 
supply of her most admired pastry. By borrowing freezers 
from the confectioner in Ptolemy, and employing Patrick to do 
the heavy cbuniing, she had also succeeded in fnraiahing very 
tolerable ices. The entertainment was conwdered to be — and, 
for ooontry means, really was — eumptuons. Nevertheless, tbe 
housekeeper was profuse in her spologjee, receiving tbc abun- 
dant praises of her guests with outward grimness and secret 
Baiisfaction. 

"Try these crullers," she would say: "p'r'aps you'll find 

a better 'n the jumbles, though I'm afeard they a'n't hardly 
' done enongb. But you'U have to put up with sich as there 
is." 

" Oh, Mrs. Bfibb !" exclaimed Mrs. Hamilton Bue, " don't 
Bay that 1 Nobody bakes aa nice as you do. I wish yoa'd 
give me the receipt for the jtimbles." 

" You're welcome to it, if you like 'em, Tm sure. But it 
depends on the seaaonin', and I don't never know if they're 
goin' to come ont right." 

"Mrs. Babb," said Woodbury, coming np at this moment, 
" will you please get a bottio of Sherry. The gentlemen, I see, 
have nothing but lemonade." 

"I told Bute to git some for them as likes it." 

"A-bml" Mrs. Bue ejaculated, as the honstkeeper dfr 
parted to look after the vino; "I think, Mr. Woodbury, they 
* ui't take any thing more." 
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"Let me give them a chance, Mrs. Bae. Ah, here comes 
Bate, with the glasses. Shall I have the pleasure?" offuriDg 
her one of the two which he had taken. 

" Oh, denr me, no — not for any thing 1" she excl^med, look* 
tog a little frightened. 

"Mr. Bue," s^d Woodbury, turning aroand to that gentlo- 
man, "as Mrs. Bae refUeca to take a glasa of wine with me, 
yon muBt be her Bubstituto." 

"Tliank you, Vd — I'd rather not, Chit evening," said Mr. 
Bne, growing red in the face. 

There wan an embarrnRsing pause. Woodbory, looking 
around, perceived that Bute had already oSered liis tray to the 
other gentlemen, and that none of the glasses upon it hod been 
taken. Ho was about to replace his own without drinking, 
when the Hon. Zono Harder sud : *' Allow me the pleasm-e, 
Sir I" imd helped himself. At the same moment the Rev. Mr. 
Wuldo, in obedience to a glance from his wife, followed his 
example. 

''I hare not tasted wine for some years," said the latter, 
" but I hare no objection to its rational use. I have always 
considered it sanctioned," he added, turning to Mr. Styles, 
"by ihe Miracle of Cana," 

Mr. Stylos slightly nodded, but sfud nothing. 

" Yoargood health, Sir I" said the Hon. Zeno, as he emptied 
bid glaaa. 

*'Staitftf" somebody echoed, in a loud, contemptuoUB 
whisper. 

Woodbury bowed and drank. As he was replacing hta 
glass, Mr. GrinJIe, who had been waiting for the coiisumma- 
tioQ of the iniquity, suddenly stepped forward. Kr. Giindle 
WM a thin, brown individual, with a long, tn-isted nose, and a 
voice which acquired additional shrillness from the fact of itfl 
■ppeiLTing to proceed entirely from the said nose. He had oo- 
oaaioually lectured in Ptolemy, and was known, — by sight, at 
leaatf^to all the company. Woodbury, however, was quita 
ignotaot of the man and every thing concerning him. 
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"I am Burprised," excltumed Mr. Grindle, witli his ( 
6ied on vacancy, " that a man who has any regsrd for his 
reputation wiU set such a perniciouB example." 

"To what do yon refer?" asked Woodbury, tince 
wlielher it waa he who was addreaaed. 

" To that /" replied the warning prophet, pointing 1 
empty wine-glass — " the aource of nine-tenths of all diJ 
and suffering in the world 1" 

"I think you would have some difficulty in finding S 
enough to produce such a result," Woodbiiry answci 
beginning to understand the man. 

" Sherry, or Champagne, or Heidsick 1" retorted Mr. Gna* 
die, raising hia voice : " it's all the same — all different f 
of Rum, and different degrees of intemperance I" 

Woodbury's brown eyes flashed a little, but he answ 
coolly and sternly: "As you say, Sir, there an 
of intemperance, and I have too much reepect for my guests 
to allow that any of them should be exhibiled here. Mrs. 
Waldo," he continued, turning liis back on the lecturer, 
suddenly changing hia lone, " did you not propose thai 
should have somo murfc?" 

" I have both persuaded and commanded," she replied, ** 
singers, I have found, are like a flock of sheep. They huddle 
together and hesitate, until some one takes the lead, aud thea 
they all follow, even if it's over your head. You most b» 
bell-wether, after all." 

"Anything for harmony," he answered, gayly. 
have it — a good old song, with which none of our friendsl 
fiud fault." 

And he sang, In his mellow voice, with an amused air, i 
Mrs. Waldo understood and heartily enjoyed: "JEVi'nA t 
o»% aith thine et/ea" 

Air. Qriiidic, however, turned to Soth Wattles and I 
aaeoringiy; "It's easy enough to shirk an argomeat yon ^ 
*n«wer." A fortnight nA«rwards he exploited tho incid(_, 
a lecture which ho gav« beforo th« Sous oif TcmperaacI 
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Ptolemy. Commencing with the cheap groggeries, he gradn- 
lHj rose in his attacks noti) he reached the men of wealth and 
edacatioD. " There are some of these in our neighborhood," 
be Bald: "it ia not necessary for me to mention names — men 
irhom perhaps wo might exonse for learning the habit of rum- 
drinking on foreign shores, where our blessed reform has not 
yet penetrated, if they did not bring it here with them, to cor- 

ipt and destroy onr own citizens. Woe unto those men, aayl! 
Better that an ocean of fire had rolled between those distant 
■hores of delusion and debauchery and this redeemed land, so 
that they coold not have returned ! Better that they had per- 
ished under the maddening luflnence of the bowl that stlngeth 
like an adder, before coming here to add fresh hecatombs to the 
Jaws of the Monster 1" Of conrse, everybody in Ptolemy 
knew who was meant, and sympathizing frienda soon carried 
ihe report to Lalieside. 

The unpleasant episode was soon forgotten, or, from a natural 

nse of propriety, no longer commented upon. Even tha 
strongest advocates of Temperance present felt mortified by 
Mr, Grindle's vulgarity. Hannah Thurston, among others, 
was greatly painod, yet, for the first time, admired Wood- 
bury's coolness and self-possession, In the relief which it gavo 
ier. She wished for an opportunity to show him, by her man- 
oer, a respect which might in some degree couaterbabince the 
recent rudeness, and such an opportunity soon occurred. 

She was standing before the picture of Fninccsca da RimJni, 
toet in the contemplation of the wonderful grace and pathos 
of tbo floating fignres, when Woodbury, approaching bor, said : 

"lam glad that you admire it, Miss Thurston. The pic- 
tare is a great favorite with me." 

"The subject is from Dante, ia it not?" aha aakedi^that 
figura ia be, I think." 

Woodbury was agreeably surprised at her perception, espe- 
cially as she did not say "Dattt," which he might- possibly have 
expeeted. He explained the engraving, and found that sho 
~ the story, having read Cary's translatioa. 
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" Since yon are bo fond of pictures, Mias Thurston," aai 
he, "let me bIiow yon another favorite of mine. Here, in the 
library." 

- Taking a largo portfolio from its rack, he opened it on the 
table, under a §winging lamp. There were views of Indian 
scenery — strange temples, rising amid plumy tufts of palm; 
elephiinta and tigers grappling in jungles of giganlio grass; 
pillared banians, with gray-bearded fakirs silling io the 
shade, and long ghauts descending to the Ganges. The gUmp- 
sea she caught, as he turned the leaves, took away her breath 
with sudden delight. 

At last he found the plate he was seeking, and Idd it be- 
fore her. It was a tropical brake, a tangle of mimosa-trees, 
with their feathery fronds and balls of golden down, among 
which grew passion-flowers and other strange, luxuriant vines. 
In the midst of the cool, odorous darkness, stood a young In- 
dian girl of wonderful beauty, with languishing, almond-shaped 
eyes, and some gorgeons unknown blosciom drooping from 
her nighl-black hdr. Her only garment, of plaited grass or 
rushes, was bound across the hips, leaving the lovely form bane 
in its tmconscious purity. One hand, listlessly hanging araoog 
the mimosa leaves, which gradually folded up and bent away 
where she toached them, seemed to seek the head of a doe, 
thmst ont from the foliage to meet it. At the bottom of the 
picture a fawn forced its way through the tangled greenery. 
The girl, in her duaky beauty, seemed a dryad of the samp- 
tnons forest — the child of summer, and perfume, and rank, 
magnificent bloom. 

" Oh, how beautiful 1" esdaimed Hannah Thurston, at onoe 
iniprossed by the sentiment of tlie picture : '* It is like the scent 
oftho tuberose." 

"Ah, you comprehend itl" exclaimed Woodbury, Butprised 
and pleased ; " do yon know the subject ?" 
"Not at all, but it scarcely needs an eiplanaiion." 
"Have you evvr hoard of Enlidasa, the Hindoo poet?" 
**I have not, I am sorry to say," she answered ; « I havo 
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Bomettmcg foiuiil reforeDces to the old SnDsei'it liternture in 
raodeni anthors, but that is all I know about it.'' 

" My own knowledge has been derived" entirely from trans- 
larioQS," said he, " and I confess tbat this picture wus the cause 
of my acquaintance with Knlidasa. I nerer had patience to 
read their interminable epics. Shall I tell you the story of 
Snkontala, this lorely creature F" 

"Certainly, if you will be so kind: it mast be beantiftil." 

"Woodbury then gave her a brief outline of the drama, to 
which she listened with the greatest eagerness and delight. 
At the close, he eiud : 

" I am sorry I have not a copy of the translation to offer 
yon. But, if you would like to rend another work by the 
same poet, I think I have the ' Me^ha^Duta' or ' Cloud-Mes- 
senger,' Bomewliere in my library, II is quite as beaulilUl a 
poem, though not in the dmmatic form. There are many cha> 
ractcriatic allusions to Indian life, bat none, I think, that you 
coold not understand." 

"Thank yon, Mr. Woodbury. It ia not ofleu that I am 
able to m.'ike the acquaintance of a new author, and xhn pleas- 
ure is all the greater. I know very little of literature outsido 
of tlie Kuglixb language, and this seems like the discovery of 
a new world in the Past. India is so fiir-off and unreal." 

"Not to me," be answered, with a smile. " We are crea- 
tures of habit to a greater extent than the most of na guess. 
If you could now be transplanted to India, in less thou five 
yearn you would begin to imagine that you were born uudei 
the lolns-leaf, and that this life in Ptolemy had occurred only 
in the dreams of a tropical noonday." 

" Oh, no, no 1" said she, with eameatnesa. " We cannot so 
I "forget the duties imposed upon us — we cannot lose sight of 
1 oar share in the great work intrusted to our bands, Right, 
Wi'i Jnsttce, and CouBcience, are everywhere the snine !" 

" Certainly, as absolule priticipU's. But our iridividQ.il duties 

vary with every change in our lives, anU our iodividuai oiaion 

I toa&oted, in spite of ourselves, by the iuflucDces of thi; exter- 
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nal world. Are yoa not — to take the aimplest evidence of ttna 
fact — cheerfhl aud liopefol on eome days, desponding and 
irresolute on others; without conecions reason ? And can you 
not imagine moods of Nature which would permanently color 
your own?" 

Haunah Tharstan felt that there was a germ of harsh, m%- 
terial truth in his words, beside which her aspirations lost 
somewhat of their glow. Again she was conscious of a pnin- 
ful, unweloome sense of repulsion. " Is there no fmth ?" she 
asked herself; " are there no lofty human impulses, under this 
ripe intelligence?" The soft, liquid lustre faded out of her 
eyes, and the eager, animated expression of her face passed 
away like the sunshine tram a cloud, leaving it cold and gray. 

Woodbury, seeing Miss Eliza Clancy, in company with 
other ladies, entering the library, tied up the portfolio and 
replaced it in its rack. Mrs. Waldo, pressing forward at the 
same time, noticed upon the table a Chinese joss-sliok, in Its 
lackered boat. She was not a woman to disguise or restrun 
an ordinary cariosity. 

" What in the world is this ?" she asked, taking the boat in 
her hands. The other ladies clustered around, inspecting it 
from all sides, bat unable to guess its use. 

" Now," said Woodbury, laughing, " I have half a mind to 
torment you a little. You have all read the Arabian Nights? 
Well, this is an instrument of enchantment." 

" Enchantment I Do the Indian jugglers n^e it ?" asked 
Mrs. Waldo. 

" / use it," said he. " Thb rod, as it appears to be, is made 
of a mysterious compound. It has been burned at one end, 
yon see. When lighted, it is employed to communicate fire 
to another mi^oal sabstana{>, through which the Past is 
recalled and the Future made dear." 

Miss Clancy and the other spinsters opened thdr eyes wid«, 
in wondermenL "Provokingl Tell as now!** cried Mrs. 
Waldo. 

" It is ju« a« I say," be answered. " See, when I light tb« 
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—it bum« with a very slow fire. This single piece 
_ J for nearly a whole day." 
tat what is the uther ma^cal aubatauoe ?" she asked. 

*' Here is a epocimen," s^d he, taking tiie lid from a circnia/ 

X of cirvcd bnmboo, and disclosbg to ilieir view some oigar§. 
e spinsters uttered a Bimultaaeoua exclamation. " Dread- 
Alii" cried Mrs. Waldo, in affected horror. "Hannah, can 
you iaagiae sut-h depravity?" 

"I confess, it seems to me an unnatural taste," Hannah 
TburBton gravely answered; "but I presume Mr. Woodbury 
hu some defence ready." 

"Only tlii^" Biud he, with an air between jest and earnest, 
"that ibe habit is very agreeable, and, eince it produces a 
placid, ei]ual>Ie tone of mind, highly favorable to reflection, 
might idmosi be included in the list of moral agencies," 

"Would it not be more satisfactory," she asked, "if you 
oould summon up the same condition of mind, from an earnest 
desire to attain the Truth, without the help of narcotic dnigs ?" 

"Perhaps so," he rephed; "but we are all weak vessels, as 
you know, Mrs, Waldo. I have never yet encountered such a 
thing aa perfect harmony in the relations between body and 
mind. I doubt, even, if such harmony is possible, except at 
tmnsiont intervals. For my part, my temper i« so violent and 
DQConlrol bible that the natural sedative qualities of my mind 
are iosuflicient." 

Mrs. Waldo laughed heartily at this assertion, and the 
eeriouB lone in which it was uttered. Hannah Thurston, to 
whom evury fancied violation of the laws of nature was more 
or less an enormity, scarcely knew whether to be shocked or 
nmuecd. She hod determined to carefiiUy guard herself agaitist 
ooininittiug such an indiscretion as Mr. Grindle, but it was 
hard to be silent, when Duty demanded that she should bear 
a, stern testimony against evil habits, 

" Ton should be charitable, ladiee," Woodbury continued, 
" towards some of our masculine habits, seeing that we do not 
interfere with yours." 
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" BleBS me I what habits have we, I ehoold like to fciurrl 
exclaimed Mrs. Waldo. 

' " A multitude : I don't know the half of them. Oroch«t- 
work, aud embroiduiy, and patterns, for instanoe. Tea is 
milder thaa tobacco, f grant, bat your Bj'8l«ma are more senii- 
tive. Then, there are powders and perfumei ; eau de Cologne, 
laycDtler, verbena, heliotrope, and what not — againat nil of 
which I have nothing to say, because their odors are nearly 
equal to tbat of a fine Havana cigar." 

Miss Eliza Claooy and Miss Ruhaney Goodwin exchanged 
glances of horror. They were both too much embarrassed to 
reply. 

" Yon nnderatand our weaknesses," eiud Hannah Thurston, 
with a smile in which there was ^ome bitterness. 

" I do not call them weaknesset," he answered. " I shoald 
be glad if this feminine lore of color and odor were more oom< 
mou among men. But there are cnrious difitrencM of taste, 
in this respect. I have mrely eiporienced a more eiqiiisita 
delight than in riding through the rose-fields of Ghazeepore, at 
the season for makiug attar : yet some persons cannot endnrs 
the smell of a rose. Musk, which is a favorite perfnme with 
many, is to me disagreeable. There is, however, a physical 
explanation for this habit of mine, which, perhaps, you do not 
know." 

"No," 8!ud she, still gravely, "I know nothing but Unit it 
seems to me unnecesstiry, and — if yon will pardon me the 
w ord — perni cious." 

" Certainly. It is so, in many cases. But some oonatitutions 
possess an overplus of active nervons lite, which snggcsts the 
tise of a slight artificiul sedative. The [foiiiiliar fascination of 
smoking is not iu the taste of the weed, but tile Biglit of rbe 
■moke. IL is the car of oorn which we hold out to entice into 
harness the skitlisli thoughts that are rnnning loose. In the 
Orient, men aocompHsh th« some result by a rosary, tlio beads 
of wluch they run through Uidr fingers." 

"Tea I" iuterrupteii Mrs. Waldo: "My brother Oe^ige^ 
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irlio,was Blvnys at the head of bis clus, had a habit of twist' 
ing a lock of his hair while he was getting big lessone. It 
stnok out from tlie mde of his heml, like a horn, Wlien 
mother had lu> hair cat, h» went down to the fool, and be 
never got fairly up to head till the bom grew out again." 

"A oa*s in point," said Woodbury. " Now, you, ladies, 
have ad exaotiy eirailiir habit. Sewing, I have heard, is oftca- 
times tbia aoothtng agent, but knitting w tbe great feminine 
narcotic. lu fact, women are more dependent on tlieae slight 
helps to tlioiigbt — liiese accompaaiments to conversation — 
than men. There are few who can sit still and talk a whole 
erening, without having their bands employed. Can yoa not 
see some connecting link between our habits ?" 

The spinsters were silent. Tbe speaker had, in feet, rather 
gone beyond their depth, with the exception of Mrs. Waldo, 
whose sympatliy with him was so hearty and genial that she 
vonli] have unh«aitatingty accepted whatever sentimenta he 
might have chosen to declare. Hannah Thurston was not a 
little perplexed. She scarcely knew whether ho was entirely 
■moere, yet his riews were so novel and unexpected that she 
did not feci prepared to answer them. Before this mau's ap- 
pearance in Ptolemy, ber course had been chosen. She had 
taken up, weighed, and <lecidcd for herself the questions of 
life : a period of nnplcasant doubt and hesitation had been 
solved by the nceeplauce of (to her) great and iniporlant theo- 
ries of reform. Was a new and more difficult field of donbt to 
be openeJ now ? — more difficult, because the distinctions of the 
sexes, whicli bad been ^most bridged over in her intercourse 
with refonnera of kindred %-iews, were suddenly separated by 
a new giilf. wider tlinn the old. 

Woodbury, iiolioing something of this perplexity in ber coun- 
tenance^ continued In a lighter tone: "At least. Miss Thurs- 
ton, I Uiink you will agree with me that a physical habit, 
Jf yoii prefer to call it so, is not very important in comparison 
with those vices of character which are equally common and 
oot HO easy to eradicate. Is not the use of a ' narcotic drug' 
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leas objectionable than the eyetematio habit of avarice, or if 
or hypocrisy?" 

" Yes, indeed I" suid Mrs. Waldo, recollecting his generoua 
donation to the Cimmerians, " and I, for one, will not prohibit 
the use of your magical ingredienls." 

"I cannot judge for you, Mr. Woodbury," said Hitnnah 
Thurston, feeling that some response was expected; "but have 
yon no duty towards those who may be encouraged in the 
same habit, to their certain injury, by your example?" 

"There, Miss Thnraton, you touch a question ratber too 
vague to enter practically into one's life. After accepting, in 
its fullest sense, the Christian obligation of duty towards our 
fellow-men, there must be a certain latitude allowed for indi- 
vidual tastes and likings. EUe we should all be slaves to each 
other's idiosyncrasies, and one perverted or abnormal trait 
might suppress the healthy intellectual needs of an entire com- 
muflity. Must we cease to talk, for example, because there is 
scarcely a wholesome truth which, offered in a certain way, 
might not opnrutG as poison to some peculiarly constituted 
mind ? Would you cease to assert an earnest couvtclion ftom 
the knowledge that there were persons unfitted to receive 
it?" 

" I do not think the analogy is quite correct," she answered, 
after a moment's pause, "because you cannot escape the re- 
cognition of a truth, when it has once foimd access lo your 
mind. A habit, which you can take np or leave off ai will, is 
a very different thing." 

"Perhaps, then," said Woodbury, who perceived by the 
rising shade on Mrs. Waldo's smooth brow that it was time to 
end the discussion, '' I had beet plead guilty, at once, to being 
something of on Epicurean in ray philosophy. I am still too 
much of on Oriental to be indifferent to slight material com- 
forts." 

"In consideration of your hospitJ»ltty," interposed Mrs. 
Waldo, brightening np, "the Sewing ITuion wiD not jodga 
yon very severely. Is it not so, Miss Chincy ?" 
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"Well — really— oh no, we are under obligliUwis to Mr. 
Woodbury ;" said the spinater, thus unexpectedly appauled to, 
and scarcely knowing bow to reply. '•"'.■•. 

"Our conununity have reason to congratulate thfejn&jlyes, 
Sir," here brolce in (lie Hon. Zeno Harder, who had ^t'^ed 
the library in time to bear the last words. _..■' 

Woodbury bowed dryly and turned away. '■. ,.• 

Soon Afterwards, the sound of sleigh-beUa in front of tZ«r'\ 
honae Miuonnced the first departures. The company became',- 
thinner by slow degrees, however, for tlie young gentlemen 
and ladies had found the large parlor of Laketnde fiill of con- 
Tenlent nooks, which fkoilitated their habit of breakiug into 
little groups, and were h-iving snob agreeable conversation that 
they would probably have remained until the small hours, hut 
for the admonitions of the older folks. Among the earliest to 
leave were the Merryfields, taking with them H.tnnah Tlmrs- 
ton and Mi"s Dilworth, greatly to Bute's regret. The latter, 
unable to detect any signs of peculiar intimacy between Seth 
Wattles and tlie little seamstress, became so undisguised in hia 
fondness for her society as to attract, at last, Mrs. Babb's at- 
tention. The grim housekeeper had n vulture's beak for 
scenting prey of this kind. While she assisted Mrs. Styles to 
find her "Things," in the bedroom up- stairs, she steadfastly 
kept one eye on the snowy front yard, down which the Merry- 
fi^il party were moving. Bute, as she anticipated, was hover- 
ing around the last and smallest of the hooded and cloaked 
females. He put out bis arm two or three times, as if to 
steady her steps. They had nearly reached the cutter, where 
Fkuick was holding the impatient horses, when she s-iw 
another male figure hurry down the walk. Tliere was a sud- 
itsa tai^e among the dim forms, atid one of them, she noticedi 
plonged full length into a bank of snow. 

Mrs. Babb was bo agitated by this tableau, that she sud- 
deoly threw up her hands, exclaiming: " Well, if that don't 
bMtaQI" 

Hra. Styles, carefully muffled for the journey home, had just 



IIASSAD THCKSTOX: 



I 



turned to p»j'%6od-Dight to the housekeeper, and stood j 
fied, un^blo'td guess whether the eiclamaiion was one of ad- 
roiratiaif J3f reproach. She slightly started back before the 
ener5^\rith which it was uttered. 

"l^^Jdl, to be Bure, how I do forgit things !" said Mrs. Babb, 
Cqming to her senses. " But you know, Sla'am, when you're 
■^o^'.tsed to havin' company for a while, y'r head gite bothered, 
^yi'teara to me I haven't been so flustered for years, Yoo're 
■.',*ure. Ma'am, you're right warm. I hope yon won't take no 
'• cold, goin' home," 

Tlie scene that transpired in front of the house was suffi- 
ciently amusing, Bute Wilson, as deputy-host, escorted Mias 
Dilworth to the cutter, and was delighted thnt the slippery 
path gare him at least one opportunity to cat<^h her around the 
waist. Hearing rapid foot3t«ps behind him, he recognized 
Seth Wattles hard upon liia track, and, as the ungmnly tailor 
approached, joslJed him so dexterously that he was tumbled 
headlong into a pile of newl y-sho veiled snow, 
"Ah I Who ia it? Is he hurt ?" exclaimed Miss Dilworth, 
A smothered sound, very mnch resembling " Damn 1" curne 
from the fallen individual, 

"Let me help you up," said Bute; "yon pitched ag*in me 
like an ox. Wliy, Seth, is it you? Ton Iia'n't tore your 
trowsns, nor nothin", have you ?" 

Seth, ov^erwhcimcd before the very eyes of Hannah Thurs- 
ton, whom he was hastening to assist into the cutter, grum- 
bled : " No, I'm not hurt." Meantime, Bute bad swd good- 
night to the party, and the cutter dashed away. 

"Well, it's oue comfort that youcau always mend yonrown 
rips," the latter remarked, consolingly. 

Finally, Iho last team departed, and the sound of tlie bells 
niniflhed into a faint, fairy sweetness, as if struck by the 
ws of the starhght from the crystals of the snow, 
iside r«turuL'd to more than its wonted silence and secla- 
Woodbury closed the door, walked into liis library, 
igbted a cigar at the *lill burning pii^cu of jcj^salick, luid 
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threw himself into & chur before the fire. Now and then 
pufiiiig a delicate, expanding ring of emoke from Lis lips, he 
watcliod it gradually break and dissolve, white reviewing, in 
his thonghts, the occurrences of the eveuiog. They were not 
wholly agreeable, yet the least so — Mr. Grindle's mde attnck, — 
was not to be dismissed from the mind like an ordinary piece 
of vulgarity. It was a type, he thonght, of the manners which 
Nelfkonstitnted teachers of morality must necesBarily assume 
xa a commnnity where intellect is characterised by activity 
rather than development. Society, in its broader sense, is un- 
Idnown to these people, — was his reflection. In the absence of 
cultivation, they are rtded by popular ideas: Reforms are 
marshallei'l in, as reserve corps, behind the ranks of Religion, 
and not even llie whit« flag of a neutral is recognised in tlie 
grand crusade, "Join us and establish your respectability, 
or resiat us and be cnt down I" is the cry. 

"Yet" — he amsed further — "is it not something that, in a 
remote place like this, Ideas have vitality and power? Ad- 
mitting that the channels in which they move are contracted, 
and often lead in false directions, mast they not rest on abaus 
of honest, unselfish aspiration? The vices which spring from 
iDtolenuicc and vulgar egotism are not to be lightly pardoned, 
but, on the other baud, they do not corrupt and demoralize like 
those of the body. One must respect the source, while resist- 
ing the manifestation. How much in earnest that Quaker girl 
ecemed 1 It was quite a serious lecture she gave me, about 
sack a tritio as this" (puffing an immense blue ring into the 
wr). " But it was worth taking it, to see how she enjoyed 
tlie SakoniJiIa. She cerininly possesses taste, and no doubt 
thinlts botter than she talks. By the by, I quite forgot to 
^ye h«r the translation of the Megha-Duta." 

bging ap, Woodbury found the volume, after some 
1, and soon became absorbed, for the second Ume, in its 



" Bate," said Mrs. Babb, as she wiped the illsbes, and cnre- 
intly pDt away the odds and ends of the refreshments ; " 'Pears 
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to me yon teas gallivantin' roond that Can-line IMlimtli, mors 
than's proper." 

Bute, BttuKling with legs spread out and back to the fire, 
anssrered , aa lie turned around to face it, whereby, if he 
blushed, the evidence vas covered hy the glow of the flame: 
" Well, she's a gay little creetur, and 'taint no harm." 

" I dunno about that," sharply rejoined the housekeeper. 
" She's a cunniii', conoeited chit, and '11 lead you by the nose. 
Tou're jasi fool enough to be captivated by a [riece o' wai- 
work and curls. It makes mc sick to look at 'era. Gala used 
to comb their hair when I was young. I don't want no ach 
a tiling as she is, to dance at my baryin'." 

" Oh, Mother Forty, don't you go off about it 1" aaid Bute, 
deprecatingly. " I ain't married to her, nor likely to be." 

" Married ! I gaess not ! Time enough for that when I'm 
dead and gone. Me that brought yon up, and to have some- 
body put over my head, and spendin' all your cariiins on fine 
clothes, anJ then hankerin' after my money. But it's locked 
up, safe and tight, I can tell you that." 

" I'm man-^rown, I reckon," said Bute, stung into resistance 
by this attack, " and if I choose to git married, some day or 
other, I dou't see who can hinder me. It's what everybody 
else does, and what yonVe done, yourselil" 

Bute strode off to bed, and the housekeeper, silting down 
before the fire, indulged in the rare luxury of shedding ser^ 
ral tears. 
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CHAPTER VUL 
nr wmoB hb. woodbury pays ajx unexpected i 

Os the following Monday, Woodbnry having occasion to 
visit Ptolemy, took with him the volume of Kalidasa, intend- 
ing to leave it at the cottage of the widow Thurston. The 
day was mild and eanny, and the appearance of the plank 
sidewalk so iimting to the feet, that he sent Bute tbrwurd to 
the Ptolemy House with the cutter, on alighting at the cot- 
tage gate. 

The door of the dwelliug, opening to the north, was pro- 
tected by a small outer vestibule, into which he stepped, 
dcwguing amply to leave the book, with his compliments, and 
perhaps a visiting-card — though the latter was not de rlgueur 
in Ptolemy. There was no bell-pull ; he knocked, gently at 
first', and then loudly, but no one answered. Turning the knob 
of the door he found it open, and entered a uarrow little hull, 
in wliich there was a staircase leading to the upper alory, and 
two doors on the left. Knocking again at the first of these, 
nn answer presently came from the further room, and the 
Bummons, " Come in I" was repeated, in a clear though weak 
Toice. 

He no longer hesitated, but advanced into the sitting-room. 
Friend Thurston, sunning herself in her comfortable chair, 
looked arooud. A fleeting expression of surprise passed over 
ber fhee, bat the next moment she stretched out her hand, 
saying: "How does thee do?" 

" Hy name is Woodbury," said he, as be took it respeotfiillf , 
-I " 
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" I thought it must be theo," she interrnpted. *' Hannab 
described thy looks to me. Won't thee ait down ?" 

" I have only called to leave a book for your danghter, and 
will not disturb you." 

"Thee won't disturb me, I feel all the better for a little 
talk now and then, and would be glad if thee could sit and chat 
awhile. Thec'a just about the age my little Richard would 
have been if he had lived." 

Thus kindly invited, Woodbury look a eeat His eye ap- 
preciated, at a glance, the pl^nness, the taste, and the cozy 
comfort of th« apartment, betraying in every detail, the touches 
of a woman's hand. Friend Thurston's face attracted fiwl 
interested him. lu spite of tier years, it still boru the trooes 
of former beauty, and ita settled calm of resignation recalled 
to his mind the exproEsion he remembered on tliat of Mrs. 
Dennison. Her voice was unusually clear and swei^t, and the 
deUberale evenness of her enunciation, — bo different from the 
ufaarp, irregular tones of the Ptolemy ladies, — was most agree- 
able to his ear. 

"Hannah's gone out," she resumed ; " but I expool her ba«k 
presently. It's kind of tliee to bring the book for her. Thee 
bears uo malice, I see, that 8h« lectured thee a liiile. The« 
must get used to that, if thee sees much of our people. We 
are called upon to bear testimony, in season and out of season, 
and especially towards men of iufineoce, like thee, whose re- 
Bpouaibllities are the greater." 

" I am afraid yon over-estimate my influence," Woodbury 
replied ; " but I am glad you do not suppose that I could 
bear malice on account of a frank expression of opinion 
Every man has his responsibilities, I am aware, but our idoaa 
of duty sometimes di&r." 

" Thee's right tbere," taid the old lady ; " and perbapN we 
ought not to ask more thau that the truth be nought fur, is b 
eincero spirit. I don't think, from thy face, that there is muvb 
of stabbom worldly pride in thy natore, though tiieo hdonga 
to the world, a» we Friends lay." 
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I have fotinil that a kuowlcdge of the world cures one of 
nnreasouable i>riile. The more 1 miugle with men, the more I 
find reSectious of nijreel^ whioh belter coable me to eeluuate 
my own durstcter," 

*'If thee bill keeps the heart pure, the Holf Spirit may 
come to thee Ib the crowded places, even ae The Saviour was 
canght up from the midst of His Disciples !" she exclaimed 
with fervor. Gazing on her steady, earnest eyus, Woodbury 
could not help thinking to himself: "The daughter oomos 
legitimately by her traits." 

" Con ihee accantom thyself to such a qniel life as thee leads 
now ?'■ she naked ; and then g**'" B ^^ ''™i continued, as if 
speaking to herself: " It is not a restless fikce. All, bol that is 
Dot always a sign of a quiet heart. There are myalenes in 
man. past finding out, or only discovered when it is too late !'' 

" This life is nol at all qiuet," be answered, " compart-d with 
thai which I have led for the paat ten or twelve years. In a 
foreign cottntty, and especially within the tropics, the novelty 
of the sorroundiugs soon wears of^ and oue day is so exactly 
the repetition of another, that we almost lose our count <^ 
time. It seems to me, now, as if I were just awaking out of a 
long sleep. I have certainly thought more, and felt more, in 
tliese three months than in as many years abroad ; for I bod 
oome to believe that the world was standing still, while now I 
•ee that it really moves, and I must move with it." 

"I like to hear thee say that I" exclaimed the widow, tam- 
ing suddenly towards him, with a bright, friendly interest ta 
her fhoe. " Men are so apt to be satisfied with their own opta- 
ions — at least, when they've reached thy age. Thee's over 
thirty, I should think ?" 

" Thirty-six," Woodbury respectfully answered, " but I hope 
J shall never be so old as to suppose, like the eotmsollors of 
Joh, that wisdom will die with me." 

T'lv widow nnderstood hia allusion, ui the literal sense 
which he intended: not so another auditor. Hannah Thors- 
too, who heard the last words as she entered the room, at oum 
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enspected a IiiddeD sarcasm, aimed principally at b«rsel£ The 
indirect attacks to wliich she had been subjected, — especiall}r 
from perflons of her own sex, — had made her seasilive and sua- 
picious. Her surprise ut Woodbury's presence vanished in the 
Bplrit of angry antagoniam which suddenly arose within her. 
She took the bjmd he frankly offered, with a mechanical cold- 
uesd strangely at variance with her fluehed cheeks and earnest 
eyes. 

" I'm glad thee's come, Hannah," eaid the old lady. " Friend 
Woodbury has been kind enough to bring thee a book, and 
I've been using an old woman's pri\'ilege, to make his acqoain- 
tance. He'll not take it amiss, I'm sure I" 

Woodbury replied with a frank smile, which he knew she 
would understand. His manner towards the daughter, bow- 
ever, had a shade of formal deference. Something told him 
that his visit was not altogether welcome to ber, " I found 
the translation of the Megha-XhUay Miss Thurston," he said, 
"and have called to leave it, on my way to the village. If it 
interests you, I shall make search for whatever other frag- 
ments of Indian literature I may have." 

" I am very much obliged to you," she forced herself to say, 
mwardly resolving, that, whether interesting or not, this waa 
the first and last book she would receive from the library of 
Lakeside. 

" It is really kind of thee," interposed the widow ; " Hannah 
finds few books here in Ptolemy that she cares to read, and we 
cannot afford to buy many. What was the work, Haunahi 
thee spoke of the other night ?" 

Thus appealed to, the daughter, afrer a moment's reluctance, 
answered: "I was reading to mother Ciirlyle's Essay on 
Goethe, and his reference to ' Wilhelm Meisier' excited my 
curiosity. I believe Carlyle himself translated it, and therefore 
the translation must be ne-nrly e^ual to the original." 

" I read it some years ago, in Cnloutta,*' said Woodbury, 
" but I only retain the general linpresdou which it left npon 
my mind. It seunicd to me, itK'n, a dngnlnr tnodlpy of wis- 
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doni and weakness, of the tenderesL imuginntion -iDd ihfi 
coarsest reality. Bui I have no copy, at (irevcnt, by which to 
t«ct th« correctness of that impression. I am not a very oriti- 
esl reader, as yon will bqoq discover, Miss ThuTHtoa. Do yoa 
Uke Coriyle F" 

" I like hia knowledge, his efimcBtness, and his dear losigbt 
into ehoractcrs and events, though I cannot aiwnys adopt bis 
oonclnsioDS. His thoaght, however, is strong and vital, and it 
refreslies and stiroulatcs at the san^e time, I am afr^d he 
Bpoilit ine for other authors." 

"Is not that, in itself^ an evidence of something false in hiA 
manner ? That which is absolutely greatest or truest should 
not weaken our delight in the lower forms of excellence. Pe- 
culiarities of style, when not growing naturally out of the sub- 
ject, seem to me like condiments, which disguise the natural 
tiavor of the dish and unfit the palate to enjoy it. Have you 
evfr pnt the tliought, which Carlyle dresses in one of hia 
solenui, invulved, oracular sentences, into the Quaker garb of 
plun English ?" 

" No," said Hannah Thurston, somewhat startled. " I con- 
teaa," she added, after a panse, " the idea of such an eicperi- 
tnent is not agreeable to me. I cannot coldly dissect an ai)- 
tiioi whom I so heanily admire," 

Woodbury smiled very, very slightly, but her quick eye 
caught and ret^ned hia meaning. " Then I will not dissect 
faim for you," he said ; " though I think you would find a 
pleasure in the exercise of the critical faculty, to counter- 
bftlaoce the loss of an indiscriminate admiration. I speak for 
myself^ however. I oaunot be content until I ascertain the 
real value of a man and bis works, though a hundred pleasant 
Uliuioiis are wrecked in the process. I am slow to acknowl- 
«dga or worship greatness, since I have seen the stuff of which 
many idols are composed. The nearer an author seems to re- 
Beot my own views, the more auspicious I am, at first, of his 
influence upon me. A man who knows bow to see, to think, 
and to judge, tbongb be may possess but an average intellect, 
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is Me to get nt nil important truths himself, without 
them at aeoond-haiid." 

There waa no aaanmjition of sujteriority — not the slighte 
trace of iotellectna] airogsnce in WooJbury'B manner. I 
Bpoie with the simple frankness of a man who was utterly n 
coDscioua that he was dealing crushing blows on the menl 
habits of Ills listener — not seeming to recognize, even, tb 
they were diffeient from hia own. This calmness, so nnlil 
the heat and zeal with which other men were accustomed 
discuss questions with her, disconcerted and aileuced Hauni 
Thurston. He never singled out any single assertion of he 
as a subject of dispute, but left it to be quietly overwhelmi 
in the general drift of his words. It waa a species of menl 
antagonism for which she waa not prepared. To her raotht 
who judged men more or less by that eompouud of snow ai 
fire who had been her husband, Woodbury's manner was ex 
oeedingly grateful. She perceived, as her da ugh te 
the different mental complexion of the soses ; and moreovt 
ebe now recognized, in him, a man with courage enough 
know the world without bitterness of heart. 

" I thank thee," said she, aa bo rose to leave with an apolog] 
for the length of hia stay ; " I have eujoyed thy visit. Conw 
again, some time, if thee finds it jtleasaat to do so. I see thi 
can take a fnendly word in a friendly way, and thee may I 
sure that I won't judge thy intentions wrongly, where I a 
led to ihiuk differently." 

"Thauk you. Friend Thurston : it is only in differing, 
we learn. I hope to see you again." He took tha wido<!i 
offered hand, bowed to Hannah, and left the room. 

"Mother!" exclaiiued tJie latter, as she beard the oal 
door close behind him, "why did thee ask him to coi 
again ?" 

" Why, Hannah I Thee surprises me. It is right to 
t«stimony, but we are not required to carry it ao far as thi 
Has thee heard any thing agauist liia character f" 

" Xo, mother : he is said to bu upright ouJ hoTu>r«bI^ bna 




do not like to be obligeiil to hiiu for IciodDCsses, when he, 
DO doubt, thinks my condeninatioD of Iiia habita impertinent, — 
vheri, I know, he de^pi!^es and sneere at my views I" 

" Hannah," sMd the mother, gravely, "I think thee does him 
injoBtice. He is not the man to despise thee, or any one who 
thinks earasHtlj' and labors tiiithfiilly, even in a oauae be cuimot 
appreci&te. We two women, living alone here, or only seeing 
the men who are with us in sympathy, miiat not be too hasty 
to judge. Ib thee not, in this way, cumniitting the very faiJl 
of which thee accuses him ?" 

" Perhaps so," said Hannah: "I doubt wliether I know what 
u tnie-" She sank wearily into a chair. The volume Wood- 
bury left behind, caught her eye. Taking it np, she turned 
over the leaves listlessl}', hut soon succiunbed to the tempta- 
tion and rciul— read until the fairy pictures of the Indian 
moonhght grew around her, as the Cloud Bailed on, over jan- 
gle and pagoda, and the ditnce of maidens on the marble ter- 
races. 

Meanwhile, Woodbury having transacted his business and 
Bute Wilson his, the two were making preparations to return 
to Lakeside, when a plump figure, crossing the beaten snow- 
trsck in front of the Ptolemy House, approached them. Even 
before Ine ttuck green veil was thrown back, Woodbury recog- 
nized the fat hand which withdrew itself from a worn chinchil- 
la muff, as the hand of Mrs. Waldo. Presently her round dark 
eyes shone full upon him, and he heard — what everybody in 
Ptolemy liked to hear — the subdued trumpet of her voice. 

** Jnat in time to catch yon 1" she laughed. " How do you 
do, Bate? Will you call at the parsonage, Mr. Woodbury ? 
No? Then I must give you my message in the open street. 
Is anybody near ? You must know it's a seurel." After hav- 
ing said this in a loud tone, she lowered her voice : " Well, 1 
don't mind Bute knowing it : Bute is not a leaky pitcher, Pm 
Bin;." 

** I reckon Mr. Max knows that," swd Arbutus, with a broad 
]aaf^ djuudng in bis blue eyee. 
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"Wliat is it? Another fair for the CimmerianB? Or U 
Miss Eliza Clancy engaged to n miaaionary ?" asked Woodbury. 

" Be silent, that you may hear. If it were not for my feet 
getting cold, I woidd be a quarter of an honr tolling you. But 
I must hurry — there's Mrs. Buo oomiDg out of ber yard, and 
she aoents a secret a mile off. Well — it's to be at Merry£eld'a 
on SaliiriUy evening. You mast be «uro to come." 

" What — the Sewing Union ?" 

"Bless met I forgot. No — Dyoe Is to be there." 

" Dy ue ?" 

" Yes. They don't want it to be generally known, as so many 
would go out of mere curiosity, I must say, between us, that 
h my only reason. Neither yon nor I have any faith in it ; but 
Mrs. Merrytield says file will be glad if you can come," 

" Fii-st tell me who Dyce is, and what ia to be done," said 
Woodbury, nut a little eurprised. The expression thereof 
was instantly irausferred to Mrs. Wddo's &ce. 

" Well — tu lie sure, you're as ignorant as a foreigner. Bale 
kuows, I'll bu boutid. Tell him, Bute, on the way home. 
Goo(i-byl How do you do, Mrs, BueP I was just telliug 
Mr, Woodbury iliai Uie vessel for Madras" — and the remaiiid«r 
of the senteuoe was lost in the noise of the departing bells. 

" Dyce is what ihcy call a Mejom," explained Bute, as they 
dashed out on the Aiiacreon road : " Merryfields believe in JL 
I was there om-e't when they made the dinner-table jump like 
a wild colt Then there's sperut-raps, ae they call 'cm, but 
il'fl not d' much account what they say. One of 'em spoke to 
me, lettin' on to be my father. ' Arbutus,' says he (they spell 
it out), 'I'm ill the third spore, along with Jane.' Ual bal 
and my muther's name was Margarettal Bttl you'd betl«t 
see it fur yourself, Mr. Max, Seetn' 's believin', they aay, 
but you won't believe more'n you've a mind to, after alL" 
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CHAPTER IX. 
BPrenuii. A?n> other rappikob. 

Had the invitation to a spiritual tt'anee been given by any 
one but Mrs. Waldo, Woodbury would probably have felt lit- 
Wi incIiDatioD to attend. The MerryGelds alone, with their 
ambitions Bentiment and negative intellect, were beginning to 
be tiresome acquaintances, now that the revival of old memo- 
ries was exhausted; but the warm heart and soond brain of 
that one woman made any society tolerable. His thoughls re- 
rerted to Hannah Thurston : would she be there ? Of coarse : 
was his mental reply — yet she certMnly could not share in the 
abominable delusion. Why not, after all ? Her quick, eager 
intelligence, too proud and self-reliant to be restrained by tra- 
ditional theories, — too unbalanced, from the want of contact 
with equal minds, — too easily moved by the niere utterance 
of attractive sentiment, — was it not, rather, the soil in which 
these delusions grew strong and dangerous? He would go 
and see. 

Kevertheless, he was conscious of a feeling of reluctance, al- 
most of shame at his own curiosity, as he left Lakeside. The 
night was overcast, with a raw, moaning wind in the tree-tops, 
and Bute was forced to drive slowly, feeling rather than seeing 
the beal«n tracks. This employment, with the necessary re- 
marks to the old horse Dick, fully occupied his attention. 
Finally, Iiowever, he broke silence with : 

" I s'pose they'll have Absalom up to-night ?" 

"What I Do thoj go so far as that? Can they really be- 
Ueve it?" Woodbury asked. 

"^ey jeat do. They won! to b'lieve it, aud it comes easy 



] ] I [tAirxi.H THimsTOif : 

If braiDs was to be ground, between yon snd me, neither of 
'em would bring much grist to the mill. I don't wonder at 
h&- so much, for Bhe Bet a good deiU of store hj Absalom, and 
't seema natural, you Icnow, for women to have notloafi o' that 
kmd." 

"Are there many persons in Ptolemy who believe in such 
thingB ?" 

"Well — I don't hardly think there be. Leastways, they 
don't lyt on. There's Seth Wattles, o' course : he's fool enough 
for anything; and I gaess Lawyer Tanner. Evereenoe Mr. 
Styles preached ag'in 'em, it a'a't considered jiai reapeotable. 
Infidel-like, you know." 

Woodbury laughed. "Well, Bute," said he, "we Bhull 
hardly find Mr. Waldo there to-night, if tliat is the case." 

"He'll he there, Mr. Max, if she is. She'll bring him clear, 
no matter wiiat folks says. Mim Waldo's a wife worth bav- 
in' — not but what he's got consideruble grit, too. He's not 
strong at revivals, but he's a good band at lioldJn' together all 

Ab they drove ap the lane to Merryfiyld's fhrm-hoiiae, all was 
dark and silent. The shniters were closed, and there was no 
appearance of other visitors having arrived. At the noise of 
(lie bells, however, the door opened, and the owner, after sum- 
moning his hired man from \h» kitctaeti, to assist Uute in tak- 
ing chargu of the horse, wailed until Woodbury npproaclieil, 
in order to help him off with hia overcoat. "They are all 
hero that are likely to come," he announced m a whisper. 

James Merryfield was a man of fifty, or a little more, in 
whom the desire to be a reformer had been excited long after 
he had reached bis maturity as a oimple, unpretending ^mer. 
The fictiliottB character but imperfectly overlaid the natural 
one, giving hlni an nueertain, faesiMting air. Indem), with at! 
his assertion and self-gratnlation, ho nerer could orcruomo n 
Mcret doubt of liU ability to jjlay thit new p.trt, B«l he wna 
lioneat and sincurely conecifutious, and a more proititiituit poA- 
ti&n ihau be would h.vn astmiwd. of liis own ehoioe, tm 
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furocil upon him by hi3 friendB. He possessed a comfortablo 
pro)>erty, and ibey were well awdre of the advantage of bBing 
TBproeenMd by men with bases. 

His frame had been soundly devdoped, Dot ovcr-woro, by 
labor LQ lua own fields, yet bo was awkward, almost shambling, 
in hU movements. His head wns nsually held on the left side, 
and a str^gbt line dropped from ibe centre of bia brow would 
not nearly have coincided with tbeaxis of bis nose. The large, 
irregoiar month expressed both the honesty and the weakness 
of the man. His voice, a)wuys nasul, rose into a shrill, deela- 
nutory monotone when he l>ecame excited — a key which be 
oontimiully let drop, and agiuu renamed, in disagreeable Uiio- 
tuadoDS. Thus Woodbury, while heartily respecting his char- 
acter, Ibond mach of his society tiresome. 

Hta wife, Sarah, who was six or seven years younger, was 
one of ihodo women, who, without the power of thinking for 
themselves, have, nevertheless, a singular faculty for accepting 
the thoughts and oonuluaiuna of others. She was entirely de- 
pQndeat on two or three chosen leaders in the various "Be- 
forms," without the slightest suspicion of her mental eerfdom. 
Every new phase of their opinions she appropriated, and 
rvfjrodoced as triumphautly as if it had been an ori^al dis- 
covery. She hail, in fact, no inteUeoiual quality eioept a tol- 
erable fluuJicy of spueuh. This, alone, gave her some cousider- 
fttion in her special oircle, and kept her hesitating ha»band in 
the background. Uoth had been touched by the Hand of Pro- 
gress, rather loo lalo for tlieir equilibrium. They had reached 
the transition stale, it is true, iut. wcro iloomed never to pass 
through it, and attain that repose which Is as possible to shal- 
low us to deep waters. 

In person she was thin, but not tall, with a fate expressiye 
of pttaflive amiability, shghtly rriieFcd by dyspopsia- The pale, 
unhealthy color of her skin, the dulness of her eyes, and the 
luslrelc*« hue of her thin, reddish-brown hair, hinted at a ays- 
Uw ho,«]c»Jy diwtfdered by dietetic experiments. UerchU- 
,BU«n had all died young, with the exception of Absalom, who 
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had barely readied roiuibood, when the care of his health, as 
Bote Haid, proved too great a burden to hiin. 

Woodbury was ushered, not into the parlor, but into the 
room ordinarily oocnpied by the famiiy. A single candle was 
buniing on the table, dimly lighting the apiirtment. Mrs. 
Slerryfield came forward to receive her guest, followed by Mrs. 
Waldo, who said, with unusual gravity ; " You are in time — 
we were just about to commence." 

Sealed around the table were Hannah Thnrston, Mr. Waldo, 
Seth Wattles, Tanner, the lawyer, and a cadaverous stranger, 
who could be no other than Mr. Dyce: A motion of his band 
dissuaded the company from rising, and they gravely bowed 
to Woodbury without speaking. Mr. Dyce, after a rapid 
glance at the new-comer, fixed hie eyes upon the table. He 
was a middle-aged man, broad-shouldered but spare, with long, 
dark hair, eimken cheeks, and eyea in which smouldered some 
powerful, uncanny magnetic force. 

After Woodbury had taken his scat at the table, and Mr, 
Merryficid had closed the door, the medium spoke, in a low 
but strong voice : 

" Take away the candle." 

It was placed upon a small stand, in a oorDcr of the room. 
"Shall I put it out 7" asked the host 

Mr. Dyce shook his bead. 

Presently a succession of sharp, crackling raps was beard, as 
if made on the under surface of the table. They wandered 
about, uow fainter, now stronger, for a few moments, and then 
approached Mrs. Merrylield. 

" It's Absalom 1" she cried, the yearning of a mother's heart 
overleaping the course of experiment. " What baa be to say 
to-night f" 

'* Will the spirit communicate throogh the alphabet ?" asked 
the medium. 

Three raps — " Tee." 

Lettered cards were Ifud upon the table, and the mediura, 
oommcncbg at A, touched them in sucoeesion until a r»p aa< 



A BTOBT OT AHEBICAH LI9% 



IIT 



1 the correct letter. This was written, and thu p 
repeated until the entire communication was obtained. 

" / Aaue bceti teaching my sht^s. JTu-y are waiting for 
m« on tfie steps of the temple. Good-nig/U, mother/" — was 
Abanlom's message. 

"How beautU'uir ezcliumed Seth Wattles. "The temple 
must mean the future life, and tho steps are the sacoeasive 
Ephercs. WUi any spirit ooranmuicate with me ?" 

llie raps ceaeed. Mr. I>yce raised his head, looked around 
■Willi his glow-worm eyes, and asked : " Does any one desire 
to spi^ with a relative or friend ? Does any one feel im- 
pressed with the presence of a spirit?" His glance rested on 
Htinnah Thurston. 

" I would like to ask," s^d she, as tho others remained si- 
lent, " whether the person whose name is in my mind, has any 
message for me." 

Af^er a pause, the medium shuddered, stretched out his 
hands upon the table, with the fingers rigidly crooked, lifted 
liis, head, and fixed his eyes on vacancy. His lips 'scarcely 
seenied to move, but a faint, feminine voice came from his 
throat. 

*" lam in a distant sphere," it said, " engaged in the labors 
Jbeijan while on earth. I bear a new name, for the promise 
oft/uit whieh I once had is fidJiUed" 

Uanuah Thurston said nothing. She seemed to be ponder- 
ing the meaning of what she had heard. Mrs, Waldo turned 
lo Woodbury, with a face which so distinctly said to him, 
without words ; " It's awfid I" that ho answered her, in a 
eimilar way ; " Don't be afriud 1" 

"Will you ask a question, Mr. Woodbury f" said the 

t'liave no objection," he sdd, in a serious tone, '* to select 
I, Bs Miss Tbarston has done, and let the answer test 
a what spirit it comes." 
After a rapid glance at the speaker, the medium pushed 
pencil and pupor across the table, saying: '^ Write tlte nam^ 
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fuld tlie pnper so tlint no oim can ste it, aiid hold it in yonr 
hand." Ho tlieu plaued one elbow on the table, and covcrctl 
his face with hia hucid, the Gugera ^li^htly neporalcd. 

Woodbury wrote — a king name, it deemed to tc — and 
folded the paper as directed. Some wandering, uuuji'taiii 
raps followed. Communicaitun hy means of tlie iilphab«t 
WHS proposed to the spirit, n-ithoat a responBo. After a 
RiifGcient pause to denote refusal, the raps commenced 
again. 

Mr. Dyce shuddered sevei'al tiities, bat no sound proceeded 
from Uis month. Suddenly turning towards Woodbury with 
BBt eyes, and poinling his Soger, he exoluimod : " He is stand- 
ing behind you I" 

The others, startled, looked towards the point indicated, and 
even Woodbury involuntarily trirned his licad. 

" I see him," continued the medium — " a dark man, not of 
OUT race. He weara a splendid head-dress, and oniiunenia of 
gold. His eyes ure 8a<l and hU Itps are dosed : he is permits 
ted to show liis presence, but not to speak to you. Kow he 
raises both hands to his forehead, and disappears," 

" Who was it ?" asked Mrs. Waldo, e-agerly. 

Woodbury silently unfolded the paper, and handed tt to her. 
Even Mr. Dyce could not entirely couoeal his uuriosity to hear 
the name. 

" What is this 1" snid she. "I can soarcely read it : Bab — 
Baboo Uugbutty Chum Chuckerbatty 1 It is oertaiuly no- 
body's name I" 

" It is the actual name of an acqauntanco of mine, in Cal 
cutta," Woodbury answered. 

" A Hindoo !" exclaimed Mr. Dyce, with a triumphant air ' 
" that accounts for his inability to use the alphabi^i." 

" I do not see why it should," rejoined Woodbury, " uiilean 
he has forgotten his English since I left India." 

" He did sgieak English, then ?" BevernI askinL 

" Did, and stdl d04.'S, I presume. At lunat, he w:is not dead, 
ihreti moiitlis ago," ha nnswtired, so quietly and gravely tiuti 
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none of the company (escept, perhaps, the mediura) snppised 
that a trick had been intended. 

" Not dead !" some one esclfumod, in great amaaement. 
" Why (lid yoa enramon him ?" 

" Because I did not wish to evoke any friend or relative 
whom I have lost, and I had a curiosity to ascertain whether 
the Bpirits of the living could be summoned, as well as those 
of the dead." 

Tliere was a blank silence for a few moments. Only Bule, 
who had stolen into the room and taken a quiet seat in one 
eonior, with hia eyea wide open, gave an audible chucklq. 

Mr. Dyce, who had conoealed a malignant expression under 
his hand, now lifted a serene face, and said, in a solemn voice : 
"Tlie livinff, as we call them, cannot uanrp the powers and 
pririleges of those who have entered on the spiritual life. Tlie 
spirit, whose name was written, has either left the enrth, or 
that of another, nnconscionsly present in the gentleman's mind, 
has presented itself." 

The believers brightened up. How simple was the explana- 
tion! The mere act of writing the name of one Hindoo had 
recalled others to Mr. Woodbury's memory, anti liis thonghls 
must have dwelt, en ^oaaaM*,— probably withont his being in 
the least aware of it, so rapid is menial action, — on some other 
Hindoo fVieod, long since engaged in climbing the successive 
Bpheres. In vain did he protest against having received even 
n flying visit from the recollection of any such person. Seth 
Wattles triumphantly asked: "Are you always aware of 
every thing llmt passes throngh yonr mind ?" 

Mrs. Merryfiehl repeated a question she had heard the week 
before : *' Con you always pick up tlie links by which yon pass 
from one thought to another ?" 

Her hnsband modestly thrust in a anggestjon: "Perhaps 
yonr friend Chuckerchnm is now among the spirits, as it 
were." 

Mr. Dyce, who had been leaning forward, with liis arms un- 
der the table, during those remarks, suddenly lifted his head, 
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exclaiming: "He has come back I" — wliich prodtuxedai 
tary silence. "Tes — I cannot refuse jou!" he aiided, as if 
addressing the spirit, and then etarted violently from his aeat, 
twbtiiig hia left arm as if H had reoi-tved a severe blow. He 
drew up his coju-alceve, which was broad and loose, then the 
sleeve of his shirt, and displayed a aallow arm, upon the sMii 
of which were some red mnrks, somewhat resembling the let- 
ters "R. R." In a few moments, however, the marks laded 
away. 

" His initials 1 Who can it be ?" said SetJi. 

"Rammohun Royl" said Hannah Thurston, betrayed, as it 
almost seemed, into a temporary belief in the reality of the 
visitation. 

"I assure yoii," Woodbury answered, "that nothing was 
fiirthcr from my thoughts than the name of Kaminohnn Roy, 
ft person whom I never saw. If I wished lo bo convinced 
that those phenomena proceed fi-om spirits, I sliould select some 
one who could give me satisfactory evidence of his identity." 

"The skeptical will not believe, though one came from 
heaven to convince them," remarked the medium, in a hollow 
tone. 

There tvas an awkward silence. 

"My friends, do not disturb the atmosphere 1" cried Mr. 
Merryfield ; " I hope we shall have further manife stations," 

A loud rap on the table near him seemed to be intended as s 
reply. 

Mr. Dyce's hand, after a few nervous jerks, seized the pen- 
cal, and wrote rapidly on a slieet of paper. After completing 
the mcs<inge and appending the signature to the bottom, he 
heaved a d<>ep sigh and fell back in his chair. 

Mr. Mi-rryfield eagerly grasped ilie paper. "Ah I" said he, 
" it is my tiieud I" and read tbo following: 

"jffe ye not weak of vision to perceive the coming triumph 
of Truth. R-en l/iough she crefp lO^e a tortoise mi (As rac4!, 
while Stror Imijit lika <i /mre, ytt shall tftejirtt reiKh ths goid. 
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7^ liffht from the tpirit^orkl is only beginning to daien tip- 
n the night of Earth, Wiien tfie nun shall rite, only the </wl* 
and biitt among men will be Mind to its riiya. Tlien Ifie per- 
fect day of Liberty ahaUJiU the eky, and eve/i the a/Aeres of 
tpirita lie gladtlctted by r^fkcttons from the realm of mortcdt ! 

" BlUfJAUIK LUNDT." 

In spilP of wrtain inaccuraciea in the Bpt^lling of this iiiefl- 
ESge, tlie roador's face brightened with satis liictioii. " There !" 
he exclnimed — " there is a genuine test ! Ko one but the 
Bpirit of Luudf , ns it were, could have written those words." 
" Why not ?" naked Woodbury. 

" Why — why — tho foot of Hercoles sticks out 1" said Mr. 
Merryfield, fiklling, in his confnaion, from the lolly str:un. 
" You never knowed tlio sainted Lundy, the purest and most 
iKVutiful spirit of tliis age. Thoae are bis very — yes, he would 
make the same expressions, as it were, if his voice could, — if 
be were still in the flesh." 

Woodburj''s eyes, mechanically, wandered to Mrs. Waldo 

and Hannah Thurston. The former presei'ted a giave face, 

but a EtDJte, perceptible to him aione, lurked at the bottom of 

her eyes. The latter, too earnest iu all things to disguiee the 

expression of her most fleeting emotions, looked annoyed and 

Woodbury determined to take no further part in the 

I proceedings — a mental conclusion which Mr. Dyce was suffi- 

I denlly clairvoyant to feel, and which relieved while it discon- 

I certed him. 

Varions other spirits announced their presence, bnt their 
I oomcnnnicatioiis became somewhat incoherent, and the semi- 
I believers present were not strengthened by the evening's ex- 
I periments. Mr. Waldo, in answer to a mental question, rt- 
I cdvt'd the following message : 

'^ I will not my that my mind dwflt loo ttrongly on il<« 
I tyj^ioU hy uMch fhith i* exjrreised, for through tymbota tkt 
1 ThuA wag made clear to me. There are many path; but they 
U kav« the tame ending." 
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** There can be no doubt of tiat. Are you not satiafled ?" 
asked Selh Wattles. 

"Xot quite. I had expected a different mesBage Iroin the 
spirit I selected," said Mr. Waldo. 

" Was it not Beza Cimmer ?" 

" No 1" was the astonisbed reply : " I was thinking of k 
Echool-mate and friend, who took passage for the West Indies 
in a vessel that waa never heard of afterwards." 

" We must not forget," said Mr. Dyce, "that our friends in 
the spirit^world still retain their independence. You may send 
for a neighbor to come and see you, and while yoq are wailing 
for him, another may unexpectedly step in. It is jnt^t so in our 
intercourse with spirits : we o.imiot control them. We cannot 
8.iy to one : 'cornel' nnd to another: 'gol' We must abido 
their pleasure, in faith and humility." 

Mr. W.ildo s^d nothing, aud made no further attempt st 
conversauon with hia lost school-mate. Seth Wattles sumnwn- 
ed, in succession, the spirits of -Socrates, Touissant L'Ouver- 
t'lre, and Mrs. 1lKm-Ti", but neither of them was inclined to 
communicate with him. 

After a while, some one remarked: "Will they not more 
palpably mauilest themselves?" 

'■ We can try," said Mr. Dyco. 

Mr. Merryfield thereupon took the solitary candle into an ad- 
joining room. As the shutters were closed, the apurtment was 
tlius left iu complete darkness. The guests kept their seals 
around the table, and it was apedally enjoined upon diem not 
to move. At the end of a few minutes mstliug noises were 
heard, lond rapa resounded on the table, which was scvcrtU 
times violently lifted and let down, and blows were denlt at 
random by invisible baoda. Those who were so forlauule ns 
to be struck, communicated the news in a whisper to tliwr 
neighbors. Presently, also, the Utile old-fashioned piaao, 
standing on one eidt of the room, began to stir its rusty 
keys. After a few discordant attempW at cUorii*, & sin- 
gle hand appeared to be ondenvorbig to pUjr "Dajfi i>f 
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Ahtcnre" the antmied keys milking the melody still more 
dianiai. 

It wafl enough to set one's teelh on edge, but Mrs. Merry- 
firfd barst into tears. " Oh !" she cried, " it's Angelina ber- 
wlf! Sbo iras taking leasons, and had just got that fax when 
slie died." 

"Hie eomnSs ceased, and light was restored to the room. Mr, 
I>yc« vt& leaning on the table, with hie face in his hands. Ab 
he fitted his head, a Urge dark Btain appeured under fats right 

"Why, what has happened to yon?" cried Merryfield. 
" Tour eye is quite black !'' 

The medium, whose glance happened to fall upon his right 
hand, dosed it so suddenly that the gesture would have at- 
tracted notice, if he had not skilfully merged it into one of bis 
oonvulaive shudders. A rapid flnsh came to his face, and pass- 
ed away, Itaviiig it yellower than before. 

"The unfriendly spirits are unusually active to-night," he 
finidl^ answered i " They are perhaps encouraged by the prea- 
ence of doubters or scoffers, I name no nannes. I received 
acveral severe blows while the light was removed, and feel ex- 
haosted by the struggles I have undergone. But it is noth- 
ing. The spirit of Paracelsus will visit me to-night, and re- 
move the traces of this attack. Had the atmosphere b^en 
pare, it could not have occuixed. But some who are here 
present are yet incapaUe of receiving the Ti-uth, and their 
presence clouds the divine light throngb which tlie. highest 
roanifotations are madeL** 

Woodbury was too much disgusted to answer, ffis eye fell 
■pon Bate, who sat in the comer, with his large hand cover- 
ing Ids mouth, and )ii« face scarlet. 

" I conAiss," said Mr. Waldo, turning to the medium, " that I 

a not convinced of ihe spirit nnl characlerof these phenomena. 
J do Dot pnifess to explain them, bnt neither can I explain 
muoh llml I see in Nature, daily; and I do not perceive the 
oroeiudty of referring thorn at once to supernatural causes. 
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By BUch an aasumption, the spiritual world is degraded in o 
eyes, wiihout, in my opinion, any increase of positive Irittb, 
even if the assumption were correct. A man who is rually so 
blind an to dli^believein the fatiire life, would not be converlcd 
by aoy tbiog we hare seen here to-night ; while for us, who be- 
lieve, the phenomena are annecessary." 

" What I" esdaimed Mr. Dyce. " You do not appr^ate 
the dirine utterances from the world of spirits I Ton do not 
recognize the new and glorious Truths, the germa of a more 
perfect Creed !" 

"I would prefer," the parson mildly answered, "not to hear 
the word ' diviue' so applied. No : to be entirely frank, I see 
nothing new, or CTen true, in comparison with the old. Eternal 
Truth." 

" But," intemipled Merryfield, desperately, seeing the bright 
assent on Hannah Thurston's face ; " do you not belleTe in 
Progress P Have we, as it were, exhausted— are we at the 
end of truth ?" 

" Most certainly I believe in the forward march of onr race. 
We are still childien in wisdom, and have much to learn. But 
let me ask, my fricTtd, do you not believe that the future life is 
on immeaaiirable advance upon thia ?" 

" Yes," said Merryfield. 

" Then," Mr. Waldo continued, " why is it that tbe profess- 
ed commnni cations from great minds, snuh as Socrates, Luther, 
or tbe Apostles themselves, are below the e:cpressioii3 of even 
average human intellect ?" 

The believers stared at each other in dumb amazement.! 
The coolness with which the parson took hold of and trampled 
opon tlieir gems of snperhuman wisdom, was like that of St. 
Boniface, when be l^d the axe to the sacred Hessiim oak. 
His bearerR, like tbe Bruida on that occasion, were passive, 
A-om the sheer impossibility of comprehending the sacrilege. 
Mr. Dyce shook bis head and heaved a sigh of oommiser&liou. 
Seih Wattles clasped his hands, lifted bis eyes, and muttered 
in a hoarse voice: "The time will come" Mr*. Merryfldd 
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was tmable to recall any pbraae that applied to the case, but 
wiped her eyes for the third time once the mysterious pei-for- 
nmnce od the piano. 

Mm. Waldo, however, looked at her Imaband with a smile 
which said to him: " I knew yon could silence them wlienever 
yoa choose to show your strength." Then, rising, she added, 
aloud : " Now the atmpspherc is certainly disturbed. Let ns 
GOnie back to our preseut existence, which, after all, is very 
good, when one has health, friends, and n contented spirit." 

Mr. Merryfield whispered to his wife, who disappeared in 
the Idtehcu. " Don't go yet>" be said to his guests, who 
bad risen from the table; "we must warm yoa, before yon 
BUrt." 

"1b it possible? whiskey -pnnch !" asked Woodbury, aside, 
of Mrs. Waldo. 

" Hash ! The very suggestion of Bucb a thing would min 
you, if it were known," she replied. 

At the end of a few minutes, Mrs. Merryfield reappeared, 
followed by a negro girl, who bore sever.il steaming plates on 
a japanned tray. They proved to contain slices of mince-pi«, 
rfchaufre, and rather palatable, although heavy, in the absence 
of brandy. Mrs. Merryfield, during the day, had seriously 
thought of entertaining her gnests with coffee ; but as she was 
thoroughly convinced of the delcteriona nature of the bever- 
age, she decided that it would be no less criminal to (bmish it 
t* otberB than if she drank it herself. Consequently they re- 
ceived, instead, glasses of hot lemonade, which, by an assooiai- 
tion of ideas, almost convinced Woodbury, in spite of himself, 
that he was sulToring under an attack of influenza. 

Mr. Dyce, who adroitly mianaged to keep the left aide oi 
his face towards the candle, ate his portion with great relish. 
His spiritual office being ended for the day, he returned with 
avidity to the things of this worid, -ind entered into a defence 
■ of animal food, addressed to Setb Wattles, who was inclined 
I to be a Vegetarian. Indeed, the medium dropped hints unfa- 
Torable to the Tetnperanoe reform, which would have shocked 
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some of his hearers, if he had not baaed them, Uke the most of 
his opinions, on spiritaal commnniontions. 

As llio gUGiits were putting on their coats and cloaks in the 
httll, Woodbury overheard Mrs. Waldo, furtively saying to lier 
spouse : " I am so glad you spobe your mind." 

" I must thnnk you, also, Mr. Waldo," s^d Hannah Thurs- 
ton. " One should not too willingly accept any thing so new 
nnd strange. For the sake of the truth we already possess, 
it is right to he cantious " 

" And now it is my tnm to thank yow, Miss Thurston," re- 
joined Woodbury, gayly, as they went ont into the cool mght- 
ur. 

She tmderstood him. For one instant her habitual antago- 
nism asserted itself, but she conquered it by a strong efforL 
The night hid her face, and her voice was evcu-toned and 
sweet as ever, as she answered: "I am glad there is one point 
on which we can agree." 

"Oh, there are a great many, I assure yon," ho exclaimed, 
with a lightness which, she know not why, struok her unpleas- 
antly : " If we could take away from your surplus of earnest- 
nesB, to complete my lack of it, we should get on very well 
togolher." 

" Can one be too much in earnest ?" she asked. 

"Decidedly. There are relative values in ethics, as in every 
thing else. Yoa wonld not pull a pink with the same serious 
application of strength which you would use, to wind a bucket 
out of a well. But Mrs. Waldo waits : good-night 1" 

He lifted her into the cutter, the horses started, and she waa 
ofi before she had fairly time lo consider what he meant. Bui 
the words were too singular to be forgotten. 

Bute now made his appearance, and Woodbury took his seat 
in the cutter beside him. Dick was another horse when bin 
head was pointed towards home, and the bells danced to a 
lively measure as they passed up the valley in the face of tho 
wind. Tlie rising moon struggled through olondK, and but two 
or three stsirs were visible overhead. The night was weird 
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wid ami, BTid in its presence the tmh and the mitalgenciea of 
dafligbt beiianie indistinct dreams. Woodbury recnlled, with 
a feeling of Intense repngniince, the occurrences of the even- 
iog. " Better," ho Sidd to himself, " a. home for the soul with- 
in the volcanic rings of yonder barren moon, witli no more than 
the privacy it may command in this life, than to be placed on 
the fvrest star of the nuiverse, and be held at the beclc and 
call of every mean mind that dares to juggle with sano- 
titles." 

Plnngcd in these meditations, be did not at first notice the 
short, half-suppressed spirts of laughter into which Bute occa- 
sionally broke. The latter, at last, unable to enjoy his fnn 
alone, said : 

"When you looked at me, Mr. JAax., I thought Fd ha' 
bnst. I never was so nigh giinn' way in my life." 

"What was it ?" asked Woodbury, 

"Well, you mnsn't say nothin'. /done it." 

"You 1" 

" Yes, ha ! ha ! But he's no idee who it was," 

"Did you strike him in the face, Bute ?" 

" Lord, no ! He done all the strikio' there was done to-night 
I fixed it better 'n that. You see I suspicioned they'd git Auge- 
iiny's Bpirat to playin' on the pyanna, like th' other time I was 
there. Thinks I, I've a notion how it's done, and if I'm right, 
it's easy to show iL So, afore comb' into the Rettin'-room, I 
jisl went through the kitchen, and stood awhile on the hearth, 
to warm my feet, like. I run one arm up the chimblcy, when 
nobody was lookin', and rubbed my hand full o' soft sut. 
Then I set tn the comer, and held my arm behind me over the 
back o" the cheer, till the candle was took out. Now's the 
time, thinks T, and quick as wink I slips up to the pyanna — I 
knowed if they'd heerd me they'd think it wits a spirut — and 
rubbed ray sulty band very (|iiiotly over the black keys. I 
didn't dare to bear on, hut, thinks I, some '11 come of^ and ho '11 
be sure to git it on /iw hands. Do you see it, Mr. M.i*. ? 
Whea the light come back, there tie was, solemn enough, with 
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a black eye, ha! ha I I cotilcbH git a sight of his hand, 
thongh ; he shet his fist and kep' it under the table.'* 

Woodbury at first laughed heartily, but his amusement soon 
gave place to indignation at the swindle. " Why did you not 
expose the fellow ?" he asked Bute. 

" Oh, what's the use 1 Them that believes wouldn't believe 
any the less, if they'd seen him play the pyanna with their own 
eyes. Fve no notion o' mnnin' my head into a hornet's nest, 
and gittin' well stung, and no honey to show for my pains." 

With which sage observation Bute drove up to the door of 
Lakeside. 
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ra WmCII WE HKAB A DIVERTiyO STOKT. 

Tax winter wore away, slowly to the inhabitants of Ptol- 
emy, rafiiilly ntid agreeably to the owner of Lakeside, who 
drank lU'e, activity, and cheerfulueiis from the steady oold. 
Every day, while the snow lasted, his outter was to bo seen on 
ih» roads. Dick proved entirely inadequate to his needs and 
was toroed over to Bute's nse, while the fastest horse out of 
Fairlamb'a livery-stable in Ptolemy took his platie. Wood- 
bury's drives extended not only to Anacreon and the neighbor- 
ing village of Nero Corners — a queer little place, stuck out of 
eight in a hollow of tlie npland, — but frequently as far as Tibe- 
rios, which, being situated on a branch of the New York Cen- 
tral, considered itself quite metropolitan. The inliiibitants took 
sepecial delight in ita two principal street^!, wherein the hougea 
were jammed together as compactly as possible, and huge 
[ brick blocks, with cornices and window-caps of cast-iron, star- 
I t«d up pompimsly between oni;-atory buildings of wood, saying 
I to the country people, on market days : " Behold, a city I" 

The fanners around Ptolemy, who believe that every man 
' born ill a large town, and ignorant of either farming or some 
mechiutical employment, must neuessarlly be soft, weak, and 
cffiuTunate in bis nature — " spoiled," so far as true masculine 
grit ia concerned — were not a liale astonished at Woodbury'a 
activity and powers of endurance. More than onoe some of 
them had met him, sheeted with snow and driving in the teeth 
I of a furious north-eastern storm, yet singing merrily to himself 
isif ho liked it all! It was noticetl, too, that a vigorous red I 
vm driving away the tan of Indian summers from bis chei 
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that a listless, indifferent expreaaion, which at firat made tltoa 
Bay " he h:)S eleepy eyes,'' hud vanisbed from those orgaii!>, aa 
if a veil had been withdrawn, leaving them clear and keen, 
with a cheerful, wide-awake nature looking out. Thus, 
although his habitual repose of manner remained, it no longer 
impressed the people as somothtng foreign and uncomfortable ; 
and the general feeling towards him, in spite of thu attacks of 
Mr. Grindle and the indnuations of Seth Wattles, was respect- 
ful and friendly. Bute, who was a fonfirraeJ favorite among 
the people, would suffer no word to be aaid against his master, 
and wont so far as to lake a respectable man by the throat, in 
the oyster-cellar under the Ptolemy House, for epeokiug of 
him as a " stuck-up aristocrat." 

That part of a man's life which springs from his physical 
teraperament seemed, in Woodbury's case, to have stood still 
during his sojourn abroad. After tho tropical torpidity of his 
system had been shaken oS; he went batik ten years in the 
sudden refreshment of his sensations. The delicate cuticle of 
youth, penetrated with the finer nerves which acknowledge 
every touch of maturing existence as a pleasure, was partially 
restored. The sadness engendered by hard experience, the 
scorn which the encounter with human meanness and selfislt 
uess left behind, the half-contemptuous pity which the pride 
of shallow brains provoked — these were features of hia nature, 
which, impressed while it was yet plastic, wore now loo firmly 
set to be erased ; but they were overlaid for the time by the 
joyous rush of physical aenaation. His manner lost that first 
gravity which suggested itself even in his most relaxed and 
playful moods ; he became gay, l>rilliant, and bantering, and 
was the life of the oirclea in which lie moved. As the owner 
of Lakeside, alt circles, of course, were open to hiin ; but Ue 
soon discovered the most congcidal society aud selected It, 
without regard to ihe distinctions which previuledln I'tolemy. 
As no standard of merely social value was rocognizud, the 
little community was divided nctxirdiug to the wvaltb, or tb« 
religiooa views of Its members ; whence arose tliOM jeatooasi 



A BTOKT OF AMERICAS LIFE. IJ] 

iDd rivalriea which the Great Sewing-Uuion had for a time 
■nppreeeed. Wbodbary soon perceiced thia fact, and deter- 
mined, at the start, to preserve big eoi'ial independeiioe. 
Neither of the circles could complain of bciug neglected, yet 
oeitber could claim exclusire possesaion of biiu. He took tea 
Lwit'e in one week witli the Rev. Lemnel Styles, and the heart 
of Miss Legrand, the clergyman's BJster-in-law, began to be 
agitated by a vagae Iiopo ; but, in a few days aiVerwardB, he 
accompanied the Misaes Smith (Seveuth-day BaptistB) on a 
aleigliing party lo Atauga City, and was seen, on the follow- 
ing Sunday, to ent^r the Cimmerian chnrcb. 

Between the Waldos and himself, a sincere friendship had 
grown lip. The parson and his wife possessed, in common 
with Woodbury, a basis of healthy common sense, which, in 
spite of the stubborn isolation of their sect, made them tole- 
rant. Tliey bad no idea of taming life into a debatiug-sohool, 
and coold hear adverse opinions incidentally dropped, in the 
coarse of conversation, without considering that each word 
wu thrown down as a gage of combat. Hence, Woodbury 
found no plessnnt«r house than theirs, iu all his rounds, and the 
trmk. way in which he occasionally claimed their scanty bospi- 
laHly wa« so mnch like thai of a brother, that the parson de- 
clared to his wife, it expressed Ids idea of Christian society. I 
am afVaid I shall iujnre Mr. Waldo's reputation, but I am 
bound to state that Woodbury waa l!ie last man whom he 
would have attempted to secure, as a proscljte. 

One evening in March, after the winter had begun to meli 
away on the long liill sweeping from the eastern valley around 
lo Lttkeaiile, a Ihlle party accidentally assembled in Stf 
Woldo'a jiarlor. Since the proceeds of the Fair had enable. 
her to cover its walU with a cheap green paper, and to Bubstitute 
a coarse carpet of the same color for the tattered thing which 
•lie had transferred to ber bed-room, the apartment was vastly 
improved. The borse-bair eofn and chairs, it is true, bad per- 
formed a great deal of service, but they were able to do it ; 
the theet-irou stove gave out a comfortable warmth ; and the 
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one treasure of the parsonage, a melodeon, which did the 
duty of an organ on Suudaye, was in tolerubte tune. Hniinali 
Thurston eontribuled a vaae of grasses, exquisitely ananged, 
wliich obliged Mrs. Waldo to buy a plaster brat-ket from an 
itinerant Italian. She could ill afford to spare the half-dollar 
ivliifh it cost — and, indeed, most of the women in her 
husband's congregation shook their heads and murmtirect: 
" Vanity, vanity 1" when they saw it — but a little self-dcninl in 
her housekeeping, which no one else than herself ever knew, 
reconciled the deed to her conscience. Woodburj- brought to 
her from New York an engraving of Ary Scheffer's " Christna 
Consolator," nhicli not only gave her great delight, but was 
of service in a way she did not suspect. It hung opposite to 
the grasses, and thus thoroughly counterbalanced their prfr- 
Bumed " vanity," in the eyes of Cimmerian visitors.' Indeed, 
they wore not sore but a moral effect was intended, and this 
uncertainty stopped the remarks which might otherwise have 
spread far and wide. 

The party in Mrs. Waldo's parlor was assembled by acci- 
dent, wo have said ; bnt not entirely so. Hannah ThiirBtoii 
had been invited to tea by the hostess, and Woodbury by Mr. 
Waldo, who had met him in the streets of Ptolemy. This 
coinddence was tminlenlional, although not unwelcome to the 
hosts, who, liking both their guests he.iriily, could not account 
for the evident prejudice of the one and the indifference of 
the other. Mrs. Waldo had long since given np, as insane, 
her first hope of seeing the two drawn together by mtitnal 
magnetism ; all she now desired was to establish an fnlentt 
cordiale, since the entente d'amotir could never be. On this 
occasion, the parties behaved towards each other with such 
thorough courtesy and propriety, that, had Hannah Thurston 
been any other woman, Mrs. Waldo would have suspected the 
existence of an undying enmity. 

After lea Mr. and Mrs. Mi^rryfield made thvir appearance. 
Tlioy had come to Ptolemy to attend a lecture on Temperance 
by Abirum Stokeii, a noted orator of the cause, who, howi-Tpr, 
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&iled lo arrive. Seth Wattles presently followe-], jipjjMreijtJj. 
by scciii«Dt, bat reiilly by design. Ht had ascertained w!iere 
ilatinnh intended to pass the evening, frum the widow Thuiii- 

' ton's little aervant^inaid, whom he waylaid as she was conwig 
oi)t of the grocery-store, and diij not scruple to thrust himself 
iipou the company. His self-complacency was a little dia- 
lurbed by the sight of Woodbury, whose disconifitnre, during 

. the evening, he mentally resolved to aceomplish. 

His victim, however, was in an unusually cheerfu] mood, and 

I every arrow which the indignant Seth shot, though fealliered 
to the barb with insinaation, flew wide of the mark. Wood- 
bury joined In denunciation of the opium traffic ; Ite trampled 
«n the vines of pride, hypocrisy, and selfishness ; he abhorred 
inteinperiuicc, hated oppression, and glorified liberty. But he 
COOtJuaally brought the convcriiation back to its key-note of 
playful humor, cordially seconded hy Mrs. Waldo, whose only 
taulti in the eyes of her reforming friends, was that she had 
no taste for serious discusuon. Seth, finally, having exhaasted 
his qtuver, began to declaim against the corruptmg indoenue 
of cities. 
" It ia time that hackneyed superstition were given up," said 

I Woodbury. "Everybody repeats, after poor old Cowper, 
*God m.ode the country and man made the town;' therefore, 
one is divine, and tjie other — the opposite. As if God had no 

I fut in that human bruin and those human afieclions, out of 
vfaicb spring Art, and Discovery, and the varied fabric of 

I Society I As if maa bod do part in making Nature attractive 
d enjoyable lo ua I" 

" Cities arc created by the selSsliuess of man," cried Setli, ft 
fittle pompously. 

"AwJ farms, I suppose, are created entirely hy henevo- 

I IdDw!" retorted Woodbury, laughing. "Ton Reformers 

j have the least cause to oomplmn of cities. Tou got your 

I T^nperaace &om BsJtimore, and your Abolition from Bos- 
ion." 
"That prore* nothing: there was one just man even io 
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t^ 4od«in t" exclumed Seth, deternuned not to be pat 

"Bat, of conrve, people jrbo think fcuhion more importutt 

^tluui/)rinct/tl«, will alwaj-a adaiire a dtjr life," 

" Tee, it b F&ehioo," added Mrf>. Merryfield, who was tni- 

BlMnallf dyspeptic that evening — "it ia Fashion that has iia^ 

Ipeded the caose of woman. Fashion is the fetters wbieb 
ebaiDs hKt down aa the eUtre of man. How can she ~ 
right)), when she is edacated, as a child, to bdteve 
is her Doom ?" 

"If yoo were familiar with cities, Mrs. HerryfieU,'' 
Woodbury, " you would find that they admit of the 
approa<.'h to social independence. Fashion \a jnst 3« rigid in 
Ptolemy as it is in New York ; among the Hottentote or Dig- 
ger Indians, far more so. Not only that, bat Fashion is 
actiiaUy Decessary to keep ns from falling into chao& Suppose 
there were no snch thing, and you and Mr. Merryfii'Id llrvd in 
tents, dressed in oriental costume, while Mr. Waldo pre&obed 
ia feathers and war-paint, to Miss Thnrstoo, in a complete suit 
of steel armor, Mr. Wattles with Chinese pig-t^ and fiin, and 
tcyself in bag- wig, powder, and raffles !" 

The hearty langbler which followed this snggestion did not 
ulence Selh. "It is not a subject for friTolity," be eidaimed; 
" you cannot deny that Fashion corrupts the heart and de- 
stroys all the better impnlses of human nature." 

" I do deny it," replied Woodbury, whose nnnsnal patience 
was ne.ir]y exhausted. "All sweeping, nn discriminating asser. 
tions contain much that is both false and absnril, and yours is 
no exception. The foundation of character lies deejter than 
external customs, l^e honor of man, the virtue of woman, 
the pure humanity of both, is not afiected by the cut or odors 
of tbdr dress. If the race is so easily corrupted ns one might 
infer from your assertions, bow con yon ever expect to bud- 
oeed with your plans of reform ?" 

" I should not expect it," intcrpo«u<I Mrs. MerryficM, " if I 
liat) to di-pi-nd ou the women that worships iliu Alolocb of 
fitshion. Wliy, if I was tlm noblest nnd wisest of my sex, 
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they'd torn op their Doses at me, unless I lived in Fifth 
Avenne." 

A sweet, serions smUe, betraying thnt brealli of dried roaes 
which greets na as we open some forgotten voliime of the 
past, stole over Woodbury's face. His Toice, also, when 
he spoke, betrayed the change. Some memory, Goddenly 
awakened, had banished the present controversy from hia 
tnind. 

" It is strange," said he, slowly, addressing Mrs. Waldo, 
rather than the speaker, " how a new life, like mine in India, 
can make one forget what has gone before it. In this mo- 
ment, a carious episode of my youth suddenly comes bauk to 
me, distinct as life, and I wonder how it rould ever have been 
forgotten. Shall I give you a story in place of an argument, 
Mrs. Merryfield ? Perhaps it may answer for both. But if 
you can't acRept it in that light, you may have the last word," 

" Pray tell us, by all means 1" eiclairaed Mrs. Waldo. 

Woodbury looked around. Hannah Thurston, meeting hia 
questioning glance, silently nodded, Seth was sullen and gave 
no sign. Mrs. Merryfield answered, " I'd like to hear it, well 
enough, Fm sure," whereto her husband added : " So would 
I, as — as it were." Thus encouraged, Woodbury began : 

" It happened after my father's death, and before I left New 
York for Calcutta. I was not quite twenty when he died, and 
his bankruptcy left me penniless, jtist at the lime of life when 
such a condition is most painfully felt. In my case it was 
worse than usual, because bo utterly unexpected, and my 
education had in no way prepared me to meet it. Every thing 
went : house, furniture, hbrary, and even those domestic triflea 
which are hardest to part with. A few soovenirs of my 
mother were saved, and a friend of the family purchased and 
gave to me roy father's watch. My brother-in-law waa unable 
to help me, because he was greatly involved in the ruin. He 
sent my sistvr and their children to live in a cheap New Jer- 
sey Tillage, while hu undertook a journey to New Orleans, in 
the hopo of retrieving his poution by a lucky stroke nt 



bdshiesB. Thos, irhluii & montfa sfler the f^meiid 
father, I fotmd myself alone, poor, aod faomeleM. It was ni 
1637, and the great finaDcisl crash waa jnsi brginnrtig (o 
tttonder in meD*s ears. My faiher'B friends wem too miKh 
tonc«rnpd about their own interests to care especially ftw 
mine. It was no single case of raisfortane : ibere veTA ex- 
lunples eqnally hard, on all aiea, very soon. 

" XeTcrthcless, I was not suffered to become a TSg»b(mA 
A rabordinale clerkship was procured for me, at a sahuy of' 
two hondred and fifty dollars a year I was tgnoraDt W 
bounesB, for my father had intended that I sbonld study lanr, 
after completing my collegiate coarse, and the cbaracler of 
my mind was not well adapted for commercial life. Ths 
salary, small as it was, fully equalled the value of my services^ 
and I should hare m.ide it suffice to meet my wants, if I had 
received it panctu.illy. But my employer bo narrowly eecap^ 
rain during the crisis that he was oflen niiablc to pay me, or 
my fellow-ck-rks, our monthly wages, and I, who had no little 
hoard to draw upon, like the others, sometimes sufiijred the 
most pmnfiil eniburrassment. I have frequently, this winter, 
heard the praises of a vegetable diet. I have some riglit fA 
give my opinion on the subject, as I tried the experiment for 
two months at a time, and must say that It lotiJly failed. 

"I was toij proud to borrow money, at such timt-s, and was, 
moreover, exceedingly Eensitire lest my situation sIiotiM becoDW 
known. The boarding-bouse, where I first made my home, be- 
came unco 111 fortablQ, because I was not always rcaily with lliy 
money on Salurd.iy morning. Besides, it wns a Hi cop place, kepi 
by an old woman with two sentiment*! dntighters, who wore] 
their hair in cnrls and always smelt of sassafras soap. There were 
various rc.asona which you will nuderstaud, without my telling 
you, why iny residence there grew at last to be itistiflerabl& I 
acddentally discovered that the owner of ft corner grocery Id 
the Bowery had n vacant room over hU store, ivith a separaio 
untrunco from the croaw-ftrvd, olid that ho conid supply me, at 
a cheap rent, with the most, necessary fliruitaro. The bargaia 
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« ROOQ inad& The room and Aimit ure cost me a doQar a week, 
I ud my food oonld be regulated according to my raeans. Tha 
[ oommou eating-houses stipjilied mi?, now and ibep, with a meal, 
1 but I ofteneet bought my bread at the baker's, and filled my 
I pitcher from the hydi'ant in Ibe back'yard, I was also so far 
I independent that I could choose my associates, and regulate 
I my personal habits. I asstire you that I never washed my 
I face with sassafras soap." 

Mrs. Waldo laughed heartily at this declaration, and Mi* 
I Merryfield innocently exclaimed ; " Why, Fm sure it's very 
I good for the akin." 

"Meanwhile," Woodbury continued, "I still kept up inter- 

urse with the circle iu whicfa my father moved, and which, 
I St that time, would have been called ' fashionable.' Some 
t fiimilies, it is true, felt a restraint towards me which I was too 
I BGD^tive not to discover. The daughters had evidently been 
I Tamed against loo great a display of sympathy. On the other 
I hand, I made new and delightful acquaintances, of equal social 
I Btanding, by whom I was treated with a delicacy and a gener- 
I Dua coDsideratioii which I shall never forget. In fact, what 
I ever Christian respect I may exhibit, in my intercourse with 
I Otben', I learned from those families. You may know what 
I they were, Mr. Waldo, by imagining how you woidd treat me, 
I now, if I should suddenly lose my property. 

" I had been living in this manner for a year, or thereabouts, 

■ when the maiu incident of my etory occurred. In the circle 
Iwhere I was moat intimate, there were two or three wealthy 
ibscbelors, who had handsome residences iu the neighborhood 
lof Bloecker street (there was no Fifth Avenue then). These 
Kgenllemon had, in turn, given eDtertainment<« during the win- 
iter, and had taken such pains to make them agreeable to the 
^jonng ladies, that they constituted a feature of the Re.ison. 
rThe company was small and select, on these occasions, two or 

■ three married pairs being present for the sake of propriety, 
o society was ever more genial, joyous, and unconstrained 

■ in tone. At the last entertainment, our host finished by giving 
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iw a clioiw sapper, to which ire rat down in order to enjoy tt 
tfaoTDngbljr. I haro bod « prejndicv Kgninst all ambolatory 
suppers since. There were songs and toasts, and fun of tba 
purest nnd most sparkling qnalilr. At last, one of tbe yoan^ 
bidies said, wiib a mock despair: 'So, tbis is the end of onr 
bwAelor eTeninga. Wbsl a pilvl I am ready to wish that 
joa other gentlemen bad remained «Dgle, for our safees, Tou 
know yon cannot gire us such deligbtfiil parties as tbis.' 

" ' Are there really do more bachelors !' exclaimed Miss 
Remington, a tall, beautiful ^rl, who sat opposite to nw^ 
' 3Iuiit we sing : Locliaber no more ? But that will never do: 
some married man must retract bis tow, for our sakes.' 

"One of tbe latter, looking around tbe table, an«wercdt 
' Let US be certain, first, that we are at the end of the Ulb 
Belknap, Moulton, Parks — yes — but stop I there's Woodbary I 
too modest to speak for himself.' 

"'Woodbury I Woodbury 1' they all shouted, the young 
ladies insisting that I sAou/of and nm^ entertain them in my 
turn. My hcnrt came into my throat. I attempted to Inug^ 
off tbe idea iw a jest, but they were too joyously excited to 
heed me. It was a cruel embarrassment, for none of the com- 
pany c*-on knew where I lived. My letters were always sent 
to the office of my employer. Moreover, I bad bat fire doi- 
lars, and bad made a resolution never to live in advani'C ofmf 
wage*. What was I to do I Tbe other guests, ignoraiit of 
My oonf\iHion, or not heeding it, were already talking of tlw 
entertaiument as settled, and began to saggeai tbe evening 
when it shonld take plaoe. I was meditating, iu a sort of deB> 
poration, whether I should not spring up and rush out of the 
house, when I caught Miss Remington's eye. I saw that she 
understood my emlMrrassmcnt, aud wanted to help me. Uer 
look said 'Accept I* — n singular fancy darted through my 
mind, and I initaiitly regained my self-possession. I informod 
the oompnny that I should be very happy to receive ihotn, md 
that my entertainmnnt should bwir the same proportion to my 
moans as tliat of our host. The invitations were given and 



accepted on the spot, ana an evening selected from the follnir- 
ing week. 

' Bnt where is it to he V asked one of Ihe young ladies, 

' Oh, ho will let you know in time,' said Miss Remington, 
who took occaBion to whisper to rae, before the company sepa- 
rated : ' Come to me first, and talk the matter over.' 

I called Upon her the next evening, and frankly confided 
to her tny situation and means. She vvas three or four years 
older than myself, and possessed so much natnral judgment 
and gfiod eeiiBe, in addition to her social experience^ that I had 
the utmost confidence in her advice. A woman of less tact 
would have offered to assist me, and that 'would have been an 
end of the matter. She saw at once what was best to be done, 
«nd we very goon agreed upon the preparations. Every thing 
wna to be kept secret from the rest of the company, whom she 
determined to mystify to her heart's content. She infonned 
them that the entertmnraent would be unlike any thing they 
bad ever seen ; that the place wa:^ not to be divulged, but the 
guests Were to assemble at her father's house on the appointed 
evening; and that they must so dress as to do the highest 
honor to my hospitality. The curiosity of all was greatly ex- 
cited ; the ntHui was whispered about, and others endeavored 
to join the party, but it was strictly confined to the original ' 
eom]jjuiy. 

On my part I was Uot idle- Adjoining my chamber was 
A large room, in which the grocer kept some of his stored. 
This room I thoroughly cleaned, removingsome of the articles, 
but retaining all the kegs and boxes. The grocer, an honest, 
Kniable man, supposed that I was preparing a little festival 
for some of my relatives, and gave me the free use of his ma- 
ImaL I arranged the kega and boxes around the walls, 
And covered them with coarse wrapping-paper, to serve w 
«at«. The largest bos was stationed in a comer, with a keg 
on the top, as a post for the single musician I bud eng<iged— ^ 
old Irish fiddler, whom I picked up in the street I went 
oW towards Yorkvilie and brought home a bundle of cedar 
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bonghs, witli whit-b I decorated the walls, constructing k largo 
green word — Welcomb — above the fireplace. I borrowtil 
twelve empty bottles in whbh I placed as man}' tallow contlleit, 
and dUposed them about the raom, on extemporized brackets. 
For my own chamber, which was designed to answer 33 a drM- 
eing-room for the hidies, I made candlesticks out of the Urgeit 
turnips I could find in the market. lu fact, I purposely retniiv 
ed aomc little conveniences I possessed, and invented sub^d- 
tutts of the most grotesque Mnd. I became bo much inte- 
rested in my preparations, and in speculating upon the effect 
tbcy would produce, that I finally grew as impatient as my 
guesta for the evening to arrive. 

'* Kine o'clock waa the hour appointed, and, punctually to the 
minute, five carriages turned out of the Bowery and drew up, 
one after another, at the side-door. I wa.s at the entrance, in 
complete evening dress, with white gloves (washed), to receive 
my guests. I held a tray, upon which there were as many 
candles fised in large turnips, as there were gentlemen in the 
party, and begged each one to take a light and follow me. 
Tlie ladies, magnificently dressed in silks and laces, rustled 
up the narrow staircase, too much amazed to speak. As I 
threw open the door of my saloon, the fiddler, perched near 
the ceiling, struck up 'Hail to the Chiefl' The effect, I as- 
sure you, was imposing. Miss Remington shook hands with 
me, heartily, exclaiming: 'Admirable I You could not hare 
done belter.' To be sure, there were some exclamations of 
Borpriee, and perhaps one or two blank faces — but only for * 
moment. The fun waa seen immediately, and the evening 
commenced with that delightful social abandon in whidi olhet 
evenmgs generally end. The fiddler played a Scotch reel, and 
the couples took their places on the Boor. Two of the older 
gentlemen were familiar with both the Scotch and Irish dances, 
and the younger ladies set about learning them with a spirit 
which charmed the old musician's heart Tlie snperb silks 
floated about the room to the jolliust tunes, or rented, in the 
intorvals, on the grocer's kegs, and once a string of pearls 
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brolce and rolled into the fireplace. After a while, the gro- 
cer's boy, iu his Bhirl-aleeves, made his appearance with a large 
market-basket on hia arm, containing a tiiixture of cakes, 
raifliDii, and almonds. He whk in great demnnd, espcciallr 
as I furnished no plates. It was then agreed to pnl the 
basket on a keg, aa a permanent refreehment-talile, andtheboy 
brongbt in lemonade, in all kinds of drinking-ressels. I had 
taken some pains to have them all of different patterns. There 
were tin-cups, stoneware mtigs, tea-ciips, bowls, and even a 
cologne bottle. By this time all had folly entered into the 
q>irii of the affair: I was not only at ease hut jubilant. The 
old Sddlcr played incessanlly. lliss Remington sang 'The 
Exile of Erin' to hia accompaniment, and the old man cried : 
we had speeches, toasts, recitations : we revived old games : 
we told fortunes with cards {borrowed from the porter-house 
across the way) : in short, there was no bound to the extent of 
our merriment, and no break in its flow. 

"It occurred to some one, at last, to look at hia watch. — 
God bleas me I it's three o'clock 1' he cried. Tliree ! — and six 
hours bad alre.idy passed away I The ladies tore up my green 
word ' Wklcosie,' to get sprigs of cedar as souvenirs of the 
tvening : some even carried off the turnip-omdlcsticks. Miss 
Remington laughed in her sleeve at the latter. ' I know bet- 
tor than to do tliat,' she said to me ; ' turnips have a habit of 
rotting.' It was unanimously voted that I had given them 
the best enterDunment of the season ; and I am sure, for my 
own part, that none bad been so heartily enjoyed. 

" The story, as you may suppose, soon became Imown ; and 
It WBH only by sheer resolution that I escaped a social popu- 
larity which might have turned my head at that age. I waa 
even aaked to repeat the entertninmenl, so that others might 
bare a chance to participate in it ; but I know that its whole 
mccoss lay tn the spontaneous inspiration which prompted, 
Ind the surprise whieli accompanied it. The incident, how- 
ever, proved to be one of (he influences to which I most attri- 
bote my sabsequent good fortune." 
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" Pray, how was that ?" asked Mr. Waldo. 

''My employer heard, in some way or other, that I had 
giyen a splendid entertainment Knowing my means, and 
fearing that I had fallen into reckless habits, he called me into 
his private office and very seriously asked for an explana- 
tion of my conduct. I related the circumstances, precisely as 
they had occurred. He easily ascertained that my story was 
true, and from that day forward took an increased interest in 
me, to which I must attribute, in part, my rapid advancement. 
Now, if there is any moral in all this, I think you can easily 
find it. If there is not, perhaps you have been diverted 
enough to pardon me for talking so much about myself." 

"Why, it's delightful I I never heard anything better!" 
cried Mrs. Waldo. 

" It shows, though," interposed Mrs. Merryfield, " how in- 
consistent those fashionable women are. They can be coura- 
geous and independent for the sake of pleasure, but they'd be 
horrified at venturing so far for the sake of principle." 

''You are hardly just," said Hannah Thurston, addressing 
the last speaker ; " Mr. Woodbury's story has a moral, and I 
am very glad he has given it to us." 

Seth Wattles had been interested and amused, in spite of 
himself, but he was not the man to acknowledge it. He was 
endeavoring to find some point at which he might carp, with 
a show of reason, when Miss Carrie Dilworth entered the room, 
and presently Bute Wilson, who had driven from Lakeside to 
take Woodbury home. 

" Mr. Max. I" cried the latter, whose &ce had a flushed, 
strange expression, " Diamond won't stand alone, and I must 
go out and hold him till you're ready." 

" I'll come at once, then," said Woodbury, and took leave 
of the company. 
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CHAPTER XL 

iXISTAIIIIirG TWO CECLAKATIOKS, ASD TBE iNSWBSS TUBKSTO. 

As Bute, on entering the village, passed the Widow Thurs- 
ton's cottage, he nolaced a dim little figure emerging from the 
gate. Although the night was dark, and the figure was ao 
muffled as to present no distinct outline, Bute's eyes were 
particularly sharp. Like the sculptor, he saw the statue iu 
'the shapeless bloclc Whether it was owing t>o a short jerk- 
ing swing in t)ic gait, or an occasional sideward toss of what 
seemed to be the head, be probably did not reflect ; but be 
immediately drew the rein on Ciamond, and called out " Misa 
Carrie I" 

"Ah I" proceeded from the figure, as it stopped, with a 

■rt ; " who is it ?" 

Bute cautiously drove near the plank sidewalk, before 
•DBWeriug. Then he eaJd : " It's me." 

Oh, Bute," exclmmed Miss DJIworlh, "how you fright- 
ened me 1 Where did you come from ?" 

From borne. Tm a-goiu' to fetch Mr. Max., but there's no 
tarry. I say. Miss Carrie, wouldn't you like to take a little 
Btd^-dde ? Where are yon goin' to ?" 

" To Waldo's." 

" Why, BO am 1 1 Jump in, and I'll take you along." 

Hiss Dilworth, nothing loath, stepped from the edge of the 

ddewalk into the cutter, and took her seat. Bute experienced 

ft Hingnliir feeling of comfort, at having the soft litllu body 

vcdged BO closely beside bim, with the same wolf-skin spi-eail 

their mutuat knees. Ilia heart being on the side next 
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her, it preseiillj sent a tingling warmth over hb whole frame; 
the sense of her presence impressed him with a vague physical' 
delight, and he regretted lliat the cutter was not so narrow as 
to oljligo him 10 take her upon his kneea. It was leas than 
half a mile to the parsonage — about two minutes, as Diamond 
trotted — and tlien the doors of heaven would close upon him. 

" No I by Jimminy !" he suddenly exclaimed, turniog 
around iu the track, at the imminent risk of npsetting the 
onttar. 

" What's the matter ?" cried Miss Dilworth, a little alarmed 
at this unexpected moutnuTre. 

" It ifin't half a drive for you, Carrie," Bute replied. "The 
eleddin's prime, and I'll jist take a circuit up the creek, and 
across into the South Road. We'll go it in half an hour, aod 
there's plenty of time." 

Miss Dilworth knew, better even than if he had tried to tell 
her, that Bute was proud and happy at having her beade 
him. Her vanity was agreeably ministered to ; she enjoyed 
sleighing ; and, moreover, where was the harm P She would 
not have objected, on a pinch, to be driven through Ptolemy 
by Arbutus Wilson, in broad daylight; and now it was too 
dark for either of them to be recognised. So she quietly 
submitted to what was, after all, not a hard Cite. 

As they sped along merrily over the bottoms of £a«t 
Atuuga Creek, post the lonely, whiepering elms, and the 
lines of ghostly alders Mng^g the stream, where Uie air 
struck their f^ces with a damp cold, the young l^dy shod- 
dcrud. She pressed a little more closely against Bute, as f{ 
Id make sure of his prescace, and Stud, in a tow tone : " I 
sjiould not like to be alone, here, nt this hoar." 

Poor Bute felt that the suspt'iise of Us heart waa uo longer 
to be borne. She hod played with him, and be had allowed 
himself to be played with, long enough. Ho would mk a 
serious qnebtiou and demand a serious answer. His rcaoliuioa 
was fixed, yet, now that the mome«it had nirived, bis tongn* 
•oemed to brconin pnralyecd- Tlic words wore In his miud, 



B. UP 

y one of theni — he had saM tliem over to himself, n Iiiin- 
Ired times — but there was a muzzle on hi§ month which pre- 
rented their being put into sound. He loaked at the pancln 
f fence as tliey sped past, and thonght,, " bo much more of 
Ihe road has gone, and I have said nothing." 
SGm DUworth's voice was Uke a palpable hand stretched 
from that quagmire of silence. "Oh, 
Jamcl" he exdaimed, "you needn't be alone, anywheres — 
eastways where there's any thing to skeer or hurt yon." 

Sh« understood him, and resumed her usual tactics, half- 
■ocepting, half^efcnsive. " We can't help being alone some- 
iSines, Bute," she answered, " and some are born to be alone 
ilways. Alone in spirit, you know ; where there is no con- 
genial nature." 

"You're not one o' t/iem, Carrie," said Bute, desperately, 

" Yon know you're not a genus. If yon wna, I shouldn't keer 

trhetber I had your good-will or not. But I want that, and 

nore'n that, because I like you better than any thing in this 

irorld. I've hinted the same m.any a time, and you know it, 

I don't want you to turn it off no longer." 

ITie eame.'itness of his voice caused Miss Dilworth to trem- 

There was a power in ihe man which she feared she 

otOd not withstand. Still he had made no detiaile proposal, 

iid she was not bound to answer more than his words literally 

bdicated. 

" Why, of course I like you, Bute," said she ; " everybody 

And you've always been so kind and obliging towards 



**Likel rd ruther you'd say Aale than liAe. There's two 
iodt) o' likia', and one of 'em's the kind that doesn't fit auy- 
oily that comes along. Every man, Carrie, that's wutb his 
dt, most find a woman to work for, and when he's ?iigh onto 
ilrty, M I am, he wants to see a yoimgster growin' U|), tu 
ike hi* place when ho gits old. Otherways, no matl«r liow 
loky b6 is, there's not much comfort to him in livin'. Xow, 
m ftwAil seriouH about this. I don't care whelhw we're con- 
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gcnul spixita;. or doC, Int I imt job, Cborie, fer in j wift. 
Too mar hmat far isd vide» bvt tcmlH find pobo dj ! thatH 
keer for job as I wilL Perhaps I don^i talk qmSm as fine as 
some, but talkin^s fike ihe froth on tke creek; assybe Vb 
shsllow, nd majbeit^s deep, too can't telL Hie liear^ As 
nuun Oang^ and, thank God« Vm n^t there. Gainey this 
onoe, jist this once, don't trifle with me.^ 

Bute's voice became soft and pleading, as he cioeed. Miss 
Dflworth was mored at last ; he had strode throngh her aflbo- 
ted senthnentalism, and tondied the small bit of tme womanly 
nature beneath it. Bat the impression was too sodden. Sbe 
had not reiinqoished her ambitioos Tearmngs ; she knew and 
valued Bate's fidelity, and« precisely fat that reason, she tdt 
secure in seeming to decline it. She would hare it in reoenre, 
in any case, and meanwhOe; be was too dieerfol and light- 
hearted to suffer much psin from the delay. Had he taken 
her in his arms, had he stormed her with endearing words, 
had be uttered even one sentence of the hackneyed sentiment 
in which she delighted, it would have been imposable to re- 
sist. But he sat silently waiting for her answer, while the 
horse slowly climbed the hill over which they must pass to 
reach the South Road ; and in that silence her ranity regained 
its strength. 

** Carrie ?" he said, at last 

" Bute ?'• 

** You don't answer me" 

*' Oh, Bute I'' sud she, with a curious mixture of tenderness 
mid coquetry, "I don't know how. I never thought you 
were more than half in earnest And Fm not sure, after all, 
that wu were meant for each other. I like you as well as I 
likif anybody, but — ^" 

H«re she paused. 

" Mut you won't have me, I s'pose?" said Bute, in a tone 
tliat was both bitter and sad. 

" I (lou't quite mean that," she answered. " But a woman 
has so much at stake, you know. She must love more than a 
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man, I've been told, before she can give up her name and hei 
life Ui him. I don't know, Bute, wlielber I should do right to 
promise myself to you. I've never thought of it seriously. 
Beaidofi, you come upon me bo sudden — you frightened me a 
little, and I really don't exactly know what my own mind is." 

" Yes, I see," said Bute, in u stern voice. 

They bad reached the top of the hill, and the long descent 
to Ptolemy lay before them. Bute drew the reins and held 
tll« horse to his best speed. Some inner prop of his strong 
breast seemed to give way all at once. He took the thick 
«nd of his woollen scarf between bis teeth and sti^ed the coq- 
VolsivQ tuovements of his throat. Then a sensation of heat 
msbed through his brain, and the tears began to roll rapidly 
down bifl cheeks. He was grateful for the darkness which hid 
bU face^ for Ihe bells which drowned his labored breathing, 
for Uie descent which shortened the rest of the drive. Ha 
•aid nothing more, and AUss Dil worth, in spite of herself was 
awed by his silence. By the time they had reached the par- 
•onage he was tolerably oalm, and the traces of hia passion 
had disappeared from bis face. 

Dilworth lingered while he was fastening the horse. 
Sh« felt, it must be confessed, very uneasy, and not guiltless of 
what l.ad happened. She knew not how to interpret Bute's 
andden silence. It was probably anger, she thought, and 
ahe would therefore lay the first stone of a temple of recun- 
eOiatiou. Sbe liked him too well to lose him wholly. 

'*Good-«ight,BuieI" she said, holding out her band: "yon 
are not angry with me, are you?" 

**So," was his only answer, as he took her band. There 
■wae no eager, tender pressure, as before, and the tone of bis 
voice, to her ear, betrayed indifference, which was worse than 
anger. 

After Woodbury had taken leave, there was a general move- 
mont of departure. The sempstress had come to Bpeud a few 
days with Mr^ WalJo, and did not intend returning ; it w.is 
rather late, and ibe Merrytields took the neai-est road home, so 
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tbat Haiinnli ThnrstOD niOEt have walked bacli, alone, I 
inollier'B collage, had not Seth Wattles been there to eecon tttrl 
Selli fon-saw this duty, and inwardly rejoiced tliercat, Tliu 
abscncti of Woodbury restored his eqiiaiiinitly of t«inper, and 
he was as amiably disposed as was possible to bis ineoberent 
nature. Ho was not keen enongh to perceive the strong reliuf 
into which his shapfloss mind was thrown by the symmetry 
and balance of the niaii wliom lie baled — that he lost ground, 
evtii ui bis own circle, not merely from the discomfiture of tbe 
moment, but tar more from that unconsdons comparison of tile 
two wbioh arose from permanent impressions. Ho was not 
aware of the poweifiil ma^etism which Bocial culturo exer- 
cises, especially upon minds fitted, by their honest yearning 
after something better, to receive it themselves. 

Seth was therefore, iv-ithont reason, satisfied with himself as 
he loft the bouse lie hud dared, at least, to face this self- 
eonstilnied lion, mid hud found tbe animal more diiiposed to 
gambol tlian to bite. lie flattered himself that his earnestnera 
contrasted favorably niih the levity whcrt-by Woodbury bad 
parried <juestious so important to the human race. Drawing 
ft long breath, as of great relief, he exclaimed: 

"Life is re.ll, life is earnest! We feet it, under this slty: 
hero the frivolous chiittcr of Society ia hnshed." 

Hannah Thurston took his proffered arm, couscious, as alie 
did 80, of a shudder of something very like repugimncc For 
tbe first time it strack her that she would rather hear the 
sparkling nothings of gay conversation than SetL'a serious 
platitudes. She did not particularly desire bis society, just 
now, and attemjited to hasten her pace, under the pretext tbat 
the night was cold. 

Seth, however, hung back. " We do not enjoy the night aa 
we ought," said he. "It elevates and expands the flonl. '. 
the time for kindred souls to hold communion." 

" Soaroely out of doors, in winter, unleM tltey are d 
ied," remarked Miss Thurston. 

Suih wa* aomowhai tsken aback. n« bad not exi 




light K tone from so grave and earnest 8 natarc^ It wo 
nsaal with her, and reminded him, unpleaBantly, of Wood-^ 
bury'B frivolity. But he snramoned new coamgo, and ( 
tinaed: 

'* We can say things at night for which Te have no coura 
ia daylight. We arc more sincere, somehow — less selfish, yon 
know, and more ftffeononate." 

"There ought to be no ench difference," snid she, raechani- 
caDy, and again hastening her Btei>s. 

"I know tliere oughtn't. And I didn't mean that I v 
as tme as ever ; but — but theie are chosen times when < 
aools are npli(\ed and a])pro3ch each other. Thia i 
Umo, Hannah. We seem to be nearer, and — and — " 

He eonid get no further. The other word in his n 
too bold to be used at ibe outset. Besides, haWng taken { 
step, Ite must allow her lo take ttie next: it would make 
crittis easier for both But she only drew her cloak n 
closely around her, and s^d nothing. 

"Tlie inflnencee of night and — other tilings," he resumed, 
"render us insensible to time and — temperatnre. There is 
one thing, at least, which defies the elements. Is there not?" 

" Wh»t is it?" she asked. 

" Can't you guess ?" 

"Benevolence, no doubt, or a duly so stem and sacred iJ 
life itself is subordinate to its performiince." 

"Tes, that's true — but I mean something elael" Seth ex- 
olumed. " Something / feel, now, deep in my buzBum. Shall 
I nnrcil it to your gaae f" 

"I bare no right to ask or accept your confidence 
replied. 

"Yes, you have. One kindred soul has the right to d 
ev«ry thing of the other. I might hnve told you, long a, 
but I Wfuted BO that yon might find it out for yourself, w1 
out the neces^ty of words. Snrely you must have seen it m 
eyes, and heard it in my voice, because every thing pow« 
io 01 expresses it«lf somehow in spite of ug. "Tho d«. 
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eiDOTi«if;.ToakDov,ane akni; but yon imderataiid my nlenoe 
now, don't Tour* 

Hansah Tfaarston wss more umoTed than smprised by this 
ueclaraiion. ^le sav thai a clear imderetanding ooidd not he 
avoided, and nexred h(-7^«>elf to meet it. Her feeHng of repog- 
nance to the speaker iDcremsed with every word he uttered ; 
ret. if Ids passion were genuine (and she had no right to donht 
that it was so), he was entitled at least to her respect and her 
pity. StilL he had sp^<ken only in vague terms, and she could 
DOt answer the real question. Why ? Did she not fully un- 
derstand him? Was the shrinking sense of delicacy in her 
heart, which she was tmable to overcome, a characteristic of 
sex, separating her nature, by an impassable guli^ from that of 



man? 



i( 



Please explain yourself clearly, Seth,^ she said, at last. 

" Oh, don't your own heart explain it for you ? Love don't 
want to be explained : it comes to us of itself. See here — 
we've heen laboring together ever so long in the Path of Pro- 
gress, and our souls are united in aspirations for the good of our 
fellow-men. All I want is that we should now unite our lives 
in the great work. You know I believe in the equal rights of 
Woman, and would never think of subjecting you to the 
tyranny your sisters groan under. I have no objection to 
taking your name, if you want to make that sort of a protest 
flgttiimt legal slavery. We'll both keep our independence, and 
mIiow to the world the example of a true marriage. Somebody 
muHt )>c*gin, you know, as Charles Macky, the glorious poet of 
our cauHG, sayH in his Good Time CJoming." 

*'H(!t}i,*' Hnid Hannah Thurston, with a sad, deliberate sweet- 
neHH in her voice, ^' there is one thing, without which there 
hhould bo no union between man and woman." 

"What is tluitr ho asked. 

** Love." 

** How ? I don't understand yoiL That is the very reason 
why " 

^ You forget," she interrupted, ** that love must be redpro- 
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caL Ton have taken ii for granted tliat I returned, in etiiiiLTl 
measure, the feetiiigs you have cxpreesed towards lae. Wbeial 
tbe fortUDe of » lil'e is ooiiccrned, it is best to be frank, thou^tfl 
frtuikneas give paio. Seth, I do not, I never can, give yoo J 
love. A coinciilenoc of opiuions, of bopes and ngpiraiious. 
Dot love. I believe that yon have made this mititttke in yourl 
own mind, and that you will, sooner or later, thank me fori 
having revealed it to you. I have never siispecled, in yo%i 
tbe exivtenco of love in its holiest and profoundetit meaningf f 
nor have I given you reason lo suppose ibat niy sentiments I 
towards you were other than tboBe of friendly synipalhy and " 
good-will. I deeply regret it, if you have imagined otherwise. 
I OAunot atone to you for Uie ruin of whatever hopes you may 
have cheriehed, but I can at least eave you from disappoint- 
ment tu the future, I tell you now, therefore, once and for- j 
ever, thai, whatever may happen, however our fates may^ 
change, you and I can never, never be husband and wife." 

Sweet and low aa was her voice, an inexorable fate spoke in ' 
iL Seth lell, word by word, its fatal significance, as the eou- 
demned culprit feels the terrible phrases of his final eenlence. 
He knew, instinctively, that it was vain to plead or expostulate. 
He must, perforce, accept bis doom ; but, in doing so, hia m- ■ 
jnred Kelf-estecm made a violent protest. It was the fretful 1 
anger of disappointment, ratlier than the unselfish sorrow of I 
lore. He could only account for the fact of his refusal by the J 
BUppoeitiou that hei' affections were elsewhere bestowed. 

" I see how it is," said he, petulantly ; * somebody else U in.i 
the way." 

" Do not misunderstand me," she answered. " I, only, 1 
reiponsible for your disappointment. Tou have no nghl ti 
question me, and I might well allow your insinuation to pasci 
without notice ; but my silence may possibly misleail you, mI 
U Bcems my ordinaiy friendly regard has done. I will, therftpj 
fore, for my own sake no leas than yours— for I desire, in 8 
Bolfiuu » iii.itter, to leave no ground fur self-reproacli— volm 
tarily say to you. that I kuow no man lo whom I could Burron 
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iler my life iu the uoqaestioning sacrifice of love. I hsi 
eiDce rcuoauced Ihe iilea of marriage. Mjr liabits of tbongfit' 
— tlio duties I have assumed — my lock of youlli and beauty, 
perhaps" (and here the moasured eweetnesa of her roioev 
interrupted for a moment)," wi]l never attract to me tli^ 
unselfish enough to be just to my sex, equally pm 
pira(ion8, equally tender ia bia aBections, and n-iaer i 
richness of liiB experience, whom my heftrl would demand, U) 
it dared still longer to cheriah a liopelees dream, I have not 
even enough of An ideal lore remaining, to justily your jesl- 
onsy. In my aesodaxion with yon for the advancement of 
mutual Bitas, as well as in oar social intercoarse, I have tro»t«d 
you with the kindly reepoct which was your due as a fellow- 
being, but r can never recognize in you that holy kinship of 
the heart, without which love \s a mockery and Marriage is 
worse than death I" 

Seth felt it impossible to reply, although bia self-esteem wh 
cruelly wounded. She thought berself too good for him, then ; 
that was itl Why, the very man she had described, as tbo 
ideal husband Hhe would never meet — it was exactly himself] 
It was of no nee, however, for him to say so. She bad reject- 
ed him with a solemn decision, from which tlierc was no ap- 
peal. He must, also, needs believe her other declaration, that 
she loved no one else. Her inordinate montal pride wn» tlno 
true explanation. 

Tiieyhad stopped, during the foregoing conyersatioo. Hibk 
rail Thurston had dropped her hold OD his arm, and stood, 
facing him, on the narrow sidewalk. Thn night was 80 dark 
that neither could distinctlj soe the other's face. A me(an> 
choly wind hummed iu the leafless twigs of th« elms nbovA 
them, and went off to sough among a neighboring group of 
pines. Finding that Seth made no answer, Mias Thm 
slowly resumed her homewanl walk, lie mechanics 
companied her. As tliey approached the widow's i 
heavicd n long, hosrae sigh, and muttered : 

"Wull, there's another aspiration doecivcA 



there's 
upon." 



) qnality of human nature which i 
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I any way, assiHM 



" Do not let tliiB disappointment make yon nnjust, Seih; 
ahe said, pandDg, with her hand upon the gate. " Ton hav 
deceived youreelf, and It is far better to become reconciled t, 
the truth at once. If I have ignoranily, i 
in the deception, I beg you to pardon me 

She turned to enter the cottage, but Seth still hesitatej 
" Haimali," he said at last, awkwardly : " You— 
any thing aboat this ?" 

She moved away from him with an instant revulsion of fed 
ing. " Wliat do you take me for ?" she exclaimed, 
that qaesljon to yourself, and perhaps it may explain lo yoj 
why your nature and mine can never approach !" Willio 
saying good-night, she entered the house, le.^ving Set 
der back to his lodgings iu a very nncomfoilable I 
mind. 

Hannah Thurston found the lighted lamp waiting for her 
ihe warm sitting-room ; her mother was already in bed. 
took off her bonnet and cloak, and sealed herself in the widow' 
ropktng-chair. Tears of humiliation Blood in her eyes, 
does not deserve," she said to herself, " that I should have 
opened my heart before him, I wanted to be just, for I ihouglit 
th»t love, however imperfect or mistaken, was always at least 
delicate and reverent. I tliought the advocacy of mor.il truth 
presappos«d some nobility of soul — that a nature which ac- 
cepted such truth could not be entirely tow and mean. I have 
allowed A profane eye to look upon sanctities, and the very 
efibrt I made to be true and just iinpressea me with a sense of 
•elf-degradation. What must I do, to reconcile my instincts 
with tha convictions of my mind? Had I not suppressed the 
Udubition of my natural repugnance to that man, I should have 
spared the pain of this evening— spared the shrinking 
■hudder which I most feel whenever lUe memory of it re- 
turns," 
Gradanlly her self-examination went deeper, and itifl OOD- 



fessed to herself that Seth'sdedanAkmoCIoTeirM inttadf her 
greatest humiliation. She had not told him the whole tnitb, 
though it had seemed to be so, whan the ap<^EB. She had not 
renoonoed the dream of her vomigOT years. True, she had 
forcibly stifled it, trodden upon it with the feet of a stern 
resolation, hidden its rains fiom u^it in the remotest 
chamber of her heart — bat now it arose again, strong in its 
immortal life. Oh, to think who should hare wooed her under 
the stars, in far other words and with, fiir other answers — the 
man whom every pulse of her being claimed and called upon, 
the man who never came ! In his stead this creature, whose 
love seemed to leave a stain bdiiud it — whose approach to 
her soul was that of an unclean footstep. Had it come to this? 
Was he the only man whom the withheld treasures of her 
heart attracted towards her? Did he, alone, suspect the 
splendor of passion which shone beneath the calmness and 
reserve of the presence she showed to the world ? 

It was a most bitter, most humiliating thought. With her 
head drooping wearily towards her breast, and her hands 
clasped in her lap, with unheeded tears streaming from her 
eyes, she sought refuge from this pain in that other pain of the 
imagined love that onoe seemed so near and lovdy — lovelier 
now, as she saw it through the mist of a gathering de^Mur. 
Thus she sat, onoe more the helpless captive of her dreamSi 
whUe the lamp burned low and the room grew cold. 
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CHAPTER XIL 

UOTHEB AHD DADGBTEB. 



The ninming came, late and dark, with a dreary March 
rain, ihe commencemeDt of that revolulionary anarchy in tho 
VcUbcr, through which the despotism of Winter ia over- 
thrown, and the sweet repablio of Spring established on the 
Earth. Even Woodbnry, as he looted out on tiie writbiDg 
treee, the dripping roofs, and the fields of soggy, soaked snow, 
could not Euppreas a Bigh of loneliness and yearning. Bute, 
whose diaappointment, bitter though it was, failed to counter- 
act the lulling warmth of the blankets after his ride home 
a^Dst the wind, and who had therefore slept soundly .^11 
night, awoke to a sense of boUowness and wretchedness which 
he h»d never experienced before. His duties about the barn 
Ktteaiied tq, and breakfast over, he returned to his bedroom 
to make his uaaal Sunday toilet. Mr. Woodbury had decided 
not to go to church, and Bote, therefore, had nothing but his 
om tbonghts, or the newspapers, to entertain him through tho 
day. Having washed his neck and breast, put on the dean 
eWrt which Mrs. Babb took care to have ready for him, and 
oombed bia yellow looks, he took a good look at himself in the 
little nurror. 

" I a'n't handsome, that's a fact," he thought to himself, 
" bat nather is she, for that matter. Fve got good healthy 
blood in ine, though, and if my face it snnbumt, it don't look 
like taller. I don't see why all the slab-sided, lantcm-jawed, 
hoU«r-breaated fellows should have no troiihle o' gittin' wivoit, 
and mo, of a darned sight better breed, though I do my It, to 
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have sicJi bad luek I I can't Btand it. Tve got every thing 
here that a man conM want, but 'ta'n't enough. O Lord! to 
think her children should have somebody else than in« for i 
father 1" 

Bute groaned and threw hunself on the bed. where he 
thrust both hands through bis oareftilly combed hair. Ha 
strong masculine nature felt itself wronged, ond the stmggiu 
was none the less severe, becanse it included no liner siiirliu-il 
disappointment. He possessed only a true, honest, lender 
heart, as the guide to his instincts, and these, when baffled, 
suggested no revenge, such as might ocoiir to a more reckless 
or more imaginative nature. Ills life had been blameless 
heretofore, from the simple force of habit, and the pare atmos- 
phere in which he lived. To confess the trntii, he wa» not 
particularly shocked by the grosser experiences of some of hU 
friends, but to adopt them himself involved a ohange 80 vio- 
lent tbnt he knew not where it might carry him. If thu 
thought crossed his mind at all, it was dismi»iscd without a 
moment's hospitality. He did not see, because he did not 
seek, any escape from the sore, weary, thirsty sensation which 
Lis disappointment left behind. The fibres of his nature, whldt 
were scouatomed to give out a sharp, ringing, lusty twang to 
every touch of Life, were now muffled and deadened in tone : 
that was all. 

U might have been some coosolation to Bute, if bo could 
have known that his presumed rival was equally unfortanatc^ 
In the oose of the latter, however, there was less of the pB 
of blighted hopes than of the spiteful bitterness o( wounded 
vanity. Seth Wattlus was accustomed to look npon himself, 
and not without grounds of s elf;) ustifl cation, as an UDUsnal 
man. The son of a poor laborer, orphuned at an early a 
uid taken in charge by a tailor of Ptolemy, who brought him 
up to his own bositicjis, he owed his education mostly to > 
quick car and a rwidy tongue. His brain, thongh shallow, 
was active, Its prupelUtig power bolug his jtersonal conomt ; but 
he wAs destitute of imnginaiion, and hence bis fil1«nipt«4 



A STORY OP AUBRICAN LIFt 

ffigbts of eloqneaco were often hopclcsily coiifb^ed iind illo^ 
eal. The (lioneer orntors of Abolilioit ami TpmperanoP- win 
Tinted Ptolemy, foand in him a willing convurt, and he- 
quick enough to aee snd to secnre tlie social oonMderaUoi 
wbi<^ be Lad gUDcd in the amall commuDity of " iieformors"-' 
an advantage which the consetrative ■ociety of the village Am 
Died to him. Indeed, the abuse to which he was occasional' 
Babjpcleil, was in itself flattering ; for only men of importano^^ 
he tbonglil, are thna persecuted. Among his iui«M-iute«, it woa 
emtofaitry (o jud^ men by no other standard tliati their viewi 
ou the cboMto rt-fonna, and he, of course, stood among the 
bigiieat. His cant, his presumption, his want of delicscy, 
vent aD oreriookcd, out of regard to on advocacy of " high 
inonl Imlfas,*' which was considered to be, and doabtlesi was, 

, tberefore, judge the disappointed taibr too 
t weaknesses, indeed, were a part of hb menbl 
od eoitld, under do drcniostauces, hare been 
but il was his own lault that lliey liad M 
tberoit^r saurped bis nature. 

r spiritasl disturbance he migbt have experieoMil, 
OB avaloDg am morning to Ibe reaStiiw of the world, th« 
n wb& rejected liim waa nncfa mora de«ply aad jninTnlly 
Y«ar« bad paaaed unoe ber Ixart had known w 
B j^iutioa. She lelt ibai ibe npOM wbkh ahe had 
'ermaBrBtra«^ea,ltad deaeiredlicrwtC It waa 
Tha BBWOth Rtirrar, wbenbi tbe aaiubtBe and 
w lhpwwilT«a \ij %Mnm, waa obI; maaink eo long 
^id lo Mow. Oae warn breath, eoaoing 
■• fiv^oC wJmnwB rapon, brdic bO'^ 
tilbafltBajniagwofUrBfe. Witfc • ^naye eonflkf 
e» waa— joyand —A b—aiitlin, 
• hcnaV: • 1 ■■ Bot 7« ikM MUM «f Bf ib*- 
e kie, iBiiifiiJii I7 Wr Aon, Irakaa Jbm^ vd 
i-hyiheaarfc,MW,BiJwif^<»»oftl»e.altty. li 
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•Kith unmingled happiness con take delight in lift? — whon tJie 
Bimplest daily duties present themselves as weary tsKks—whoi 
every string we touch is out of tune, and every work at- 
tempted is one dist^ord the more. Descending to the aitting- 
room, she found hor mother in the rocking-chfur, before S 
brisk fire, while the little servaiit-^rl was busy, preparing 
the table for breakfast — a work which Hannah herself nsoAlly 
performed. 

" Thee's rather late, Hannah," said the widow. " I thought 
thee might bo tired, and might as well sleep, while Jane set 
the table. She must learn it some time, tiee knows." 

" Fm obliged to thee, mother," the daughter replied. " I 
have not slept well, and have a little headache this moroing. 
It is the weather, I think." 

" N^ow thee mentions it, I see that thee's quite pole. Jww, 
put two spoonfuls of tea in the pot ; or, stay, thee'd bettw 
bring it here and let me make it." 

Hannah had yielded to the dietetic ideas of her friende, eo 
iar BB to give op the use of tea and coffee — a step in which 
the widow was not able to follow her. A few months before, 
the former would have declined the proposal to break her 
habit of living, even on the plea of indisposition ; she would 
have resisted tlie natural craving for a stimulant or a sed- 
ative as something morbid ; but now she was too listless, 
too careless of such minor questions, to refuse. The nnao- 
custottied beverage warmed and clieercd her, and she rose 
from the table strengthened to resiune her usual manner. 

" I thought it would do thee good," said the widow, noting 
the effect, eUght as it was, with the quick eye of » mother. 
** I'm afraid, ilaimah, thee carries thy notions about diet a 
little too far." 

" Perhaps thee's right, mother," was the answer. She had 
no inclination to commence a new dhtcussion of one of the few 
subjects on which the two could not agruo. 

After the honso had buon put in order for ttift day, pmpa* 
ralioits made for the frugal dtunt-r, and the Klrantgirl do- 
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Bpatclied to the Cimmenan CLurch, Hannah took her asu^ 

at by the wioiiow, saying : " ShiUI I read to thee, mother ?" 

'* If thee plciues." 

There was no Quaker Meeting nearer than Tiberius, and 
bence it had been the widow's custom, on "First-Days," 
to read, or hear Ler daaghtcr read, from the classics of the 
eect. To Ilannah, also, in 8pite of her partial emancipation, 
there was a great chann in the sweet simpUcity and sincerity 
of the early Friends, and she read the writings of Foi, Bar- 
clay, Elwood, and William Penn, with a sense of refreshment 
and peace. To these were added aome other works of a similar 
character, which the more cultivated Quakers have indorsed 
W being inspired by the true spirit — Thomas k Kempis, 
Jeremy Taylor, Madame Guyon, and Pascal. She now took 
Uie oft-read " No Cross, No Crown," of William Penn, tha 
tone of which was always consoling to her ; bnt this time its 
Bvreet, serious utterances seemed to have lost their efiecl. 
6h« gave the words in her pure, distinct voice, and strove to 
tnkv them into her mind and make them her owu : in vain I 
something interposed itself between her and the familiar 
;, and made the task mechanical. The widow felt, by 
k sympathetic presentiment, rather than from any esternnl 
evideuuA which she could detect, that her daughter's mind 
Vha in some way disturbed ; yet that respectful reserve which 
wa« habitual in this, as in most Quaker families, prevented 
her from prying into the nature of the trouble. K it was a 
concern, aho thought to herself, Hannah would men- 
tion it voluntarily. There are spiritual anxieties and strug- 
sho knew, which must be solved in solitude. No one, 
lot even a mother, should knock at the door of that chamber 
where the heart keeps its privacies, bnt patiently and silently 
V^t until bidden to approach and enter. 

Nevertheless, after dinner, when the household order was 
jain restored, and Hannah, looking from the window upon 
tbo drenched landscape, unconsciously breathed a long^ weary 
'^b. Friend Thurston felt moved to speak. 




" Hannali," she B^d, gravely an<I noftly , " 'Jiee seemi^ 
bave something on thjr mind to-day." 

For a minnt« tbe daughter made no reply. Turning away 
from ihe window, she looked upon her mother's worn, pale 
face, almost spectral in the cloudy light, and then took her 
accustomed seat. 

" Tes, mother," she answered, in a low Yoioe, " and I ought 
to tell ibee." 

■' If thee fpols so, tell me then. It may lighten thy own 
burden, without making mine heavier." 

"It is Bcare«!y a burden, mother," said Hannah. "I know 
that I have done what ia right, but I fear tliat I may have nn- 
coDeciously brought it npon myself, when it might have been 
avoided," She then repeated the corverfiauon which bad 
taken place between Seth Wattles and hei-self, omitting ootf 
that secret, iinpuBsioned dream of her heart, a glimpse of 
which she had permitted to escape her. She did not dare to 
betray it a second time, and thus her own sense of humiliatioil 
was bnt half explained. 

Friend Thnretou waited quietly until the story was finished. 
" Thee did right, Hannah," she said, after a pause, " anil I do 
not think tbeo can justly reproach thyself for having given 
him enconrageraent. He is a very vmn and ignoraot man, 
though well-meaning. It ia not right to hold prejudioe 
against any one, but I don't mind telling thee that my feeling 
towards liim comes very near being that. Thee never conld 
be happy, Hannah, with a husband whom thee did not re- 
spect : nay, I mean something more — whom thwj did not fed 
was wiser and Htrunger than thyself." 

A transient flusti passed over the daughter's tsuK, bnl slie 
made no reply, 

"Thee h.is a gift, I know," the widow continued, " and ihee 
has learned much. There is a knowledge, tlionp^i, that conies 
with experience of life, and though I feel my ignorance in 
many ways, compared to thy l«anung. thflre are some tbiogi 
which I am abti: to sec more dearly than tbtMi. It reiiuirus no 
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I iMok-learaing to read the heart, and there ia less diSerenoc in 

" th« hearts of women than thee may 6u]>pofie. We cannot bo 

wholly independent of the men : we need their help and com- 

panioDsbip : we acknowledgo their power even wliile we 

reeist it. There are defects in us which we find sappUnd in 

I them, as we §iipply theirs wliere marriage is perfect and holy. 

I Bat we cannot know tliis, escppt through otir own experience. 

I I have agreed with thee in most of thy views aboat the rights 

I of cmr eex, bat thee never can be entirely wise on this subject 

I 00 long as thee remiuns single. No, Hannah, thee won't 

[ thick hard of me for saying it, bat thee docs not yet truly 

I Icnuw either woman or mnti. I have often quietly wished tliat 

I thee had not set thy heart against marriage. The Lord 

r BeentB to have intended a mate for every one, so that none of 

I Kb children should be left alone, and thee should not shnt 

I thy eyes against the signs lie giies. 

"Mother I" 

Even while uttering this esclamatian, into which she was 
I etartled by the unexpected words of her mother, Hannah 
I ThuTBion felt that she was betraying herself, 

" Child 1 child I thy father's eyes— thee has his very look I 

I am concerned on thy account, Hannah. Perhaps I have been 

mistaken in thee, as I was mistaken in him. 0!i, if I could have 

known him in time I I shall not bo mnch longer with thee, 

I my daughter, and if I tell thee how I failed in my duty it may 

I help ihee to perform thine, if — if my prayers for thy sake 

{ skould be fidlilled." 

The widow pansed, agitated by the recollectiona which her 
I own words evoked. The tears trickled down her pale cheeks, 
I but she quietly wiped tbcm away. Her countenance thus 
I changed from its asnal plauid repose, Hannah was ehucked to 
} how weak and wasted it had grown during the winter. 
I The parting, which sh« did not dare to contemplate, might be 
I Dearer than she had anticipated. 

"Do not say soy thing that might give thee pun," she 
I taii. 
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" Give thyself no oonoern, child. It will bring me rclle£ 
I have often felt moved to tell thee, but there ceemed to bo 
no lilting time before now." 

'' Is it about my father?" Hannah asked. 

"Yes, Unnuoh. I wish he could have hved long enough to 
leave his face in thy memory, but it was not to be. Thee often 
reminds mc of him, especially when I feel that there ia some- 
thing in thy nature beyond my reach. I was ]>ast thy ago 
when we were married, aud he was no longer s young 
man. Wo had known each other for some yean, bnt 
nothing passed between as that younger pemona would 
have called love. I was sincerely drawn towards him, and 
it seemed right that my life should become a part of his. 
It came to me as a natural change. Richard was not a man 
of many words ; he was considered grave nnd eipm ; and 
when he lirst looked upon me with only a gentle smile on his 
face, I knew that his heart had made choiuc of me. From 
that time, although it was long before he spoke his niuid, I au- 
customed myself to think of bun as my husband. This may 
seem strange to thee, and, indeed, I ne^er confessi'd it to hmi. 
When we came to hve together, and I found, from every cir- 
cumstance of our daily life, how good and jnst hi^ wns, hoW 
strong and upright and rigid in the ways that seeiaed right to 
him, I leaned upon liim as a helper and looked up la him a.4 a 
guide. There was in my heart quite as much ri'verciice as 
love. An unkind word never passed between us. When I 
happened to bo wrong in any thing, he knew how to tnrn 
my mind so gently mid kindly that I was sot right without 
knowing how. Me was never wrong. Our inarricd life waa 
a iieasoii of perfuot paaoe — ^yes, to hie, because my own oou* 
tentmeut made me careless, blind. 

" I iwmetitnt's noticed that his eyes rested on me with s sf- 
gulor expresition, and I wondered what was in his mind. There 
waH Humulbiiig unsutistied iu his face, a look that a^kcd for 1 
knew not what, bat mor« liinn tho wurid mmtiunt. Ouoe, 
wbeu I aiiid : ' Is auy thing the matter, Hichard t' h« turood 
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qnickly hwsy and answered sharply. After that, I Kud noth- 
ing, and I finally got accustomed to the look. I rocollevt 
when thy brother was born, te seemed like another man, 
though there was uo outward change. When be spoke to mo 
bis voice w&s trembly, and sounded strnuge to my ears ; but 
my own weakness, I thought, might account for tbaL He 
would take the b:ibe to the window, before its eyes could bear 
the light ; would pick il up when asleep, and hold it so tightly 
ns to niake the fraor thing cry ; tben he would put it down 
ijuickly and walk out of the room without saying a word. I 
nolic&d all this, aa I lay, but it gave me no concern : I knew 
uut but that all men found their first children so strange and 
carious. To a woman, her first babe aeems more like some- 
thing familiar that is brought back to her, than something en- 
tirely new thai is added to her life. 

"I scarcely know how to make clear to thy loind another 
change that come over thy father while our little Richard still 
lived. I never could be entirely certain, indeed, when it com- 
menced, because I fancied these thmgs were passing moods 
connected with his serious thoughts — he was a man much 
given to reflection — and did not dream that they concerned 
myself Tlierein, our quiet, ordered life was a mlsfurtunc. 
One day was like another, and we both, I think, took ihiiigB 
as they were, without inquiring whether our knowledge of 
each other's hearts might not he imperfect. Oh, a storm would 
hare been better, Hannah — a storm which would have shown 
UH the wall that had grown up between us, by shaking it down t 
But thee will see that &om the end— thee will see it, without 
my leDiug thee. Kichard seemed graver and ateruer, I thought, 
bat bo was much occupied with business matters at that time. 
After our child was taken from ua, I began to see that he was 
growing thinner and paler, and ollen felt very nneasy iibrjut 
him. Ilia raunner towards me made me shy and a little afraid, 
though I could pick out no word or act that wa:^ not kind and 
tender. When I ventured to ask him what was the matte. , ha 
only ftUBwored : * Nothing that can be helped.' I knew aft«r 
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ihni, that all was uot right, but my cyoa were not opened to 
the truth." 

Here Friend ThiirBton pansed, as if to sumriiou strength to 
contiDuc her narrative. Her withercil hands were trembling, 
and she cla£pod them together in her lap with a nervous euer- 
gy which did not escape her daughter's eye. The latter had 
listened with breathless attention, waiting with mingled eager 
ness and dread for the denouement, which she felt must b» 
more or iesa tragic. Although her mother's agitation touched 
her own heurt with syiupalhetiu pain, she knew thai the story 
had now gone too far to be left nnGnlshed. She rose, brought 
a glass of water, and silently placed it on the little table beside 
her mother's chair. When she had resumed her seat, the tatter 
continued : 

" Within a year after our boy's death, thee was born. It 
was a great consolation to me then, although it has been a much 
greater one since. I hoped, too, that it would have made 
Richard a little more cheerful, but he was, if any thing, quict> 
er than ever. I sometimes thought him indiflerent both to 
me and the babe. I longed, in my weakness and my comfort, 
to lay my head upon his breast and rest a while there. It 
seemed a womanly fancy of mine, but oh, Hannah, if I had had 
the courage to say that much t Once he picked thee up, 
stood at the iiiudow for a long while, with thee in his anus, 
then gave thee back to mo and went out of the room witboov 
saying a word. The bosom of thy little frock vas damp, and 
I know now that he must have cried over thee. 

" I hud not recovered my fall strength when I saw that he 
was really ailing. I began to be anxious imd uneasy, thon^ 
I scarcely knew why, for he still went about tiis busiucsa aa 
usual. But one luorulug — it was the uiuetventh of the Fiftb 
month, I remember, and on Seventh-day — be started to ^ tn 
the villi^^e, an<l came back to the house in half an hour, look- 
ing fearfully changed. Uis voice, though, waa as sicsdj oa 
ever. ' I believe I am not well, Gulielma,' be oaid to me; 
' Dcrhttos I'd bctti-r lie down a while. Don't troublt- lUyst'lf^— 
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It will fiooD be over.' I made him undress and go to 1>ed, for 
my anxiety gave me strength. Tlien I bcdI for the doctor, 
irithoul telling Bichard what I had done. It was oveuing 
vlicii the doctor came ; thee was rather fretful that day, utid 
I had taken thee into another room, for fear liichard might be 
disturbed. I only noticed that the doctor elaycil a long tjrae, 
Iral ihey were old friends, I thought, aad might like lo talk. 
By the time I had pot thee to sleep, he had left and Richard waa 
alonti. I went directly to him. ' What is tbec to tak« ?' I asked. 
Koilung,'hesai'1, 50 quietly that I ought to have been relieved, 
but — ^I do not know how it was — I turned to him trembling 
a leaf, and oried ont : ' Richard, thee has not told me all I' 
' Tec, nil, Guliclmn,' said he, ' nothing wilt help : I tnuet 
leftve tUee.' I stared at him a while, trying to stand still, 
while every thing in the room wont spinning around nie, until 
1 saw nothing more. I was lying beside him on the bed 
vheu I came to myself. My hair was wet : he had picked me 
up, poured water on his handkerchief and bathed my face. 
Wlen I opened my eyes, he was leaning over me, looking 
into my eyes with a look I cannot describe. He breathed 
'Imrd and piiinliilly, and his voice was husky. ' I liitve fright- 
ened thee, Gulielum,' said he ; ^ but — but can thee not resign 
thyself to lose mof His look seemed to draw my very soul 
from me ; I cried, with a loud and bitter cry, * Richard, 
Kic^ard, take me with thee !' mid threw my arms aroimd his 
oeck. Oh, my chihl, how can I tell thee the rest? Hu put 
.^wny my arms, he held me back, and gseped, as he looked at 
Bie with biiriiing eyes : ' Take care what thee says, Guliclma ; 
I am dying, oud thee dare not deceive me ; does thee love me 

I love thee — more than life, more, the Lord pardon me, 

jre than heaven ?' For the first time, I knew that I did. If it 

was a Bin, it has been expiated. I cannot remember what waa 

I, after that. It was all clear between us, ajid he would 
•llow no bUnie to re«t nn me ; but he conid not speak, eiocpt 
«t intervals. He held my hand all night, pressing it fiiintly ta 

Kleep. The next day he died. 
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" He hnd lored me (hits alt tiie time, Haumah, sad h wu lliA 
pnie and the stren^h of his love which ileceired me. lie 
woald not ask for a caress or a tender word, becaioe be 
Uiought that a woman who lored would freely give it — nor 
would he ofier one, so long as be suspucted that the sacrud ex- 
pression of hia heart might be only passively reot-ived. Ah, it 
was a sad doubt of me on his part, a sail blimlrie'ts towardil 
hiiu on mine. When he began to suffer from disease of the 
heart, and knew that his life was measured, his self-torture in* 
creased. He purposely tried to subdue the milil, tempero<t 
affection which he supposed I felt for him, in order that hi* 
death might be a lighter grief to me. And I lived with him^ 
day after day, never guesung that his stern, set manner wai 
not his real self! I do not dtire to think on the cross he must 
have borne : my own seems heavy, and my spirit sometinvei 
grows weary under it, and is moved to complain. Tbeu I r» 
member that by bearing it cheerAilly I am brought nearer to 
him, and the burden becomes light." 

Hannah Thurston listened to the last words with her Ctoe 
bnried in her hands, and her heart full of pity and self-reproach. 
Wbat was the pang of her own fruitless dream, her boflled 
ideal, beside the sharp, incousolable sorrow which consumed 
her mother's years ? What availed her studies, her iutelleo- 
tual triumphs, hor fancied comprehension of life, in comparlsoD 
with that knowledge of the heart of mac thus fearfully won ? 
Humble, as when, a child, she listened to her moifaor's worda 
as the accents of infallible wisdom, she now bowed down 
before the sanctity of that mother's experience. 

Tlio widow leaned back iu her chair, with closed eyes, but 
with a linppy serenity on her weary foce. Hannah took hor 
bond, and whispered, with a broken voice: "Thank thee, 
mother!" The weak old arms drew her gently down, and 
the pale lips luKsed her own. 

" Ulesa thee, my danghl«r. Now take thy book and let nw 
rest a while." 

Uannnii took the book, but not to read, 
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CHAPTER xm. 



IN ■WHICH SPKING OPKIf& 



The rainy Sunday was the precursor of a thaw, which lasted 
for a fiiriiiTght, and stripped the landBrapcs of Ptolemy of 
every particle of enow, except Etich as found a lodgmeut in 
fencfscoroers, behiod walls, or in shaded ravines. The wands 
of the willow clumps along the streams brightened to a virid 
yellow, and the mvriad twigs of low-ljlng thicketa blu§h«d 
parplo with returning eap. Frozen nights and mnddy days 
enough were yet in itore ; but wili every week the sun gained 
confidence in bis own alchemy, and the edge of the north-wind 
I blunted. Very slowly, indeed, a green shimmer crept 
np through the brown, dead grass ; the fir-woods breathed a 
Teelnous breath of awaking; pnle green eyes peeped from the 
ludfl of the giirden-Uhics, and, finally, Hke a tender child, igno- 
rant of danger, the crocus came forth full blown and shamed 
tb« cowardly hesitation of the greit oaks ind elms. 

During this season, Woodbury s ratercourae with the soci- 
ety of the village Wiis mostly suspended Alter the Icrminar 
lion of the Great Sewlng-Union, families fell bank into their 
paiTOwer circles, nnd rested for a lime both from their social 
Bud their chnritable labors E\en the itinerant prophets and 
frflUvHthropisiB ceatied their Mhits, leaving Ptolemy in lis nor- 
mal darkLese. Only Mr. Dyce, it was whispercii, hail again 
made his appearance at the Merryfields', where his spiritital 
oiis were attended by u select circle of the initiated, 
Ifiither Woodbury nor Mr. Waldo had I>een aguiti invited to 
■ttond. 

All minor gossip, however, was lo«t sight of, in the iutereat 
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occasioned by an event which occurred abont this time. MiEa 
Eliza Clancy, to the surprise of everybody, ha*l nt Isst n- 
oeived " a call." During a visit to Syracuse, she }iiid made (li<i 
acquaintance of the Rev. Jehiel Pi'eeki", a widower who, hat^ 
ing been driven away from Tristan il'Acuiiba afier losing his 
wife there, had been com missioned by the A. B. C. F. M. to > 
new field of labor in the Telugu country, Uis station wm w 
be Cnddapsh, only a day's jonmey from Jutnapore. 3li*H 
Eliza displayed such an intimate knowledge of the latter mis- 
siou, derived &om Mrs. Boernm's letters, and snch a viud eon- 
corn in the spiritual welfare of tlte Telugus, that tbe Bov. 
Jebiel, nt their third !iitei-ricw, asked her to share hU labon. 
There were pereons in Ptolemy so maliclouR as to declare tliat 
the proposal really came from Miss Eliza beretlf ; but this is 
not for a moment to he believed. The missionary made a l>et- 
ter choice than siich persons were willing to admit. Allhongh 
verging on forty, and ominously tbin, Miss Clancy was sincere, 
active, and patient, and thought more of the heathen sods 
whom she might enlighten than of the honors of her new {tod- 
tion. When she returned to Ptolemy as Mrs, Preeks, witb 
Ler pnsiiage engaged to Madras in the very vesntl which was 
to carry ont the contributions of the Mission Pnnd, she was 
too thoroughly happy to be disturbed by the village gossip. 
The other ladies of ihe Fund — foremost among them her 
aister spinslers, Miss Ann Parrott and Miss Sophia StcveiteiM 
— immediately resumed work, in order to provide her with » 
generous outfit for the voyage. Early iu April ihc parting 
took placis with mutual tears, and thenceforth the pioun pat- 
ronago of Plolomy was transferred from Jutuapore and Mrs. 
Boenim to Cuddapah and Mrs. Preeks. 
The Uon. Zeuo Harder occupied his seat in the Le^latnre, 
. through the winter. Several times during llie session Wooil- 
burj- received the compliment of documents, one of tbein enti- 
tled: "Remarks of the lion. Zvnu Harder, of Atuuga County, 
on the Mohawk and Adlrondac Railroad Bill." Occasionally, 
■lao, thu Alfjany Cerbems was sent to biiu with one of tbfl 
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leading editorials marked, by waj of <lii*cting his altMiilor. 
to it. The Hon. Zeno looked upon Wrmdbary, who had liet-n 
SO long absent from the country as to have lost "the niu" ff 
politics, ns (hir prpy. By (wcnriDg him holbre the hostile party 
1)ld ft chance, he Would gain two voles (one of them Bute's), 
ftud possibly more, besides a President of character and snb- 
for mass-mof^ttngs. Woodbury, however, was too 
■hrewd, and the Member too clumsy in his diplomacy, for the 
lucoess of this plan. The former, although foreseeing that he 
ltd bo inevitably drawn to take sides, sooner or later, 
Tinined to presen'e lii.s independence as long as possible. 
The churches In the Tillage nnderlook their periodical "re- 
iTals." which absorbed the interest of the commnnity while 
lasted. It was not the usual season in Ptolemy for such 
IMions of tho religious uttnoGphere, but llie Methodist cler- 
'man, a very zealous and impassioned speaker, hnviag initia- 
~ the movement with great sticcess, the oilier scots berame 
Uarmed lest be should sweep alt the repeiiinnt sinners of the 
place into his own fold. As soon as they could obtmn help 
from Tiberius, the Baptists followed, and the Rev. Lemuel 
constrained to do likewise. For a few days, the 
InUcr regained the ground he had lost, and Rcemed about to 
Aiatance his competitors. Luckily for him, the Rev. Jehtel 
Pr«eka accompanied his wife on her farewell viah, and was 
immediately impressed into the senice. His account of his 
Vnfferings at Tristan d'Acunha, embracing a description of the 
dcknees and triumphant death of bis first wife, melted the audi- 
to tears, and the exhortation which followed was like seed 
planted in well-ploughed ground. Tlie material for conversion, 
drawn upon from so many dilTeretit quariera, was soon exhaust- 
ed, but the riv.ll chnrchcs stoutly held out, until convinced that 
Bdiher had any further advantage to gain over the other. 

Mr. Waldo, of course, was not exempt from tbu general 
BocMsity, although conscious of the disadvantnge under whii-h 
lie lolmred in repi-wcntlng so nuimportnnt a seot. lis founder 
had been a man of marked ih.imetvr, wIioga tilrong, peculiar 
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inteUecl, combined wilh hia earnestness of heart, wrotiglit pow- 
erfully upon those with whom he came in personal mintact, hut 
liiit vi(^ws were not bruiid enough to meet the wants of n lai^ 
eWs. AlW his deRth, many of hia discl|ile$, released trom the 
influence of his persunalily, saw how slight a differrnce wp* 
rated thorn from their brethren, and yearned to lie ineludiil in 
H more extensive fold. Among these was Mr. Waldo, wboM 
native gnod sense taught him that minor differences in inierpr^ 
liilinn and oh^ersances do not justify Chrisliana in dividing Uirir 
Rirongth by a multitude of Bcparate organizations. His caogn- 
gation, however, was very slowly hroughl (o view the tnalUr 
in ihe mme light, and he was loo einc«rely attached to it) 
murabers to give up his charge of them white any proiipeci of 
8ucce-8 remained. 

On this occasion, nevertheless — thanks to the Kcsl of some of 
hiu fliick, rnllier than his own power of wielding the thunder- 
bolta of Teriflr — Mr. Waldo gained three or four solitary fish 
oul nf the threescore who were hauled up from the d«e{i9 hj 
the tarioiis nets. The Cimmerian rite of bap'ism bud this nd- 
vantnge, that it was not performed in public, and Its eolenuiiCf 
was not thoi'efore disturbed by [he preseace of a crowd of carioiH 
spectntors, fiueh a^ are espeolully wont to be on hund whvn ibo 
wMiT is colli. Mr. Waldo even disregarded the peculiar form 
of iniiintion which characterised his sect, affirming that it added 
no BHiiet'ty to ihe rite, 

Dining tho period of the revivals, there was a lempomrT 
fUB|HtiLsiun of the social life of Ptolemy. Even kindred TiasA- 
lie* rarely assembled at loa except to discuss the ultsorbbg 
tnpic and compare Ihe resulla obtained by the vuriuua churches 
'I'lierc was a great demand for Baxter's " Saint's Re*t, 
Atloiiio's " Alarm," Vouiig's '■ Night Thoughts," and Pollok's 
•■ Course of Time," at the liltle bookatore. Two feathcTB dia* 
appeared fri>m (bo Sunday bonnet of Mrs. Hamilton Hue, mid 
Die Mi»s(n Smitli exolmnged their red ribbuRS for ^lalo-colored. 
Siill, It W1U nol tho habit of tho liltle places to be sombre; !u 
gnyitty was uuver excMsive, and hence its vurlous iimada 
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Bever assumed a penitential character, aail soon wore o£ Ic 
thia respect it presented a strong contrast to MulliganBviUe 
Uid Aoucreon, both of which commnniciea retained a severe 
Uid mournful expreB«on for a long time afler tfaeir revivals 
bad closed. 

By thia time the meadows were covered with young grass, 
tile willows hoDg in folds of misty color, and a double row of 
daffodils bloomed in every garden. The spring ploughing and 
all the other various forms of farm labor commenced ia the 
valleys, and on the warm, frostlesa hillaidea. The roads were 
Bgiiin dry and hard ; the little steamer resumed its trips on the 
lake ; and a new life not only stirred within the twin valleys, 
but poured into them from without. 

Aa the nniformity of winter life at Lakeside gave way to 
%hb changes exacted by the season, Woodbury became dimly 
sensible that J^Irs. Fortitude Babb, with all her virtues as a 
! housekeeper, stood too prominently in the foreground of hia 
home. Her raw, angular nature came so near him, day by day, 
as to be felt as a disturbing element. She looked upon her 
dominion as rea.esured to her, and serenely continued the eier- 
«se of her old privileges. While entertaining the profoundest 
respeet, not unmixed with a moderate degree ofafltction, for 
lier muster, she rented any attempt to interfere with the 
regular course of household procedure which she had long 
BtDce established. He was still too ignoiaut, indeed, to dis- 
pate ber authority with any success, in-doors ; but when the 
gardening weather arrived, and she transferred her rule to the 
open air, his patience was sometimes severely tried. 

Ho knew, from his boyish days, every square foot in the 
Hunny plot of ground — the broad alley down the centre, with 
flower-beds on either side, producing pinks, sweet--wi11iama, 
larlupnrs, marigolds, and prince's -feathers, in their suooes^on ; 
' the clumps of roses at regular intervals ; the low trdlie, to be 
overrun with nasturtiums and aweot-peas; the broad vegeto- 
Ua beds, divided by rows of currant and gooseberry ba>hes, 
and the crooked old <]uince-trees against the northern wuLL 
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There were ibcy all, appnrenllj anubangej ; but, rDvemitlj 
BS be looked upon them for the sake of the Piist, he fell thiri 
if Lakeeiik' was to be truly Ais home, iis feaiurea most, lo 
some extent, be moulded by bis own tftst«. The old arrftDg^ 
meuts conlJ not be rct^ncd, simjjly for the s.tke of th« old 
iissooiittiona ; the jilace must breathe an atmosphere of Bfe, 
not of death. In spite of the admirable eituation of the hou8«, 
its sarroondings Lad been much neglected, and the trained 
eye of its master daily detected new eapnoiUea for beauty. 

Notbing of all this, however, suggested itself to the ossified 
brain of the housekeeper. In her eyes, Woodbury was bat a 
tenant of Mrs. DeniuKon, and that lady would cry down from 
Paradise to furhld the position of her favorite plants and her 
trees from being ohanged. Hence, Mrs. Babh was almost 
petrified with aatoniflhment, one warm morning, on Woodbury 
saying to her, na they stood in the garden : 

" I sball estcnd the garden, so as to take in another bnlf^ 
acre. The ground mnst be first prepared, eo it can scarcely 
be done this spring; but, at least, this first row of currants 
can bo taken up and set beyond the second. The vegetables 
will then be partly hidden from eight, and these beds can bo 
planted with flowers." 

" 0, the land 1" excHmed the housekeeper. ** Did a body 
erer hear o' sich a thing ! Wbere'U you get your curraos for 
pica, I'd like to know ? They won't bear a mite if you t^ce 
'em up now. Besides, where am I to plant peas and early 
beans, if you put flowers here?" 

" There," said Woodbury, pointing to the other end of tbo 
gurrlen. 

" Why, I Anrf 'em there laat sammer. Here, where tbe«B 
obbagca was, is the right place. To viy thinktn', tbcre'i 
flowers enough, as it is. Not that Pd take any of 'em op: 
*A« was always fond of 'em, and she was satisfied with my 
fiidn' of the garden. But thero*s ihem that iliLnks they knows 
better. Tan't any too big as it was, and if yon take txff all 
lliifl here ground, w«1l rno out o' vi^getablc* afoni the mm* 
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mer'a over. Then, I'll git the blame, all over the neighUi 
hood. People knows / 'tend to it." 

" Mrs. Babb," eaid Woodbury, a little sternly, " I shall lake 
care list your reputation does not suffer. It is nay intention 
to engage an experienced gardener, who will take all this 
work off yonr hands, for the future. But the improvements I 
intend to make cannot be carried out immediately, anti I must 
ask you to superintend the planting, this spring. You shall 
have sufficient ground for all the vegetables we need, and jj^ 
can make little difference to you where they grow." 

The housekeeper did not venture upon any further r 
Btraoce, bat her heart was filled with gall and bitterness. She 
coold not deny to herself Woodbury's right to do what he 
pleased with his own, but such innovations struck her s 
ing almost criminal. They opened the door to endless c 
fusions, which it diatreased her to contemplate, and the ( 
whereof she could not foresee. 

That evening, as Bute was shelling his seed-corn in tiM 
kitchen, he noticed that her thin lips were a little more tightly 
compressed tlian usual, while she piled her knitting-iieedleo 
■with an energy that betrayed a serious disturbance of mind, 
Bute gave himself no concern, however, well knowing ll 
vJintever it was, he should hear it in good time. 

iin. Babb sighed in her usual wheezy manner, drawing n 
and letting down her slioulders at the same time, and knita 
few minutes longer, with her eyes fixed on the Idt^^en cloc" 
At last she said : " Ah, yes, it's well she's gone." 

Bute looked up, but as she was still inspecting th« dock, b 
ttii notliiug. 

" I was afeard things couldn't stay as they w«," iha agaiii 
remarked. 

Bute picked np a fresh ear, and began gmding the butt- 
«Dd wiHi a cob, to loosen the grains. 

"It's hard to see sich things a-conua' on, ia a body's old 
idajB," groaoed the housekeeper. Thi» tJRU hm gage waa r»- 
<noTed fiom the dock, and fell grimly oftm kat adopted aoa. 
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" Wtat's the malwr, Mother Por^ T* lie a»ii-(L 

'■ Matter, Buie ? I ahoutd llimk you'd h»' seen K, if joa 
was in the habit o' seran' funler thMi yuur nose Thiaga 
goin' to wrack, fnst enough. Ue will have his way, no mall 
how onrensonable it is." 

" We!], wbj Eboaldn't he? But as for bein' luircasonaliK 
I don't see iL He's gettin' the hang of &i'iuin' matters . 
nnly, and is goin' to let me do what I'v* been waatin' (o. 
those five year. Wait till we get the gewano, and pho^hatei 
uid dratuia' and deep plougliin', and you won't »ee 
another farm in the hull county." 

" T«, and the garden all tore to pieces," rqiiiifd the I)0iu» 
keeper; '*if' she could come oot of her grave ouxt y*ar, sbtt 
iroD't know it ag'in. And me, that's teDdl^d to U thb erar so 
long, to have a strange man, that nobody knows, slude ovwt 
ray head I" 

Bute bent his face over the ear of corn, to coneeal a 
malicious soiile. He knew that all the housekeeper wnnteil, 
vaa to " Bpe»k out her mind'' — afler which nbo would reeign 
hemelf to the inevitable. He accordingly nrnd"- no furthar 
reply, and commenced whbtlLug, very eol\ly, '^ Barbars 
Allen," a tune wbioh of late seemed to harmonize with his 

Woodbury, on his part, waa conscious of a realJcss stirring 
of tlu) blood, ibr which his contact with the hiiuackceper Wf 
in tho least degree responsible. Her figure, nevcrtheleaSr 
formed a hard, sharp, rocky background, ngaiusl which 
projected, in doable sweetnesa from the contrast, tho soA lat- 
linoB of a younger form, glimmering iudisLiuclly ihrongb • 
mist which concealed the tace^ 

lie did not deceive himself. He saw that bis apparent 
dspondenite was a beUigior«at conditioD, in whidi t^ oonlJ 
nevi-r lind nder^uate peace ; bnt not for tbi>s reason — not from 
any cool caloalaliotis of pnidencu— <llil ho long \o seo iho 
household of Lakiisitlo govt-med by its legiUuiato minrwa. 
If the loDg ycuTii uf suuuncr luul made his heart apuUistlo or 



ioi^fiemit, it had not deadened hia nature to tbe subtle mafrio 
nf spring. A more delicate languor than that of tlio iru^ija 
crept over him iii the balmy mominga ; all sounds and odors 
of Uia »en«on fostered it, and new imiges Iwgan to obtrude 
Kpon hiB sleepiug as well aa hia waking dreams. Ho knew 
tho symptoms, and rejoiced over the reappearance of the old 
disease. It was not now tbe fever of youth, ignoraiilly given 
Up to its own illasions. Fie could count the accelerated pulsa- 
tions, hold the visions steadily fast as they arose in his briun, 
and analyze while he enjoyed them. Love and Gzperienco 
must now go hand in hand, and if an object presented Itself, 
tho latter must approve while the former embraced. 

Reviewiug, in his mind, the women whom he knew, thtro 
was not one, lie confessed to himself, whom he would ever, 
probably, be able to love. Hia acquaintances in New Yortc 
were bright, lively ^Is — the associates of bis nieces — in some 
of whom, no doubt, there was a firm basis of noble feminine 
character. It could not be otherwise; yet the woman who 
must share his seclusion, finding in him, prim^pully, her 
eoaetf, in his home her recreation, iu his happiness her own, 
ooold scarcely be found in that drcle. Coming badl to I'toI» 
tny, bid survey was equally discouraging. He oooJd iiev«i 
overlook h lack of intellectual culture iu his wiie. Who poir- 
EesBcd that, auless, indeed, Hannah Thnrston? Sbt, be »>l-| 
tniltod, had botli exquisite taste and a di-gree of cbIiuiv re-| 
tnarkable for the opportunities she enjoyed ; but s anioa Willi 
her woaltl be a perpetual torment. She, with her nofbid 
notions of right, seeing an unpardonable liu tn every ianocftnt 
peraooal babtt 1 What little she had oUerveil of hJ* exl«raaJ 
life bad evidently inspired her with a atrmg didike of him ; 
how could she bear to know hiui as he waft— to look over thn 
pflgeH of bis i>ast life ? Hi* wiie, he felt, mot he allowed tw 
illuuoiis. If she coidd not find eoongfa of trrtli mm] wiinlim i* 
in hia heart to counterbalance pact erron add HcMnt "li-ftrts. 
»he eboulil Bud no adiuittunce ibtsre. 

Iu spite of tlicso unavailing review^ qw ii 
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was attained. He would no longer, as heretofore, shrink from 
the approach of love. From whatever quarter the gnest 
might come, the door should be found open, and the word 
^* Welcome," woven of the evergreen leaves of inmuvtal 
longing, should greet the arrivaL 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

OOirrAININQ OOKYXBSAnONS MOBB DCPOBTAIIT THAN TBX7 

SEEM TO BE. 

One balmy afternoon, when the dandelions were beginning to 
show their golden disks among the grass, Woodbury started on 
foot for Ptolemy, intending to take tea with the Waldos, whom 
he had not seen for a fortnight. Samitering along the road, 
at the foot of the eastern hill, with the dark, pine-fringed rocks 
and the sparkling cascade on one hand, and the fresh, breath* 
ing meadows on the other, he found himself at last, at the 
end of the lane leading to the Merryfield farm-house, and 
paused, attracted by the roseate blush of a Judas-tree in the 
garden. The comfortable building, with its bam and out- 
houses, seemed to bask in happy warmth and peace, half-hid- 
den in a nest of fruit-trees just bursting into bloom. The 
fences around them had been newly whitewashed, and gleamed 
like snow against the leafing shrubbery. An invigorating 
smell of earth came from the freshly-ploughed field to the south. 
Every feature of the scene spoke of order, competence, and 
pastoral contentment and repose. 

In such a mood, he\ forgot the ooeasional tedium of the 
farmer's talk, and the weak pretensions of his wife, and only 
remembered that he had not seen them for some time. Turning 
into the lane, he walked up to the house, where he was cordi- 
ally received by Mr. Merryfield. '^ Come in,'' said the latter : 
^* Sarah's looking over seeds, or something of the kind, with 
Miss Thurston, bat she'll be down presently. Tou recollect 
Mr. Dyce ?" The last wiurds were spoken as they entered the 

8* 



1V8 UANXAH TnpBsros: 

routn, where tbe niedJuni, witli his sallow, iin wholesome duw. 
6iit at an open window, absorbed in the perusal of a ihii^k 
pamphlet. Ho roae and saluted Woodbury, though b; iiu 
meaus with cordiality. 

'• How deliglitfii! & home you have here, Mr. Merrytield," 
Woodbury said. " Tou need not wish to change places witn 
nuy one. An independent American farmer, wilh his afflun 
iu such complete order that the work almost goes on of it- 
self, from year to year, seems to me the most fortunate of 
men." 

"Well — yea — 1 ought lo be satisfied," answered the host; 
" I sometimes wish for a wider spere, but I suppose it's best 
as it is." 

" Oh, be sm'e of that I" exclaimed Woodbury : " ueither ia 
your sphere a narrow one, if it is riyhtiy filled." 

" Nothing is best as it is," growled Mr. Dyce, from tbe win- 
dow, at the same time; "private property, family, isolated 
labor, are nil wrong." 

Woodbory turned to tbe spealcer, with a sudden doubt of 
liie sanity, biil Mr. Hevrj-field was not in the least surprised. 

"Too know, Mr. Dyce," said be, "that I can't go that jar. 
The human race may come to that in the course of time, lu it 
were, bnt I'm too old to begin." 

" Nobody is too old for the Truth," rejoined the mediuni, so 
uiBoleutly that Woodbury felt an ilcbing desire to slap bim In 
the face. — "especially, when it's already demonstrated. Here's 
the whole thing," he continued, giving tbe pamphlet a whack 
on tbe window-sill : " read it, and you'll find how- much bottoT 
off we arc without those selfish institutions, marriage and tlie 
riglit to property." 

"What is it?" asked Woodbury. 

" It's the annual report of the Perfcctiotiiats. Tliuy have a 
conununity Dear Aqneanda, where their principles arc put in 
practice. Every thing is in common : labor is so divideil th.it 
no one fools ilie burden, yet all live comlorisbly. The children 
arb brought up all togetber, and so tl)i9 dmdgvry of a fiunjly ia 
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avoided. Besides, love is not slavery, but freedom, and the 
affections are true because they do not wear legal chains." 

" Oood God ! Is this true ?" exclaimed Woodbury, turning 
to Mr. Merryfield. 

" I believe it is," he answered, " Fve read part of the re- 
port, and there are queer things in it. Even if the doctrine is 
right, I don't think mankind is fit for it yet. I shouldn't like, 
even, to let everybody read that book : though, to be sure, 
we might be much more outspoken than we are." 

^^Read it," said Mr. Dyce, thrusting the pamphlet into 
Woodbury's hand. "It's unanswerable. If you are not 
blinded by the lies and hypocrisies of Society, you will see 
what the true life of Man should be. Society is the Fall, sir, 
and we can restore the original paradise of Adam whenever 
we choose to free ourselves from its tyranny." 

" No doubt, provided we are naturally sinless, like Adam," 
Woodbury could not help saying, as he took the pamphlet. 
He had no scruples in receiving and reading it, for he was. not 
one of those delicate, effeminate minds, who are afraid to look 
on error lest they may be infected. His principles were so 
well-based that every shock only settled them the more firmly. 
He had never preferred ignorance to unpleasant knowledge, 
and all of the latter which he had gained had not touched the 
Bound manliness of his nature. 

"We are I" cried Mr. Dyce, in answer to his remark. 
" The doctrine of original sin is the basis of all the wrongs of 
society. It is false. Human nature is pure in all its instincts, 
and we distort it by our selfish laws. Our life is artificial and 
unnatural. If we had no rights of property we should have 
no theft : if we had no law of marriage we should have no li- 
centiousness : if we had no Gk)vemment8, we should have no 
war." 

Mr. Menyfield did not seem able to answer these declara- 
tions, absurd as they were, and Woodbury kept silent, from 
self-respect. The former, however, was stronger in his instincts 
than in his powers of argument, and shrank, with a sense o^ 
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1 repugnance, from a theory which he WM unable to 
bat. Mr. Dyne's prolonged visit was bcgiuning to be disa- 
greeable to him. His ambition to be cousidered n prominent 
reformer was bis weak side, ao<i his freely-offered hospitality 
f} the various aposUea had ^ivca him aconsidcTaiioa which 
misled him. His kindness haJ thus frequently been imposed 
npoD, but the secret ftar of losing hia place bad prevented him, 
hitherto, from defending hiiuself. 

Mr. Dyce, on the other hand, was one of those men who arc 
not easily shaken off. He led a desultory life, here and there. 
llirough New York and the New Kiigloud StatOs, presiding at 
apiritual sessions in the houses of the believers, among whoto 
he had acquired a certain amount of reputudon as a mediom. 
Somotimea his performances were held In pnhiio (admittaaoe 
ten cents), in the smaller towns, and he earned enough in this 
way to pay his necessary expenses. Wbeii he disiK)Ver(<d a be- 
lieving family, in good circumstances, eaiwcially where tke 
table was well supplied, he would pit«h his t«nt, for daya, or 
weeks, aa circumstances favored. Such au oasts in tho deswl 
of exiatenee he bad found at Mr. Merryfield's, and the discom- 
foit of the meek host at bis prolonged eiay, which would bare 
been sufficiently palpable to a man of the least deliciicy of fi-e1- 
ing, was either unnoticed by him, or eontoTnittiiously ignored. 

Woodbury rend the man at a glance, and recetve'l, also, a 
faint Buapioion of Mr. Mcrryfield's impatience at his stay; but 
kc, biiiisolf^ bad little patience with the Inttcr's absurdities, nnd 
was quite content tliat he abould endure the puni^Iimvnt ho 
had invoked. 

Putting the pamphlet in his pookct, and turning to Mr. Dyce, 
he said : " I shall read this, if only to find ont tlie point ai 
which Progress beuonies Roa<'lion— where Moral Reform 
shakes bauds with Depravity." 

The mediinn'g sallow fiice grew livid, at tbe firm cooliitsa 
with which these words wore qiok«Q. nohairwtartedfromhis 
scat, bat Kink back »gain, and turning luH luiad (o the window, 
nicinpluoiit siiort from his thin nostril*. 
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"There is miscliief in that man," thonght Woodbury. 

Mr. Merryfield, in spite of his trepidation — for lie was a 
thoroagh phynical coward, and the moral courage on which lie 
ploraed himBelf was a sham article, principiilly compoBcd of 
vanity — nevertheless felt a sense of relief from Woodbury's 
coropoaed, indlfiurent air. Here, at least, was one man who 
could nioet the vampire anconcemedly, and drive, if need be, 
Jt *take throngh his gorged carcasa. For once, he regretted 
that lie did not posset's a similar quality. It was almost resist- 
Mce, he was awnre, and the man capable of it might probably 
be guilty of llie critne (as he considered it) of using physical 
force ; but lie dimly reoognized it in a refreshing element of 
Strength. He did not feel quite so helplees as usual in Wood- 
bury's presence, after that. 

Still, he dreaded a continuance of tlie conversation. "Will 
you oorae, as it were" — said he ; " that is, wonld you liko'' 

Woodbury, who had turned his back upon Mr. Dyce, after 
speaking, suddenly interrupted him with : " How do you do, 
Mrs. Merryfield J" 

The mistress of the bouse, passing through the hall, had 
pftused at the open door. Behind her came Hannah Thurston) 
in her bonnet, with a satchel on her arni. 

After the greetings were over, Mrs. Merryfield said: "We 
were going into the garden." 

" Pray, allow me to accompany you," said Woodbury. 

"Oh, yes, if you care about flowers and things." 

The garden was l^d out on the osual plan : a central alley, 
bordered with flower-beds, vegetables beyond, and currauls 
planted along the fence. It lay open to tlie sun, sheltereil hy 
!i spur of the e.nstem ridge, and by the orchard to the lel\ of ihu 
house. In om corner stood a Judas-tree, every spray thickly 
httug witli tlie vivid rose-colored blossoms. The flowers were 
(ki lh«r ailvanced than at Lakeside, for the situation was mutli 
hu-er and warmer, and there had been no late fronts. The 
hyaoinlhs reared their blue and pink pagodas, filling ilio walk 
with Ihdr opulent broalh ; tho thick green buds of the taiips 




began to show points of crimeoii, aiiil the cugbionjr 
mouiitain-piuk ftU over iJie boarded edges of the beds. 

Mrs. Mcrryfield bad but stoail knowledge of floriculture. Her 
beds were well kept, however, but from habit, rather thwi taste. 
" My pineys won't do well, this year, I don't think," said she : 
" this joon-dispray rose is too near tliem. HereV plenty of 
tarkeptirs and coreopsisses comiug up, Haonnb ; don't you wunt 

" Thank you, my garden is wild with them," Miss TharsiOu 
answered, " but I will take a few plBtils of the flame-oolor<;d 
marigold, if you have Uiein to spare." 

"Ob, that's trash ; take tbeia all, if you like." 

" Miss Thurston," sMd Woodbury, suddeidy, " would you 
like to have some bulbs of gladcolus and tjgcr-lily f I bsre jnel 
received a quantity from Rochester." 

" Very much indeed : you are very kind," she said. " How 
magnificent they arc, in color !" The next moment, she wob 
vexed at herself for having accepted the offer, and said no 
more. 

Mrs. Itlcrryfield, having found the marigolds, took up a 
number and placed them in a basket, adding various other 
plants of which she had a superfluity. As they letl the gar- 
den, Woodbury quietly took the bneket, saying: "I am walk- 
ing to Ptolemy also. Miss Thurston." 

It was impossible to decline his company, thongb tho 
undeGnable sense of unrest with which his presence alnays 
aflectcd her, mnde the prospect of the walk ikr from ogreeablck 
Side by side (hey passed down the lane, and had nearly gained 
the highway, when Woodbury broke the silence by esying: 

"■\VLttl do you think of Mr. Dyce?" 

Hiumah Thurston was a little startled by the aueipecled 
question. "I have scarcely formed an opinion," abo answered i 
" it may not bo just to decide from impressions only. If I did 
BO, the decision would not he favorable to tdm." 

" Vou are right 1" ho exclaimed, with energy. " Do not 
spe;dc to hitn ngnin I I bi-g [lardun," be added, u)K>logetically,* 
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" I did not mean to be dictatorial ; bat the man is tboroaghlj 
fclse and bad." 

" Do yon know any tiling of him ?" she asked, 

"Only what I liave myself observed. I have leiirned to 
trust my inaiincta, because I find that what we call instinct is 
iDly a rapid and subtle facility of observation. A man can 
lever completely disguise bimself, and we therefore see bim 
most truly at the first glance, before bis powers of deceptioD 
can l>e exercised npon ua." 

" It may be true," she add, as if speaking to herself, " bnt 
one's prejudices are so arbitrary. How can we know that we 
sre right, in yielding to them t" 

For a moment, a sharp retort hovered on Woodbnry'a 
tODgue. How can we know, he might have said, that we are 
light in accepting views, the extreme character of which is 
•^-evident? How can we, occupying an exceptional place, 
dare to pronounce rigid, uuniitignted judgment on all the rest 
of mankind? But the balmy spring dny toned bim to gentle- 
ness. The old enchantment of female presence stole over htm, 
«8 when it surrounded each fair face with a nimbus, to the uar- 
eotised vision of youth. One glance at his companion »wept 
away the harsh words. A tender gleam of color flushed her 
fibeeka, and the lines of her perfect lips were touched with a 

tnsive softness. Her eyes, fixed at the moment on tlie bill 
beyond the further valley, were almost as soft as a violet in hue. 
He bad never before seen her in the strong test of sunshine, 
and remarked thut for a fate like bers it was no disencbout- 
tneuL Sbo migfat be narrow and bigoted, be felt, but she was 
nevertheless true, earnest, and pure. 

" We are not required to exhibit our prejudices," be said. 

In Society, disagreeable pei-sons are still individuals, and 
have certain claims upon us. But, after all the latitude we are 
required to grant, a basis of character must be exacted. Do 
yon think a man consdously Cilse and depraved should ba tol- 
erated on account of a coincidence in opinions?" 

"Certainly not," she replied. 
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Woodbury then related the incident of the piano. He bfr 
gan to feel a friendly pity for the girl walking beside hitn. 
Her intense earnestness, be Baw, and ber ignoiance of the true 
natttre of men, were likely to betray her, oa in the present case, 
into associations, the thonght of which made him shudder. He 
would at least save her from this, and therefoi-e told the story, 
with an uncomfortable sense, all the while, of the pamphlet fn 
his pocket. 

Hannah Tliurston was unfeignedly shocked at ihe deception 
of Mr. Dyce. "I am glad you have told me I his," s^ud she, 
"for I wanted a justification for avoiding him, H:ive yon 
mentioned it to the MerryfieldsP" 

"No." 

" Why not ?" 

" In the first place, you know that they are too infhtnsted 
with tlie spiritual delusion to believe it. He would have SD 
explanation ready, xe be bad that night. >Ioi-eover, it would 
cost Bute, who gave me the details in confidence, the low of 
two friends. For Ills sake let it still be confidential." 

She met his deep brown eyes, and bowed in r«ply. He 
plucked the stalk of a dandelion, as they went along, |HDctied 
off the flower, split the lower end, and ptiiting it into his 
mouth, blew a liny note, oe from a fairy trumpet. BJs man- 
ner was 60 serions Ibat Hannah Thurston looked away lest hft 
should see her smile. 

" You are laughing, I know," said be, taking ibe static &om 
liis moutb, " and no wonder. I suddenly recollected having 
blown these boms, as a boy. It is enough to make one boy- 
isli, to see spring agaiu, for the first time iu fifteen years. II 
wonder if tlie willow switches are too dry. Honry DenisoD 
and I used to make very tolerable Antes of them, but we neror 
could get more than four or fire note*." 

"Tlien you vulue y»ur early associations?" she asked. 

" Beyond all others of my life, I think. T.i it not pIoiuaaL, 
to look back to ft period when every thing wa« (tood, when sB 
men and women were infinitely wise and boaovoleDl, when life 
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took caro of itself aud the futnre was whatever yon ohoac to 
jaake it? Now, when I know the world — know it. Miss 
Thurston" — and his voice was grave and sad — " to be far 
■worse than you, or any other pure woman suspects, and still 
keep my faith in the Good that aball one day be triumphant, 
I can smile at my young ignorance, but there in still a glory 
lu-onnd it. Do you know Wordsworth's Ode ?" 

" Yes — ' the light that never was on sea or land.' " 

" Never — until after it has gone by. We look back and see 
it. Why, do you know that I looked on Mrs. Merryfield as a 
Greek must have looked on the Delphiaa Pythoness?" 

Hannah Thurston laughed, and then suddenly checked her- 
self She could not sec one of her co-workers tn tlio Great 
Cause ridiculed, even by Intimatiou. The chord he bad 
touched ceased to vibrate. The ease with which he recov- 
ered from a deeper tone and established conversation ag^n in 
mental shallows, annoyed her all the more, that it gratified 
some latent instinct of her own mind. She distrusted the 
inflaence which, in spite of herself, Woodbury exercised upon 
her. 

" I see your eyes wander oflf to the hills," he swd, after an 
interval of silence. " They are very lovely to-day. In this 
spring haze the West Hidge appears to be aa high as the 
Jnra. How it melts into the air, far up the valley I The 
effect of uiountaina, I think, depends more on atmosphere 
than on their actual height. You could imagine this valley to 
bo one of the lower entrances to the Alps. By the way, Misa 
Thorstoti, this must have given you a suggestion of them. 
How did you manage to get such a correct picture in your 
mind?" 

She tamed her surprised fiice full towards him. The 
drevny expression which soft«ned its outline, and hovered 
in the Inminoua depth of her eyes, did not escape him. 

"Ob, I know it," he added, laughing. "What was the 
Bong yon sang at Mr. Bue'a? Something abont an Alpine 
hunter: it made me think I was Standing on the Sohei- 




deck, vatcbing tbo avalaacbea tiunbllug down &om tbe Jaa^- 
fr&u." 

"You have been in Switzerland, Mr. Woodburyl" A* 
exclaimed, wiih animation. 

" Yea, on my way from England to India." 

fie described to Ler his Swisa tour, inspired to prolong th* 
narrative by tliC eager interest she cxhibiteil. Tlu' lantlMftpea 
of the higher Alps stood clear in liis memory, and !ic liad the 
faculty of trniialnting thoin disUuotly into words. Commenc- 
ing with the valley of the Renss, ho took her with him ov«r 
tlie passes of the Furoa and the Grimsel, and had only raavked 
the falls of the Aar, when Oie gate of tho 'Widow ThanlOD'e 
cottage Bhut dowu upon the Alpine trail. 

" We will finish the trip another time,"' said Woodbary, an 
ho opened the gate for her. 

" How much I thank you I I eecm to have been in Switmc^ 
land, myeolf. I think I shall lie able 10 ring the song butter, 
from knowing ila scenery." 

8be offered hini her hand, which he pressed cordially. "1 
should like to call upon your mother again," he said. 

" She will be very glad to see you." 

Aa he walked down the street towards the Ciinmeriso pir- 
Bonage, liis thoughts ran somewhat in this wise : " How miwb 
naluval poetrj' and onthusiaam that girl has in her natore I It 
is refresliitig to describe any thing to her, she is so absorbed in 
receiving it. What a splendid creature she might have be- 
come, under nther ciroumMances ! But here she is bopelessly 
warped and distorted. Nature intended her for a woman ud 
a wife, and thcf'tfeof a man and «u apostle is a muD8tr<ous pat^ 
version. I do not know whetlier she most attracts me thrOQ^ 
what she might have been, or repels mo through what aha ia. 
Bhe auggcBts tho woman I nm teeUtng, only to sbuw roo bow 
vain the ewirch muf^t b«. I nm afraid I shall hnvii I" gi*e it up." 

Pursiiing thesf reflations, lie wii» about pinning tho panun- 
age without reoognuting it, vhtn a clietry roloe rang oat lo 
tiim fVom tlie open door : 
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"Have yon lost tbe way, 3!r. Wooilbury?" 
"'Not lost, but goDe before,' " said he, as be turued back 
io tbe gat«. 

What profanity !" exclaimed Mrs. Waido, tboogh she 
bngbed at the Eatne tiitie. "Come in: our Beiious eeuon is 
ever. I suppose I ought to keep a melancholy face, for tvo 
-weeks longer, to encourage the uew couverts, hut what is one 
to do, ivhen one's uature is dead agaiuat it?" 

" Ah, Mrs. Waldo," replied Woodbury, " if you sufiered 
der your faitb, instead of rejoicing iu it, I should doabt your 
Christianity. I look upop myself as one of your converts." 
" I aoi afraid you are given to backsliding," 
" Only for the pleasure of being reconverted," Mid be ; " but 
otue — be my motbci^xinfessoress. I am in great doubt and 
lerplesity." 
" And you come to a woman for help ? Delightful !" 
" Even so. Do you remember what you said to me, when 
picked you up out of the wreck, last winter t But I see you 
do not. Mrs. Fortitude Babb is a tyraut." 

Mrs, Waldo was uot deceived by this mock lamentation. 
le would not first have felt the tyramiy now, she knew, unleaa 
. stronger feeluig iua.de it irksome. 

" Ah ha I you have found it out," she said. " Well — you 
now the remedy." 

"Yes, I know it; but what I do not know is — the woman 
rho should take her place." 

" Don't you T' sdd Mrs. Waldo, with a sigh, " then, of 
oarse, I do not." 

" I walked from Merryfield's, this afternoon, with Hannah 
lUTBlon," he presently remarked. 
" Well?" she asked eagerly. 

** What a perversion of a fine woman I I lose my tem- 
ler wbco I think of il. I came very near being rude to her." 
" You rude ?" exclaimed Mrs, Waldo, " then she must have 
irovoked you beyond endur.ince." 
*' Not by ntiy thing she said, but simply by what she ia." 
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** What, pray ?** 

**A ^ stroDg-minded woman.' Heayen keep me from aD 
Bach ! I have will enough for two, and my hooadudd shall 
never have more than one head.'* 

^ That's sound doctrine," said Mr. Waldo^ hearing the bnl 
words as he entered the room. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

wmCH GOUES NBAS BEIMO TBA.GIC. 



Id the begiDtUDg of June, the Merrjfields received sd 

ditioniil guests. Among their acqiiittutunocs in New York 

Mty were Mr. and Mrs. Whitlow, whom they liad met during 

I Annual Convention of the Anti-Slavery Society. Mr. 

Whitlow was a prosperous grocer, who had profiled by selling 

♦•fi-oe sugar" at two ceuts a pound more llian the product of 

lllave labor, although the former was an inferior article, Ue 

s very bitter in his condemnation of the Manchester manu 

fiicturers. on account of tbcir consamption of cotton. The 

Uerryfields had beea present at a t«a-party given by him to 

;Mr. Wendell Phillips, aud the circumstance was not forgotten 

ty their hosts. When the latter shut up their house in the 

leviable upper part of Mercer street, iu order to make a 

tommer trip to Lake Superior by way of Niagara, they de- 

^emdued to claim a return for their hospitality. Tea in Mercer 

Lrcot was equivalent, in their eyes, to a week's entertainment 

t Ptolemy, If not, they could ujvite the Merryfields agun, 

t tlie next Conventioii, which would certaiuly balance the 

Kccount. 

Accordingly, one fin« evening, the stage from Atanga City 
brought to I*tolemy, and a carriage from Folrlamb's livery- 
o forwarded to the Merrytield farm, Mr. and Mrs. Whit- 
itiw, snd their two daughters, Mary Wollsloiiecrnft Whitlow, 
Bgvd thirteen, mid PUillis Whpatley Whitlow, aged nine 
— togttlicr with four trunks. The good-natured host was 
rcrwbelmed with this large aud unexitected visit, and feebly 
BDikavored to obtain a eignal from his wife as to whetber lh«> 




oonlil be conTetiienUy accommodated, daring tho bastle o 
acrivaL 

"If I bad knowed, aa it were, that you wore coming," 
said he. 

" Oh, we thongbt wo would lake you by surprise : it's so 
much pleosaiiter,'' exclaimed Mrs. Wbitlow, a lull, gaaut 
woman, who displayed a puir of large feet as she clambered 
down from the carriage. She thereiipou saluted Mrs, Merr)'- 
field with a kiss which Bouuded like the splitting of a 
dry chip. 

Mary Wollstone craft aud Pbillls Wbeatley scampered off 
around the houee and into the gai'deu as soon as they touched 
ground. They amused theoiaelveB at first by pulling np tbd 
early radices, to see how long th^ toots were, but after a 
wblle were attracted by the tulips^ and returned to the bonse 
with bandfuls of the finest. 

"Where did you get those?" stud their mother; "I am 
afraid tbey have taken too many," she added, turning towordfl 
Mrs. Marryfield, " but the dear children are so fond of flowera. 
I thiuk it elevates them and helps to form ibeir character. 
The Beautiful and the Good, you know, are one and the same." 

" Yes, but it ought to be directed," replied Mrs. Merryfield, 
without exactly knowing what she was saying. She saw, iu 
imagination, her garden stripped bare, and was meditating 
how she could prevent it. Her husband put a padlock on tho 
gate next morning, and in the course of the forenoon PhilllS 
Wlieatley was discovered banging by ber Irock from the 
puling. 

There was no help for it. The Whitlows bad come to swy, 
and tbey stayed. Mr. Dyce was obbged to give up bis oc- 
cupancy of the best bedroom, tmd take a small cbmnbirr iind«r 
the root Merryfield hoped, but in vnin, that this now dis- 
comfort would drive him away. Tho new-comtTH were ao 
^uainlauces of Iub, and ollhongh not spiritunlietM, yet tbey wei-ft 
very free tu disouvs the jieculiar dootrines of the Aqueaada 
community. 
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Day by day, Mre. MerryGeld saw her choice hams and her 
berished fowls disuppearing before the onslaught of her 
[uestK. Her reserve of jairiB and marmalades was so drawn 
wn that she foresaw its exhaustion before the summer's frnil 
loald enable her to replenish it. Mary Wollstonecraft and 
Willis Wheatley were especially destructive, in this respect, 
ind very frankly raised a clamor for " preserves," when there 
lappeaed to be none on the table. Their mother mildly tol- 
Kated this infraction of good behavior on their part. 

"They make themselves at home," she would remark, turn 
Dg to the hostess with an amiable smile. " I think we shouM 
Jlow some liberty to the dietetic instincts of children. Alcott 
■ays, yoa know, that ' Hke feeds like — the unclean spirit lioka 

rttage and blood from his trencher,' " 

"Gracious me!" exclaimed Mrs. Menyficld, shndderitig. 

" Tc8 : and in the scale of Correspondences saccharine snb- 

ucea are connected with gentleness of heart. I rejoice to 
Be this de\'elopmeQt in the dear children. Do you preserve 
■ilh free sugar ?" 

" No," repUed the hostess, with a faint salmon-colored blush, 
* we can't get it in Ptolemy. I should like to bear testimony 
1 thia way, if it was possible, but there are so tew in this 
idghborhood who are interested in the canse of Humanity, 
"lat we cannot do as much as we desire." 

** Why don't you apply to met" said Mr. Whitlow. "No- 

ing easier than to buy two or thrco barrels at a time, and 
liaTe it sent by rail. It will cost you no more than this" — 
intting a spoonful of qumce jelly into his mouth — " which is 

ined with the blood of the slave." He said nothing, faow- 
(T«r, ftbout the qualily of the sugar, which was a very coarse, 

rown article, purporting to come from Port-aU'Prince. 

Fortiiuat«ly, Mr. Merryfield's corn had been planted before 

~ e airival of his guests. Otherwise, there would have been a 

( interference with his farming operations. Every 

■ ■Aemoon, the Whitlows laid claim to his carriage and 

1, accepting the services of >[r. Dycc as coachman, 




drove ap and down the Tslleys, and even to th« etrnmuta t 
ihe lulla, to obtain tbe beat views, Tbe very IVeedinn wilH 
which they appropriuied In tbeir use and comfort all the ap- 
pliances which the farm l\imiahed, imposed npon ibeir Mnd- 
hearted hosts. In tbe eyes of the latter, claims so openly 
made involved the existence of a right of some kind, thoogii 
precisely what the riglit was, thej- ooiild not- clearly nnder- 

\Vhea Mrs. Whitlow, therefore, whose devoUon to "Na- 
tttre" was one of her expressed charaoteristios, proposed a 
pic-nio for the following Saturday aflernoon, it was auoepted 
without demur, na one of the ordinances of Destiny. The 
weather had suddenly grown warm, and the deciduous trees 
buret into splendid foliage, the luxuriant loaves of sumiiior still 
wearing the fresh green of spring-titne. AM the lower portion 
of the valley, and its cleft branches beyond Ptolemy, fVom 
rim to rim of tbe enclosing hills, bnmmed and stirred with 
an overplus of life. The woods were load with birdii; K tiny 
overture of insect horns and drums, in the ineiidows, prelndsd 
tbe drama of their ephemeral life ; the oanes of maize shot the 
brown fields with points of shining green, and tbe wheat bfr 
gan to roll in shallow ripples under the winds of tile 1ak«. 
Mrs, Whitlow's proposal was well-timed, in a land where Ute 
beautiful festival of Pentecost is nnkniwo, and it did th« 
Merryfields no harm that they were forced, ^^ust their babit, 
to celebrate tbe opening season. 

Not mora tbau a mile from the farm-house there was a spot 
admirably adapted for tbe purpose. It was a favorite resort, 
during the summer, of tbe young geotli'men and Isdie* of 
Ptolemy, and sometimes, oven, bad been honored by thi; viiit 
of a party from Tiberius. Roaring Brook, which had its rise 
some miles distant, umong tbe hollows of the upland, isetied 
flom a long glen which cleft East Atauga Ulll .it tbe potob 
where it bent aw.-iy from the buiul of tbe litkr^ to make lU 
wider sweep nroimd t^ tbe oape beyoud Lakealde. Al tUs 
point there whs a sligbtly slielving terrace, a quarter of a mil* 




in bresdlb, thrust out like the comer of a pedestal upon wbioh 
the hill bad fornmrij restod. The etreaiu, ^dor londing » |>art 
of its siretigth to drive a saw-mill at the mouth of the glen, 
pOMdd swiiUy across the terrace, twisting its way through 
broken, rooky ground, to the further edge, whcuce it tumbled 
in a oatOTAct to the valley. The wall of rock was crowned 
with a thick growth of pine, cedar, maple, and aepeu trees, uid 
the Btreain, tor the last hundred yards of its course, slid 
tlirough deep, cool shadows, to Sath all the more dazzlingly 
iDto ibfi aanshine of its &1L From the brink there were lovely 
Ti'iWB of the valley and lake ; and oven withiu the grove, aa 
fa as ft flat rock, which served as a table for the gay parties 
penetrated glimpses of the airy distance. 

The other members of the little band of " IteformerB " in 
Ptolemy were invited to take part in the pic-nic The Whit- 
lows desired and expected this, and would have considered 
themsolvea slighted, Imd the iavitatious been omitted. Mrs. 
Waldo was included, at the request of Hnnnah Thumton, who 
knew her need of recreation and her enjoyment of it. Bfr- 
sdes, ahe was sure that Mr. Dyce would be there, and sus- 
pected the presence of Seth Wattles, and she felt the advan- 
tage of being accompanied by a bravo and Bensible friend. 
iir. Waldo was obliged to attend a meeting of the TruBt«e8 
of tt^ Cimmerian Church, and so the two women, taking pos- 
On of his phlegmatic horae and superannuated gig, started 
early in the uttemnon for the appointed apot> Before reaching 
gate to the farm-house, they overtook Soth Watties and 
Mr. Tanner, on foot, the latter carrying his flute in his band, 
was celebrated throughout the neighborhood for his per- 
tonoKUM of "Lovt Nvt" and " Tht Firale'a Serenade," on 
that instrument. 

The spot was reached by following the highway, past the 
ibot of Uoaring Brook cataract, and then taking a si.lo-road 
which led ■cross the embaying curve of the valley and, ascen- 
dvd to the K»w-mill at the mouih of the glen. Some of the 
party bad gone directly across the helds from the Merryfield 




fami'tioase, as there was one poiDt in the rock]* front of tin 
terrace where an asceot was practicable witfaonl danger. Tbos 
they nearly all met in the grove at the same time. 

The day was warm and still, oppres^vely sultry in the enn- 
«hine, bnt there, under the trees and bedde the mossy rocks, 
the swift brook seemed to bring a fresh atmosphere with it, 
out of the heart of the hills. A light vind, imperceptible else- 
where, softly rustled among the afipeo-leaves, and sighed off 
from the outer pine-boughs into the silence of the !ur. The 
stream, swollen by late rains, yet oleansed of their stain, ran 
deep and strong, curving like bent glass over the worn rocks 
in ita bed, with a suppressed noise, as if hoarding its shont for 
the leap from the cliff. The shade was sprinkled with patched 
of intense golden light, where the sun leaked through, and tbo 
spirit of the place seemed to say, in every feature, "I wait 
for color and life." Both were soon given. The Whitlow 
children, iu pink frocks, scampered here and there; Mrs. 
Waldo's knot of orimson ribbon took its place, like a fiery t]x>p- 
ical lilasBom, among the green; Mrs. Merryfield hong her 
oronge-oolored crape shawl on a bough ; and even Setb's un- 
gainly figure derived some consisteuoj from a cravat of sky- 
blue satin, the ends of which hung over his breast. Mr. Tan- 
ner screwed together the pieces of bis flute, wet his lips several 
times with bis tongue, and played, loud and shrill, the "Hsmj- 
gregor's Gathering." 

" The moon's on the lake and the mat's on Ihe brae," 

sang Hannah Thurston to herself, as she stood on the edge of 
the stream, a little diBtnnoe from the others. The smell of llie 
mos«, and of the woolly tufts of unrojlmg ferns, powerfully ex- 
cited and warmed her imagination, She was ncvur beard to 
say, in such a spot, like many young ladies, "How romaniio I" 
but ber eyes seemed to grow larger and darker, her pale cheek 
glowed without an increase of color, nnti her voice was tlirilled 
with an Indescribable niixturu of firmiMiss and sweotnoss. Tbia 
wa« hiT first true enjoyment of the siimmiu'. - Tli« anxioty oo- 
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cuioned by her mother's failing liealtt, the reawakening of 
dreams she had oiioe conqticred, the painful sense of tncom- 
|>let«neas in her own aapiratioDS, and the growing knowledge 
orUiitiesa in others, which revealed more clearly her 
Apiritoal isolation, were all forgotten. She bathed her houI in 
Iho si)lendor of summer, and whatever pain remained was not 
4iMingiiiahable from that which always dwells in the heart of 
joy. 
As she reached tUu line : 

"O'er tbe peak of Bi^d Lomond the galloj shiUI Btoer," 

• coarse bass voice behind her joined in the song. She turned 
and beheld Seth Wattles and Dyce, seated on a rock. They 
}l£d been listening, and might havfl heard her to the end, bad 
lOt the furmer been too aDxious to display liis accomplish- 
noiits. Uer repugnance to both the men had nnconsciously 
increased, and she eould no longer resist the impulse which 
prompted her to avoid them. M.iry WoUstonecraft was fortu- 
Bately nt hand, in the act of chewing fern-stcins, and Hannah 
Thurston, unacquainted with the young lady's " dietetic in- 
Itincts," seined her arm in some alarm and conducted her to 
}iet mother. 

Let go !" oried the gu'l ; " mamma lets me eat what I 
please." 

"Bnt, tny dear," mildly expostulated the mother, "these 
■re Rtrang« plants, and they might not agree with you." 

" I don't care ; they're good," wns the amiable reply. 

" Would you not rather have a cake ?" said Mrs. Waldo, 
coming to the rescue. " I have some in my basket, and will 
bring yon one, if yon will not put those stems in jour mouth." 

"I was plaj-ing cow, but I'll slop if you'll bring mc two," 

Mrs. Waldo took her way towards the old gig, which was 
left, with the other vehicles, at the edge of the grove. As she 
emerged from the shade, and looked np towards the saw-mill, 
where the sawyer, in his shirt-sleeves, was tilting about ov<;r 
R pi]a of scantling, she saw a horseman coming down the glen 




lUNSAU thceston; 

road. Something in bis appcariutce caused her u> Mop 
tarn him more ctoaoly. At ibe same instant liP perceived her, 
turnei] his horse out of tbo road, and cantered lightly ap ta 
the grove. 

" Tow here !" he eiclniraed J " ia it a camp-meeling ?" 

"Yon there, Mr. Woodbury! Where bare you bAonf 
Are you to monopolize all the secalar enjoyments ? No ; It it 
a picnic, smdl, but select, though I say it." 

"Ah I who are here?" he aalced, leaning fortrard 00 bis 
horse aud peering iuto the shade — " My Ood T' 

Mrs. Waldo, watching his countenanco with morry eyes, saw 
a flush of liorror, quick us lightning, pitas over it. With otifl 
bound he was off the horse, which sprang away sLirtled, xnd 
trotted back towards the road. The neit instant she saw hint 
plunge headlong into the stream. 

Pliiliis Wbeatley, in whom the climbing propensity was St 
its height, had caught sight of a buncii of wild scarlet colnm- 
bine, near ihe top of a rock, around which the stream turned. 
Scrambling up the sloping side, she reached down for thA 
flowers, wh'mh were still Inaoccssible, yet so near as to be t«i> 
talinng. 81ie then lay down on her face, and, stretching hef 
arm, seized the bunch, at which she jerked with all her fores. 
The roots, grappling faat in the crevicea of the rock, did not 
give way as she expected. On the contrary, the resistanca of 
the plant destroyed her own balance, and she whirled over 
into the water. 

Woodbury saw her dangerous position on the rock, at the 
very moment the catastrophe occurred. With sn instant inttt 
itioti, ho perceived that Uie nearest pomt of the stream was s 
hend a little below ; a few bounds brought him to thft bank, 
in time to pliinge in and catch the pink frock as it h-ss awrpt 
down the swift current. He had uo time to think nr caloalntA 
chances. The stream, although not more than four or five 
feet deep and twenty in breadth, bure him along witb aacb 
force tlint ho found it impos»iblo to gain his font. At Cba Ust 
turn wliiiru tliQ current iiheered toward thu upporitu bank, B 



A STORT OF AMEBICAH LIFE, 

shrub huDg over the water. His eyo caught it, ani3, ] 
Bpringing up as he dashed nlong, tie seized it with one hu 
The momenlary snpport enabled liim to resist the current s 
ficiently to get his feet on the bottom, but they could gain 
hold on the slippery rock. As he slipped and caoghl alte 
nstely, in a desperate struck, Phillis, struggling blindly with 
him, managed to get her arms around his neck. Thin as they 
were, ihey seemed to have the muscular power of snakes, and, 
in his hampered condition, he found it impossible to looi 
her hold. The broncli of the shrub gave way, and the resiil 
leas current once more bore them down. 

Mrs, Waldf>'s fearfnl shriek rang through the grove, and 
Startled the llght-hesirted 'jomjiany from their discussion of the 
evils of Society. Every one felt that something dreadful had 
happened, and rushed towards the sound in helpless and un- 
certain terror. She was already on the bank of the stream, 
her hair torn by the branches through which she had plunged, 
and her face deadly pale, as she pointed to the water, gasping^ 
"Hclpr One glance told the whole story. Mrs. Whitlow 
covered her face and droppt-d on the groimd. Merryfietd 
and the father ran down the bank, stretching out their 
hands with a faint hope of catching the two as the current 
brought tbeoj along. Hauiiah Thurston looked around in a 
desperate search for some uieans of help, and canght sight of a 
board which had been placed across two low rooks, for a w 
"Tlie board— quick !" she cried, to Seth and Dyee, who st<K 
oa if paralyzed—" at the head of the fall !" Mechanically, I 
as rapidly as possible, tiiey obeyed her. 

Woodbury, aft«r letting go his hold of the ehrnb, tumH 
lua face with tlie stream, to spy, in advance, some new p- 
of escape. He saw, a hundred feet ahead, the sharp od((n 
rilver where the son played on the top of the fall : th« ■ii'l'U 
turns of the stream were all behind Iiim, and it tiiiw riirfl 
gradually to the right, slightly widening aa it appnnu'h-d tf 
brink. His perceptions, acting with the rapidity -if li||hlt<(R^ 
loM him that he must either gain the left bank litfutu iiikM 
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half lite tOBaioaBg dicuooe, or kwp in ibe middlo of tli« Mr 
Tftit, and trust to tbe ehaaoe of grvplsg m rock irhi<4i rtMO • 
littk abaT« iIm trMer, a few (bet In adr&nce oT itio foil lla 
iru an ezpeT-teneed swinmser, Int n f^w Urolteii MievibeM 
Um ttist tti» fir»t plan woulil not sti(v«ed. Before raiclllii|f 
the rock the W3it«r greir dvefwr, and tls« rtirrmt whirlci] in 
nrong eddies, whiek woaM give him some tail'' pow<* to dW 
rect bia oonrse. In a wcood tbcy seethed around him, and, 
though Ibe boltjsni fell awar from ncder his feel, tw fell » awl' 
d«n aapport from the baek vraler irom the rock. Ou« trenttf^ 
dons effort and he reached it. 

To the agonized spectators on the l)ank, the scene Wits Mni- 
ble. Unable to avert their eyes from the two lives 9WQCjfing 
like a flash lo destroetion —feeling, instint-tivelT, tbnt tbeiv 
was no i net an I all cons power of action vliich ootild favit~-ih»f 
uMereil low, incoherent cries, loo bennmbed to speak nr thislL 
Only Setb and Dyce, who bud couvej'ed the board lo the head 
of the fid), were hurriedly endeavoring Lo thrnst it out ovtr 
the water. In ibdr excitement tb«y h»d placed it too lov to 
reach tbe rock. 

" Bring it farther nj> !" Bhouled Mr. Whitlow. 

Beth, nervously attempting to slide it Dp the bmk, allemd 
the outer end to drop into the onrrcnt. It wm instsnlly twist' 
•d out of his hands and whirled over the fall. 

Woodbory had gained a tirm hold of the rock, but the 
water wiw up to his shoulders, the conflicting curreiiW lu^ed 
him tbU way and ihul, and he wan unable tu clu^p his ebai^ 
securely. Her jirms were still tight about hJB neck, but if hw 
Btrungtli should give way, th^r situation would bocoDi^ oriti- 
enl, He sikw the eflurt made for their re^ene, and iia fattariv 

•' AiiolhiTr board !" hn shonted. 

Retli and Dyoe darted through the grore in seareh of oo«, 
whlli) Merryfleld, more practical, made oflT with his tttmosC 
*\>wi\ fur iliu siiw-mtlL Hannah Thtirston, in f|>itu of hn- re> 
lief nl the ejn-'aiie, r(>i3i')irni»ed lite dnufter which still impeode<l> 
A alnglo glance showed her tbo difficulty andvr wliicli Wood- 
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harj labored, xnd a siakeDiug anxiety ngain overcame her^ 
To nand still wne impossible ; but what could she i)o ? On A 
ttiirtip near her lay a Irttgmenl of bonrd about four feet io 
jQgth, The diiitauee iVoui the bunk to the roek vrae at leaat 
Cvelvc. Auotbor gJanoo at the rapid ourrent, and on idea, 
vtuoh, it seemed to her afterwards, some paEsing angel miist 
have let fall, flashed through her brain. Snatching her silk 
winrmer-shawl 6rom the bough where it hung, she tied one end 
of it tightly around the middle of the board, drawing it to a 
firm knot on tlie edge. Mrs. Waldo was no less quick in com-" 
jjrefaendiug what she intended. By the time the knot was tied, 
lier own anil Mrs. Merryfield's abawls were brought and quickly 
(d, one to another. By this means :t length considerably 
greater than the breadth of the stream was obtained. 

" One thing more," said Ilannah Thurston, breathlessly, an 
l^e took the scarf from her ucuk. Knotting one ei>d and 
Annring the other tbiough, so as to form a running noose, she 
ftstened it to her shawl, near the board. Her plan came to 
ber in a complete form, and hence there was no delay in put- 
r it into execution. Taking her stand on a point of tli« 
' bank, some feet aborc the rock wlicre Woodbury clang, «ha 
gmliered the ehuwts in loose links and held the board ready to 
tbrow. Woodbury, who»e position irns such that fa« conM 
(•ce her movements without risking his hold, now called to ber: 

"AafiiraB yon can throw I" 
^^ Mra. Waldo hud Iblktwed to the bank, and »tood Iwbind 
BAaoah Thurston, grasping a handful of her drew, |«st abv, 
ioo, should lose her balance. Ilul eKoitenimit gave t^mifb 
Snnn«M of nerve, when other women trembhid. She flong tbt 
ttuaril wKh a steady hand, throwing the w«gbt of tbe ifaawk, 
M much M poAsible, with it. It lull beyoad the centre of tJw 
, wbrrloil around onoe or twice Dpoa an eddr, sod wm 
ihecring InMk towards the bank again, when Wotnlti-jrv 
nhijtpering lo Phillis, " llol.i ftrt, darlingj- fint ont one hiu^ 
and caiigbi tL With some difficulty, and wilb more riak u> 
biiBSalf Ibna tiM two anxiow woni«a oa the bank were awan 
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of, he drew the wel, sticky slip-uoosc of llie scarf over Phillis'i 
head otid one arm, brining it under her elbow before he could 
loosen her hold iipoa his neck. Thrusting thebo:ii't] iindtM' this 
arm, it waa an easier task to disengage the other. 

" Wind the end of the shawl around that sapling be^de 
yon !" he called to Hannah Thurston. " One of you go beloir 
to meet her." 

Mrs. Waldo was on the spot before his words were fioisbed. 

" Xow, hold fast, my little girl, and you "Anil be safe in a 
minute. Ready 1" he cried, 

Phillis obeyed, rather through bliud trust in him, than from 
her conacioiiancss of what was going on. The pour croatara 
was chilled and exhausted, half strangled by the water she had 
swallowed, and wild with terror. Her arms having once been 
loosened, she clasped them again around the board in a last 
CODTulsii^e effort of strength. Woodbury let go the frwl rafti 
which, impelled by the dragging weight of the shawls, darted 
at once half-way across the Htreara. Then it began to moTO 
more slowly, and the force of the current seemed to ingulf it 
For a moment the water rushed ovei- the child's head,, but her 
dress was already within reach of Mrs, Waldo's hand, and aha 
was drawn upon the bank, gasping and nearly uisensible, Mrs. 
Merryfield picked her up and carried her to the mother, who 
still l.iy upou the ground, with her face in her hands. 

Woodbury, relieved of his burden, now held his position 
with less difficulty. The coldness of the water, not yet tem- 
pered by the few days of summer, nevertheless, began to bo- 
nnmb him, and he was obliged to struggle agiuust a growing 
exhaustion. Hannah Thurston, as soon as the child was 
rescued, drew ut the board, exotiiiiied the knots uf the sIuiwIk, 
and gathered thum together for another throw; but at the 
same instunt Mr. Merrydeld, out of breath and unable to speak, 
appeared with a plank on his shoulder. With the aid of the 
others, the end was seuui'cd between two trees, and it VM 
ttien run out above the water, a little below the rock, whcro 
tliQ stream was shallower, Woodbury cautiously slid ^owD. 
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ftinvd n firm footbold, and slowly croeaed, walking Bidewiee, 
ipported bj the plouk. As tie noared the bank, he stretched 
lit liis left hand, which wna grasped hy Murryficld, who drew 
> tremeudouslf that be almoet lost his footing at the last 
lonienL As be felt the dry earth under him, a singular 
mntmeas Pel! upon him. He saw, as in a dream, Mrs. Wsildo 
ad ILinnah Thureton ; the former streaming with gratefid 
iai'S, tho latter pale and glad, with a moist light in lier ej-cs. 
[e Sttt down upon the nearest roe.k, chilled to the bone ; Ids 
ps were blue and his teeth chattered. 

" It is oold bathing," said ho ; " have yoU any wine ?" 

"We do not use intoxicating beverages," said Mr. WTiltloir, 
'ho oould not forget, even In bis grnticude Ibr his daughter's 
Mcue, the necessity of bearing testimony against popular vicei>. 

Mrs. Waldo, howerer, hastily left the company. Mr. 
[erryfi«ld took off his coat, and having removed Woodhiii'y's 
ritb some little tronble, substituted it. The dry warmtli be- 
jut to revive him. "Where is my iiowacquaiutancer' he asked. 

Mrs. Whitlow, after an hysterical outburst of alternate 
tnghter and tears, had wrapped Phillis Wheatley in the 
oly reoiaiuing dry shawl and giveu her a saucer of mar- 
taiftde i but the child was stiU too much frightened to eat. 
I«r &tber brought hor in his arms and set her down boforo 
IFoodbury. "There, Phillis," stud he, and his voice trembled 
, liUle, ■* you must thank the gentleman for saving your life." 

"Thatilc yon for saving my life!" said PbUlis, in a mefol 

" Not me," said Woodbury, rising slowly and wearily, and 
umitig towards Unnoah, "but Mibb Thurston. Yoat cool- 
ic« and presence of miud aaved both of us." 

He took her hood. Uia iiugers were as cold as ioe, yet a 
ITRrmth ahe never before felt streamed Irom tliem through her 
f hole frame. 

Mr8. Waldo Bitddenly made her appearance, aa breathless aa 
before Mr. Merryfleld had been, with the plank on his shoulder. 

le Darned in her liMid a tumbler Ml of a yellowish liquid. 
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" There," she panted, " drink il, ThankfUl am I tlial tliCM 
are still aianerg in the world. The sawyer had a blac^ jag. 
It's poisonous stuff, I knon* — leads to the gates of death, and 
all that — but I thanked God when I saw it." 

" Good Saraarit.iu V esclaimtid Woodbury fervently, aa be 
drank. It was, in truth, the vilest ibrm of whiskey, bnt It 
Eteadied his teeth and thawed his frozen blood. 

" Now for my liorse and a gallop home I" be s&id. 

"Where is the horae?" they asked. 

"I'll get him," excliumed Seth, with alacrity. 

"Hadn't you better go up to Jonee's, as it were," aaii 
MerryfielJ " He's stopped the Baw-inill, and run to the houw 
to get a fire kindled. You can dry yourself first, and Sarah 
can make you some tea or cofiee." 

Jones made his appearance at almost the suine instant. 
" I ketched y'r horse, Mr. Maxwood," said he, running the 
names together in his excitement. ''He's all right. Couie up 
t' th' house: Mary Juno's made a rouaia' fire, and yoa kin 
drj' y'raelf." 

"Tliank yon, my friends," Woodbury answered. "Your 
wbbkey has done me great service, Mr. Jones, and wliiit I now 
want more than any thing else is a little lively motion. Will 
you please lend Mr. Merryfiold one of your coats, siuce he has 
kuidly given me his? I shall ride over and see yoa to- 
morrow ; but now let me get to my horse as soon as possible." 

He put his hand on the sawyer's shoulder, to steady him- 
self, for his »teps were still totteriug, and was turning away, 
when he perceived his wet coat, spread out on a rock. Pick* 
ing it op, he took a note-book and some pulpy letters from the 
breast-pocket. After examiuiDg the latter, be cruslie<l them 
in ills hand, and tossed them Into the stream. He thvn fcil 
llie deep side-poclietti : iu one there was a wet handkerchief, 
but on reaching the other be dropped the coat, 

"There, Mr. Dyce," said be, "yoa will find yoTir pamphlet. 
1 had it in my pocket, int«uding to leave It with Mr. Aleny- 
tield this afti-ruooQ. It is pretty thoroQgbly Hoakcd by this 
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t all the waters of Roariog Brook could not wash it 

Nodding a cbeerfnl good-by to Mrs. Waldo, a respectfiil 
one to Hannah Thurston, and giving Phillia a kiss wfaich left 

r Btaring at him in open-mouthed astonish nient, he left the 
wmpany. The sawyer, with a rough tenderness, insisted on 
keepinf; bis arm around Woodbury's waist, and on reaching 

e mill produced the black jog, from which it was impossible 
to escape without a mild libation. Woodbury repaid it the 
next day with a bottle of smoky " Islay," the remembrance of 
irhich made Jones's mouth water for years afterwards. 

The piu-nio, of course, was at mi end. Witliout un|)acking 
"tlie refreshments, the party made immediate preparations to 
Return. The fire Mrs. Jones bad kindled was employed to dry 
Pbillis and tbe shawls, while the gentlemen harnessed the 
lorses. Mr. MerryfielJ went about in the sawyer's Sunday 
loat, which had been first made for his wedding, sirleen years 
Mfore. It was bine, wilh brass buttons, a high rolling collar, 
rery short waist, and tails of extraordinary length. Ko one 
Bughed, however, except Mary WoUstonecraft. 

In spite of the accident, which left an awed and subdued 
Inpresuon upon all minds, the ride home was very animated. 
"nch was ansiouB to describe his or hei- feelings, but Mrs. 

Tiiilow was tacitly allowed to play the chief part. 

** Tou were all running here and there," said she, " and the 
Movement was some relief. What /suffered, no tongue can 
eseiibe. But I am reconciled to it now. I see in it a 
nyslerious sign tliat Phillia Wheatley is to have an im- 

ttftant mission in the world, and my duty is to prepare her 

IT it." 

Fortunately, no injury resulted to tlie girl thus mysteriously 
MnninlitBioned, from the manner in which it was done. She 

H obliged, vi-ry much against her will, to lie down for the 

it of lie day ; but the next morning she was discovered in 
be stable, polling the tul-featbers out of an old cock she had 
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0^ Honday, the Wiadows took thdr dflpttture fer Niagvii 
greatly to the relief of their hosts. As they do not Sf^MV 
again in the qourse of |]iifl history, we may bope tiMH th« re- 
mainder of thw journey was agreeable. 
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CHAPTER XVI 

eovcxatnsa xs vmsPEursn joubnet to tibbbivb. 

Two days after the departure of the WLillows, Mr, Dyee, 
iuriog breakfast, announced his iutcotion of leaving Ptolemy. 
•"I have proDiiaed to visit the Community," said he, " and it in 
90W a pl^dont lime to be there. Could you lend me yOQT 
luves and Ciiiriage aa far as TiberiuB, Merrj-fieidf" 

Not to-day, I guess," said the farmer ; " I luost go tq ' 
StuUiEaneville lliis afternoon, to see about buying another cot, 
and Henry has the hill-ficid to hoe. You could take Jinny and 
the carriage, but how would I get them back again ?" 

"I will go," said hi§ wife, with an unuHual eagerness. "I 
noat go there soon, any vpay. Tve things to buy, you know, 
runes, and (herc'e Mrs. Kevins that Pve been owing 3 riat 
e, this ever BO long." 
" Well, if yon want to, Sarah," he answered, " Fve nothing 
ist it- Are you sure it won't be too much for you ? You 
low you've been baring extra work, and you're not strong." 
Urs. Merryficld drew up the comers of her mouth, and gave 
■paaoodic sob. " Yes, I know I am the weaker vessel," ehe 

and my own judgment don't pass for any thing." 
"Sarah, Sarah, don't be foolish 1" said her husband; " you 
low I never interfere unreasonably with your ways. You 
BKi do as you please. I spoke for your own good, and you 
ledn't ery about it." 

He rose with an impatjent ur, and left the table. He could 
A bat admit to himHolf, someliuie^, that the happiness of hi* 
life bad jioI increased in proportion to his progrew in 
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the knowledge of Reform, VTlieo he looked back and recalled 
the lively, rosj young woiuan, with her first auptUl bashful- 
ncss and air of dependence on her husband fresh about ber, 
whom he had brought to the farm-house twenty-five yean 
before, when they lived in otter ignorance of diotolic laws and 
KolemD duties towards the Human Race, he eould not r^ren 
a feeling of pain. The eallow, fretful woman, who now eon- 
sidered her years of confiding love as a period of servilnde, 
which she strove to balance by claiming more than on equal 
share in the direction of the household, was another (and lea* 
agreeable) creature, in comparison with her former self Of 
late, she had grown more than usually irritable and unsatisfied, 
aud, although he had kindly ascribed the fact to housekeeping 
perplexities, his patience was sorely tried. There was DO 
remedy but endurance, so far as he could see. It was impos- 
sible, now, to change his convictioDs in regard to woman's 
rights, and ho was too sincere to allow the practice of hta Ufa 
to be inconsistent with them. 

When be returned at noon from a distant field, where he had 
been engaged all the morning, he was surprised to find the 
carriage still at home, although his man Henry was engaged 
in greasbg the hubs of the wheels. " Why, Sarah," said lie, 
as he sat down lo dinner, " I thought you would havo beeo 

or' 

" I couldn't get ready," she answered, rather sullenly. " But 
I need not come back to-night. It will be better for Jbuij, 
anyhow," 

Mr. Dyce was unusually talkative on the subject of the CoDt- 
lumiity, the charma of which he painted in the liveliest colors. 
ilii) host was tired of the subject, but listened with an ur of 
tolerance, as he was so soon to get rid of the speaker. 

Bidding the latter good-by, immediately after dlimcr, he 
Buddled his horse and rode to Mulligan svillc The new cnw 
met his requirements, au<l a bargain was soon oouoludud. ^a 
was to bo brought to the farm uexi day, when the price a^eed 
upon would be p^d. Mr, Merryficld bad adopted tho sensible 
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'Vnle of defray iog ntl euoh espetides as they arose. Hence his 
crops were uever mortgaged in adviince, and by vaitiag until 
ttey could be sold to the bust advantage, he prospered from 
year to year. 

When he reached home agiun, it was nearly four o'clock. 
Patting up hia horse, he entered the house and went directly 
) the old-fashioned mixture of hook-case, writing-desk, and 
lu'st of drawers, which stood in a coruer of the sitting-room, 
[e must make a note of the purchase, and, since he was alone, 
alight as well spend an hoar, lie thought, in looking over his 
papers and making bis calculations for the summer. 

He was very methodical in bis business arrangements, and 
Ifae desk was in such perfect order that he always knew the 
1 place of each particular paper. This was one of the 
W inta of controversy with his wife, which he never yielded : 
e insisted that she shonld not open the desk in his absence. 
I time, however, as he seated himself, drew out the sup 
ports for tltu lid, .ind let it down npon them, his exact eye 
■hoved him that something had been distnrbed. The papers 
D on« of the pigeon-holes projected a little further than usu.'d, 
^d the corners were not square as they should be. Besides, 
' e pile appeared to be diminished in height He knew every 
ipftper the pigeon-hole contained, took them out and ran rapid- 
y throngli them. One was mibsing ! — an envelope, contaiiiing 
^bonds of the New York Central Railroad, to the amoimt of 
three thousand dollarsf, the private property of his wife. It 
B the investment of a sum which she had inherited at her 
biher's death, made in her own name, and the interest of 
irbich slie liad always received for her separate use. 

Ho leaned back in his chair, thunderstruck at the disoover;. 
Could one of the servants have taken the envelope? Impossi- 
ble. Dycc ? — how should he know where to £ud it ? Evi- 
dently, nothing else had been touched. Had his wife, perhaps, 
token it with her, to draw the Boml-annoaJ interest at Tiberius? 
• not yot due, Mi-ohanioally, hardly couscious of what he 
ia«pe«t«d or feared, be arose and went up-stairs. In the bed- 
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room whicli Dyce had last occupied, every thing was in fle^m 
He p^sed itilo hie own, opetung cloxets and wardrobes, es- 
pei^ting either to find or miss sometliing which might enlighi- 
eo bim. In hia wife's wardrohe three pegs, upon which drewe* 
had hung, were empty. He jerked open, in haste, the drnw- 
ura of her bureau: many things bad npparently bei'ti removed. 
Closing them iigain, he raised his head, and n little note, sUck- 
ii)g among the bristloa of the hair-brush, whioh lay ou iu back 
in front of the looking-glass, caught his eye. He si'ised it, ifgr 
folded it with shaking hands, put ou his spectacles ani 
There were but two lines : 

" Send to Tiberius for the ouriage. I am going 
OomiQ unity." 

It was a hard blow for the poor moo. The ide:i of coi^H^ 
infidelity on the part of his wifo was simply ijicrediblii, and M 
suspicion of that nature entered bis mind. It was a deliberate 
case of desertion, and the abstraction of the bonds indioated 
that it was moiiiit to bo final. What her motives were, be 
oould only guess at in a confused way; but he know that ih* 
woidd nuvur, of her own accord, have determined npon acourH 
so mad and ruinous. Many things were snddenly oloar lo himn 
The evil influence of Dyce, strengtbened by his ussumcd pow- 
er, as a medium, of bringing her children near to ber ; the m*^ 
notic strength, morbid though it wao, of the man's worda tmi 
presence ) the dally opportunities of ostablishiug sotDU inum- 
gible autlioiity over the wife, during her hasbaud's absence, 
until she became, finally, the ignorant slave of his will — all this, 
or the possibility of it, presented itself to Mcrryficld's luUid. 
u rush of dim and tangled impressions. He haiJ 
time nor the jiower to unrawl them, bnt be felt that ll 
truth at the core, Fullowing this conviction cumo 
initiation to save her — yes ! save her at once. Thero 
time to be lost. Tiberius was eighteen miles dhitant, nni] t1 
ooulil not yot hava arrived there, lie ninxl follow ii 
and overtake tbom,if i.-"*i1.lfi l- tV-m (liodepariuroof 
Irum tha woat. 
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Why was he delaying there? The ten minateB that he had 
leen stucding, motionleBs, in the centre of the room, with the 
lOte ia hU band, his eyes nicchnDically rending the two lines 
over and over, nntil the first terrible chaos of his feelings sub- 
lided, had lengthened themselves into hoars. Breaking the 
peH at last, he drew a long breath, which resolved itself into 
[ groan, and lifted his hend. The little looking-glass on the 
inreaa was before him: moving a step nearer, he examined his 
a face with a pitiful curiosity. It looked old and haggard ; 
lie comers of his mouth were rigidly drawn and tightened, aod 

e pinched nostrils twitched in spite of himself, but his eyea 
were hard and dry. 

"It don't make much difference in my looks, after all," he 
■aid to himself, with a melancholy laugh ; and the next instant 
' e eyes overflowed. 

After this brief onlbreak, he recovered some strength and 
Iteadinees, and rapidly arranged in his mind what was tirsit to 
e done. Taking off* his work-day clothes, he put on a better 
niit, and descended the stairs. Calling to the serrant-jj^rl in 
Che kitchen, he informed her, in a voice which he strove to 
nake natural and unconcerned, that he was suddenly obliged 
O visit Tiberius on business, but would return the next day, 
iritli his wife. He lefl directions with lier for Henry, the 
[eld-hand, regarding the morrow's work, then rcsaddled hia 
torae and rode rapidly to Ptolemy. 

On the way, his thoughts involuntarily went in advance, and 
16 endeavored to prefigure the meeting with his wife. It was 
mpoBuble fur him, however, to decide what course he should 
ijinreue in case she should persist in her det«rmi nation. It was 
not enough to overtake her ; he must be armed at all points 
lo Bubdcifi and reclaim her. She had a stubborn power of re- 
■ietance with which he was well acquainted ; and, moreover, 
Djoe would be ready enough to assist her. He foreboded hia 
own helplessness in aueh a case, though the right was on his 
tide an<] the flagrant wrong on hers. 

" It's my own feult," he groaned, bitt<'rly ; " I've given 
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way to lior bd long that Tve lost my riglitful influence orer 
her," 

One meaQB of lielp etigge«ted itself to hU rnind. And XrU 
immediately accepted. Leaving liis horee at the livert Mablcs 
sad orilering a fast, fresh animal and a light bu^y to tie seat 
to the Cimmerian Parsonage, he proceedi-d itiithrr on fool. 

Mr. Waldo was in his " study," wlilcli wu« t>nc eomsT of 
Lis wife's sitting- room. Ho wns engaged in an epistolary ooD- 
troversy with a dergymno of the Free-will B.^iitifliR, occtLtlon- 
ally reading alond a paragraph as he wrote. Tlis wife, baailf 
at work in remaking an old dress, listflncd *nii commflndc^ 
They were both startled by tlio entrance i)f Mr. iVIerryflehl, 
whose agitation was apparent in his face, and sUll mnro bo in 
his Toice, as he greeted them. 

" What has happened ?" exclaimed Mrs, Waldo. 

" I don't hardly know, as yet." he atammered. " I want 
yonr help, Mr. Waldo. Come with me — Vm going to 'HberilH. 

My wife" Here he paused, blushing with ntter ahane 

for Aer. 

" Wonld yon ratlier speak to my hnsband alone V void Mt» 
Waldo, rising from her seat. 

" No, you mnst hear the rest, now," he answered. " Yoo'M 
a good woman, Mrs. Waldo — good and true, and iierhaps ywi, 
too, can livlp. Sarah waiiM to leave me, and I muait bring her 
batik — I must, this night." 

He then told them, briefly and brokenly, bis painfbl etory. 
Amasemout and pity tilled tho hearts of tii« two good people, 
who teil his misfortune almost as keenly as if it were tfavir 
own. Mrs. Waldo cuninmnoed making Uie few prepftrotionl 
ntH^essary for her tmsbaud's defuirturo, eveu l)eiore his ooDsCnl 
was nttrrvd. When the team was aunoanced as ready, alM 
took Mr. Merryfield'a haud and bade him Uod-speed, witk toara 
io her ej**. The poor man was too much moved to reply. 
Thtiti, eaidiing Iht hmiband's aim, as ho was i*xu!nc! from th« 
room, she wlilipured faru*aily, "No banduiata— I kuiw biirt 
■he muit bu uoaxod and persiutdud." 
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" I wish It were yon who were going, my good wife," aaid 
Mr. Waldo, kissing har ; "yo» would make no mistake. But 
be Bnre that I will act tenderly and carefully." 

They drove away. She watched them turn the next corner, 
and went into the house powerfully excited by such a sudden 
nnd singular catoatrophe. Her quick, intuitive mind, and Ler 
' knowledge of Mrs. Merryficld's weak poinls, enabled her to 
ximprehend the action more correctly than the husbiind hiin- 
•olf. This very knowledge was the source of her greatest 
Mudety ; for she saw that the suooeas of the journey hung by 
'« hnir. Having already oommitled herself Mrs. Meiryfiold, 
*be foresaw, would not give up her plan from the discovery 
of it, merely. She waa not the woman to full at her huflbaud's 
feel, repentant, at the first sight of him, aud meekly return to 
iter forsaken home. The utmost tact would be required — tact 
Af a kind, of which, with all her respect for the Dex, she felt 
>tiist a man was nut capable. 

The more she pondered on the matter, the more restless 
"■nd ftnxioufl abe grew. Her husbaQd'a last words remained 
ia her uara: " Tou would make no niist^e." That was not 
certain, but she would make none, abe knew, which could not 
at once be rectilied. An inner voice oontinnally said to her, 
'"Go I" Uor onrest became at last insupportable; she went 
«to the stable, and hamesaed their horse to the old gig with her 
I hands. Then taking her shawl, and ibrusting some re- 
•Irwihmcnti into a basket — for she would not delay even long 
■mongh to make a cup of tea — she clambered into the creaking; 
TebitUa, and drove oS. 

Mrs. Waldo, however, like many good women whose morri 
coaragt is equal to any emergency, was iu some respects a 
ridiculous coward. Even in company with her husband, she 
iB«TOr pusod along the country roads, at night, without an in- 
WMMtit »en90tion of fear, which had no positive shape, and 
therefore could not be battled against. It was now six o'clock, 
i»ud the darkness would be upou her long before she cotdu 
■rwA Tibeiiua. TTio lliought of making th« journey alonn, 
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was ilreaOfiil ; U' the suspeoded fate of tbe KIt.'rry6elilg ir| 
be decided by tier oioae, she would have beeu almost I 
to heaitale. There was but one person iu Ptolemy lo 1 
ehe dured tell the story, and who was equally authorize 
herself, to go — that person was Hannnli TliurstorL 

All tliese thoughts passed through her mind, and boi 
.lutiou was taken, while she was hamessing the horse.1 
drove at once to the Widow Thurston's cottagu, and ( 
tunate enough to find her and her daughter at their b 
Summoning them into the next r<>om, out of ear-shot t 
little servant, she communicated the story and her requj 
the fewest possible words. She left them no time to n 
from the news, " Don't stop to consider, Hannah," shs] 
" we can talk on the way. There is not a moment U 

Mias Thurston hesitated, overcome by a painful perp 
The maLLer had been confided to her, without the know 
of the principal actors, and she was not sure that her u 
pectud appearance before them would lead to good. Besides, 
Mrs. Merryfield'a act was utterly abhorrent to all her womsolj 
instincts, and her virgin nature shrank from an approach k 
even in the way of help. She stood irresolute. 

The widow saw what was pasglng in her mind. " I i 
how thee feds, Hannah," said she, " and I would not i 
thee, if thy way weie not cleai to ray mind. I feel that It te" 
right for thee lo go. The Saviour took the band of the fallen 
woman, and thee may surely take Sarah's hand to sav^b 
maybe, from falling. Now, when thy gifl may be of b 
— now is the time to use tt freely. Something tells mu 
thy help will not be altogether in vam" 

'■I will go, mother," the daughter replied. "ThjrJ 
men I is safer than mine." 

* In five miuutes more the two women were on tliei^ 
The loveliest evening simshine streamed across (be < 
brightening the meadows and meadow-trecti, and thu | 
curving sweep of tlie eastern hill. The vernal gnat, wtiM 
its flowering season, has a sweeter breath than tlio rosea t 




Estan, waa cat in many places, and lay in balmy windrows. The 
air w»a still and warm, and dragon-flies, emilting bluo and 
emerald gleams from their long wings, hoverod in zigzag lines 
along the brookaides. Now and then a thrush fluted from 
the alder-thit^keta, or lui oriolo flashed like a lighled brand 
througli the shadows of the elms. The broad valley basked 
In the lazy enjoyment of its opulent sitmnier hues ; and what- 
ever sounds arose from its bosom, tbcy nil posseted a tone of 
passive content or active joy. But the travellers felt nothing 
of all this beauty : that repose of the spiritual natnve, in which 
the features of tlie external world are traly recognised, had 
been rudely disturbed. 

Ttiey passed the Morryfield farm-house. How sadly at van- 
loe with its sunny air of peace was the tragic secret of it* 
owners, which the two women carried with them ! The hagfl 
WMping willow trailed its hanging masses of twigs against the 
gable, and here and there a rose-tree thrust its arm througli 
tiie white garden paling and waved a bunch of crimson, as if 
to say ! " Come in and see how we are blooming I" Towards 
tlie bam, the tield-hand was letting down bars for the waiting 
Oo*r>s and the servant-girl issued from the kitchen-door with 
her tin mitk-kettl^ as they gazed. What a mockery it all 
Mcmed! 

A little further, and the cataract thundered on their right. 
All below the rocky wall lay in shadow, but the tree* on its 



t were Btlll touched by the sun, and thin wreaths of spray, 
jlrhirlbig upward, wore suddenly converted into dust of gold. 
Hannah Thurston looked up at the silent grove, and shuddered 
a she recalled the picture she had last seen there. The brook 
bould never again wear to her its former aspect of wayward, 
Inipetnous jubilation. Under its green crystal and glassy 
lli<ic8 larked an element of terror, of pitiless cruelty. Yet 
tvsn the minutes of agoniaing sospenM she had there endured 
fccre already softened in her memory, and seamed less terrible 
than the similar trial which awaited lior. 
Near the entrance to Lakewde rliey met Qv.U Wilson, wiUi 
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sit uxtntiM rnoBSTOn: 

A j-okc of oxeo. He recognue<l the old gig, and with | 
'■ Haw, Buck, — come hither !" drew hia learn oflF the roaf 

" Tiikiii' a drive, are ye ? How d'you do, Mrs. ' 
Miss HiUDah ?" 

" Good-evening, Bute 1" s^d Mrs. Waldo, '* How U 1 
Woodbury ? 1 hope he has not suffered from being so long 
in the water." 

" Bloss you, no ! Mr, Max. is as sound as a roach. He rid 
OYer to Tiberius this afternoon. I say, wasn't it lucky tlial 
jist he should ha' come along at the right time F" Bule'a &cti 
glowed with pride and delight. 

" It was Providential : good-by 1" 

Slowly climbing the long ravine, through dark woods, U 
was after sunset when tliey reached the level of the upland. 
The village of Anacreon soon caino in sight, and they drove 
rapidly through, not wishing to bs recognized. Beyond thu 
point the load was broad, straight, and tirm, and they could 
make better progress. A low arch of orange light lingered 
iu the west, but overhead the larger stars caiae ont, one aiW 
another, Belts of warm air enveloped them on the heights, 
but the dusky hollows were steeped in grateful ooolncss, tai 
every tree by the roadside gave out its own peculiar odor. 
The ripe, antique breath of the oak, the honeyed bitter of the 
tulip-tree, and the perfect balsam of the hickory, weie breathed 
upon them in turn. A few insects still chirped among the 
clover, and the unniated froga serenaded, by fits, their r 
sweethearts. At one of the farm-houses they passed, i 
seated iu the porch, was singing : 

"We Imve tivad and loved logetber, 
ThrougU nuiD7 changing joaia," 

Every circiunstance seemed to conspire, by involuntary 4 
trust, to force the difHcult and painfid task they had imder- 
takeu more distinctly upon their minds. After Mra. Wal 
had imparled all she Uul'W, with her own uonjcctorci 



nORT OV AXRRICAS tJFB. 916 

ws of the desertion, botli women were silent for a long 
(, feeling, perhnps, that it was impossible to arrange, in 
advance, any plan of action. They must trust to the sugges- 
tions which the coining interview would attpply, 

" I cannot understand it," said Hannah Thurston, at last. 
^After BO maiiy years of married life — after having children 
»om to them, and lost, uniting them by the more sacred bond 
f Borrow — how is it possible? They certainly loved each 
Iher: what has become of her love?" 
"She has it somewhere, yet, yon maybe sure," said Mrx.' 
'Waldo. " She is weak and foolish, but she does not mean to 
^ criminal. Dyce is a dangerous man, and he has led her to 
'the step. Ko other man she knows could have done it." 
" Can she love him ?" 

"Probably not. Bat a strong, unscruptdons man who 
knows our sex, Hannah, has a vast power which moat women 
mderatand. He picks np a hundred little threads of 
■reakncBS, each of which is apparently insignificant, and 
irisls them into a chain. He surprises us at times when our 
iadgnient is clouded, his superior reason runs in advance of 
rlhonghts — and we don't think very hard, you know — and 
U snrely bind us hand and foot, unless some uew personality 
mes in to interrupt him. We women are governed by per- 
d Influences — there is no nse in denybg the fact. And 
een, of coarse, have the strongest." 

I have sometimes feared as much," said Hannah Thurston, 
"bnt is it not owing to a false education? Are not 
women trained to consider themselves inferior, and thus de- 
liendent? Do not the daughters learn the lesson of their 
nothere, and the fathers impress the opposite lesson on their 
.us?" 

" I know what you mean, and you are partly right. But 

lat is not all. There are euperior women whom we look up 

to— I look up to you, Hannah, who are, intellectually, so far 

«boTe me— hot they never impress us with the same sense of 

ipowor, of protecting capacity, that we feel in the presence of 
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Ix. B fHMMTfthif. I cMuwt exfilu — ■ MTt (^ 

at,l mpfmt. I nqwct bmb : I lilM tka 

I, b; wAatmifdffBg the difc<ean>' 

"HatifJlwartcwrHtaiMh'niiimoiiggdaiwKd- 

"IkMiw-y««drtlBakN,B»na^aDdI«ii Dot aUcMM- 

*ww joa. Wkn ] hear ytw lyiirt, Mxariimcs, eroy word ytt 

wmj losH jort and Use, bat mf wwliwtK, w a woauo, mm 

Ibe Kamfc Tour SIV !>■» been terj diSenni from miae^ vd 

perb^w Tov hare taken, withoni kBowieg it, a sun of nri3« 

pontion toward* men, and have wfifaUy reabted tlieh- Babml 

influence otct joo. For jrow sake, I bare often longed — wA 

yoa mm pardon me, if I oqgbt not to aajr ancfa a ifatng — ifaM 

•ome mao, in everr nsftxA wonbjr of fon, abould cone to 

know f on as yon are, and love jron, md loake jron bia wife." 

" Don'l— don't epeak of that,*' abe whispered. 

*' I covliln't help it, to-night, dear,** lira. Waldo ■ootfaiRgi; 

replied. " 1 have been thialdDg u 1 came alcag, what cant 

I Iiuvo to lliBuk God fof baviiig giren ta« a good and faitUU 

iiiubiiii']. / hhould never have been bappy aa a aniile vonian, 

aiid fur tliat reaaoa, no donbt, your life seema imperfect M 

me. But wc caouot always judge tbehearta of otbersbjr a 
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Dy this time the glimmering arch of bi 
■oltled lH>liind tbu hills, and oiily the stars lighted 1 
their way. Tli» roiul strvU^hed before them tike i 
Liuid, tiutween tlie nhapclcsB dnrkneu of woods and fields, on 
ullhur aide. Iiidiatiuct mumiura of leaves and rustlings among 
1 began to be beard, and at evury sound TAn. Waldo 
imI iinrvuunly. 

* tlioro evop such a coward as 1 am 1 " sbe exclaint 
voioe. " If yon were not with me. i shonhl j|{o | 
limr. Du yuu suppow any man in the world | 



There, ngitlii, I r.n 
p»l> know Ihal I [ 



Kit Judgi','* Minn Tliumton ancir 

I never alaroKHl al night, and thitt tUl- - 



KogliU 

Id i^H 
thftt^th^-li 
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Joanicy would be a perfect enjoyment, if we were iMt going 
on Biicb aa unlbrtanate errand." 

I al(ray3 know you were an exception among women. 
ir nerves are like a man's, but mine are altogether fenunine, 
and I can't help myself." 

The horse stopped at a toll-gate. They were only two 
milea from Tiberius, and the road descended the greater part 
of the way. Mrs. Waldo recovered her courage, for the 
houses were now more thickly scattered, and the drive would 
bs at an end. Tlie old liuree, too, hod by this time recog- 
■ixed tha extent of Us task, and determined to get through 
■with it They rattled rapidly onwards, and from the nert rise 
saw the lights of the town, twinkling around the foot of 
Atauga Lake. 

As they reached the suburban belt, where every sqnare, 
flat-rooled, chocolate-colored villa stood proudly in the centre 
of its own square plot of ground, Hannah Thurston aaked: 

» Where shall we go ?" 

" Bless me, I never thought of that. But I think my hn* 
Inuid generally stops at 'The Eagle,' and we can at least leave 
there. Then wo must try to find him and — tlie 
think our best plan would bo to go to the riulroad 
■tadoQ." 

The gardens and Tillas gradually merged into the irregular, 

■owded buildings which lined the principal street. Many 
Stores were open, the side-walks were lively with people, 
transparencies gleamed before ice-eream saloons, and gas- 
lamps burned brilliantly at the comers. 

" What time is it ?" asked Mrs. Waldo. 

QanBah Thurston looked at her waioh. "A quarter past 

" We have made good time," said her companion ; " Heaven 
grant that we are not too late !" 



CHAPTER XVJL 



not aalieipalel 

E tbe ponHiOitj of an immediate pnmh. She soppoeed, of 
r eonne, tliat her fanslnnd iroaM fint discorer ber inieotioti ih 
next morning, when be would have oocasioD to use the bur* 
brusli. tie would tfaeo, eooner or later, she believed, foUov 
her 10 llie Community, where tbe tight of a Perfect Society, 
of au Edcoi replanted on the Earth, would not unlj: eoDrines 
liim of the wisdom of her ad, bal compel him to inutBt« it. 
If tliuir oonvictions had been reveised, and he had desired to 
try tho new xicial arrangement, could he not have done 
with iinpunit}', I'ugardlesa of her opposition t Then, their 
rl{{lit(t being equal, why should she consult his pleasure ? 

Thufl *he rcBioneil, or, rather, Dyce reasoned fur her. Sba 
wu a rcry weak and foolish woman, afflicted with that wont 
of lomjieramentfl which is at tlie same time peevish and stub- 
born, ami did not at all appreciate the grarity of the step sh* 
hml taken. An inner voice, indeed, told her that its eocrecy 
wan iinju villi able — that alio should openly and boldly doclartt 
hue IrilBTitiun to her hushaud; but her base friend easily per. 
»uailui] htir ihiit it waa better to draw him afVer her whea sbl 
liivil riinaliod thu Coumiunity, and settle the diSureiioe there. 
Illn own eyeo would then convinou him of her wisdom : oppo' 
iltion would bu ImjioMihlc, with the evidence before him. Sbi 
wuiiM tliUR spnru liuriclf a long and perhaps fruitless encounter 
•if iijiinions, wlileli, owiuj; to the finer orgniiixalJoa of hur 
•I'lriluwl nature, aho ought to avoid. Such dtfTervnoos, 
■aid, illaturb^id tho atmiMpherc in which epirita mo«t n^ilj 
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l^proaohed and commnoicated with her. Id the pare and 
lurmonioas life of the Community, ehe might perhaps attdn to 
the condition of a medium, aad be always surrouoded by aa- 
igelic company. 

The afternoon was hot and lUey drove slowly, bo tliat even 
1>efore they reached Tiberius, the two parties of pnrsuera were 
';(m the way. Just as they entered the town, Mr. Woodliury 
.passed the carriage on horseback. Glancing at its occupants, 
be recognized Mrs. Merryficld, bowed, and reined in his horse 
s if to speak, but seeing Dyce, iiis cordial expression became 
l^jtnddenly grave, and he rode op. This encounter troubled 
Sirs. Mvrrylield. A secret uneasiness had been growing upon 
ier during the latter part of the way, and Woodbury's look 
Jnspired her with a vague fear. She involuntarily hoped that 
•,Ae might not meet him again, or any one she knew, before 
'leaving Tiberius. She would not even visit Mrs. I^evins, as 
.the had proposed. Moreover, Woodbury would probably put 
op at the hotel which she and her husband usually visited. 
Another must be selected, and she accordingly directed Dyce 
to drive through the town to a tavern on its northern side, not 
fiir from the railroad station. 

At hatf-puBt eight in the evening her husband and Mr. 
"Waldo alighted in front of " The Eagle." As the former was 
'giving orders about the horse to the attendant ostler, Wood- 
fcnry camo down the steps and immediately recognized the 
new arrivals. 

"What!" he excliumed, " b all Ptolemy coming to Tiberias 
lo-day f Your wife has the start of you, Mr. Merryfield; I 

passed her this evening" 

A violent grasp on his arm interrupted him. " Where ia 
Bhe ? Have they lefl ?" the husband hoarsely asked. 

The light from tlie comer-lamp foil lull upon his face, Its 

expression of pain and anxiety was unmistakable, and a pre- 

ccmtiment of tbe incredible truth shot through Woodbury'a 

luad. 

"Hash, my fiiend !" said Mr. Waldo. " Control yourself 
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while we register our namee, and then ve will go to wo 
It is fortunate that you have betrayed yourself to Mr. Wo 
bury instead of Home one else. Come with us P be add 
tarumg to the lutter; "you must now know the rest ^ 
can trust every thing to your honor." 

They entcrt^ the office of the hotel McrrySeld, al 
druiking a large tumbler of ice-water, recovered some deg 
of com])osiire. Mr. Waldo ascertained from the landlord t 
the next tniin fur the cast would leave at midnight, the [ 
vious train liaving left at five o'clock. Woodbury, seeing 
necessity of a piivatu understanding, invited them both to 
room, where tho whole affair was explained to him, and 
was able to assure them, by recalling the hour of his own 
rival, that Dyce and Mrs. Mcrryfield must be still in the toi 

" We have three hours," sjud he, " and they must bo fon 
in half the tiinii. There must not bo a meeting at the stati 
Have yon no idea, Mr. Mcrryfield, where your wifo would gc 

" She spoke of vi^tiiig Mrs. Nevins, as it were," he repli 

" Then it is quite unUbely that she is there," said Woodbn 
" But we must tirst settle tbo poinL Let us go at once : wh< 
is the house ?" 

Merryfiuld led the way, much supported and encouraged 
Woodbury's -prompt, encrgetio manner. He had now 1 
dread of the inevitablo encounter with Dyco. 

A walk of ten minutes bronght them to tho Nevins manu< 
It was a small villa, with a Grecian portico, seated in a dimii 
tive garden. There was a light in the front room. I 
Waldo was unacquainted with the inmates, and afraid 
allow Mcrrytidd to enter the house alone. There was 
moment of perplexity. 

" I liave it," said Woodbury, suddenly. " Move on a litl 
and wait for inc." He boldly entered the garden and stepp 
upon the Grecian portico. The windows Itad muslin curta 
across their lower half, but he easily looked over them ii 
the room. A uiiddle-ogcd woman, in a rocking-^hoir, n 
knitting some worsted stuff with a pair of wooden needl 
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On the other side of the lamp, with bis back to her, Bat » man, 
^>SOrb6d in a newspaper. A boy of ten years old lay asleep 
on the carpet. Noting ail lliis at a glance, Woodbary knocked 
at tho door. A rustling of the nowsjiaper followed, footsteps 
entered the hall, and the outer door was opened. 

Woodbury asaumed a natural air of embarrnBsed disappoint- 
ment. "I am afraid," said he, "that I have made a mistalce. 
Does Mr. Israel Thompson Uve here?" 

" Israei Thompson ? I don't know any snch person. There's 
James Thompson, lives further down tho street, on tlio other 
aide." 

" Thank you. I will inquire of him. I am a stranger here," 
and he rt^oined his friends, " Now," said he, " to save time, 
Mr. Waldo, you and I must visit the other hotels, dividing 
them between iib. Mr. Merryfield had better not take any part 
ID the fiearch. Let him wait for us on the corner opposite 
♦The Eagle,' Wo can make our separate rounds in twenty 
.tauiut«8, and I am sure we shall have discovered them by that 
time." 

An enumeration of the hotels was made, and the two gen- 
tlemen divided them in such a manner as to economize time 
In Inaking their rounds. They then set out in diSbrent direc- 
tions, leaving Merryfield to walk back alone to the rendezvous. 
Stherto, the motion and excitement of the pursuit lind kept 
turn np, but now he began to feet exhausted and desponding. 

e had not eaten since noon, and experienced all the weakness 
^^irithont the sensation of hunger. A powerful desire for an 
artificial stimulant came over him, and, for a moment, he halted 
before the red light of a drinking-saloon, wondering whether 
there whs any one inside who could recognize him. The door 
1, and an atmosphere of rank smoke, tobacco-soaked saw- 
•ittst, and pungent whiskey gushed out ; oaths and fragments 
of obscene talk met liis ears, and he hurried away in disgust, 
"The Eagle" he fortified himself again with ioe-wuter, 
tDil then took Ids stand on the opposite comer, screened from 
ho hua{>-Iight by an' awning-post. 
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The late storekeepers up and down the street were pmtiiig 
up their shutters, but the ice-cream transparencies still shone 
brightly, and the number of visitors rather increased than di- 
minished. From a neighboring house came the sound of t 
piano, and presently a loud, girlish voice which sang : ^^ I dreamt 
that I dwe-helt in ma-harble halls." What business, he 
thought, had people to be eating ice-cream and singing songs? 
It was an insulting levity. How long a time his friends had 
been absent ! A terrible fear came over him — what if he 
should not find his wife ? At night — ^no, he dared not thiak 
of i' lie looked down the crossing streets, in all four direo- 
tions, as far as his eye could pierce, and inspected the approach- 
ing figures. Now he was sure he recoguized Woodbury^s 
commanding form ; now the brisk gait of the short clergy- 
man. But they came nearer and resolved themselves into 
strangers. Then he commenced again, striving to keep an 
equal watch on all the streets. The appointed time was past, 
and they did not come I A cold sweat bcgrm to gather od 
his forehead, and he was ready to despair. All at once, Mr. 
Waldo appeared, close at hand, and hurried up to him, breath- 
less. 

'^ I have finished my list," said he. 

" Ilave you found them ?" 

" No, but what does this mean 1" cried the clergyman, 

starting. " That is my horse, certainly — and the old gig ! 
Can my wife" 

Uo did not finish the sentence, but sprang into the street 
and called. Tlio horse turned his head from a sudden jerk of 
Uie lines, and in a moment was drawn up beside the pave- 
ment. 

*^ How gbid I am we have met you I I could not stay at 
iiome, indeed. You will let us help, will you not ? Are we 
in time ?" cried Mrs. Waldo, apology, entreaty, and anxiety 
all mingling in her voice. 

^' With God's favor, we are still in time," her husband an- 
8 >v'ered. 
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thank j'oa for coming — yoa and Hannah, both," Meny* 
Geld sadly added, " bnt Tta aSrmd it's no uao." 

Cheer op," said the dergyinan, "Mr. Woodbury will be 
hero iw a moment." 

lie ia here alri;aily," said Woodbury, joining tlicm at the 

inntaot. " I havo " He paused, recognizing the gig and 

its occnpantB, and looked inqniriugly at Mr. Waldo. 

" Tiiey know it," answered the latter, " nnd for that reason 
llipy have come." 

" Brave women! We may need their help. I have found 
lbs persons we are looking for — at the Beaver House, in the 
flecond-story parlor, waiting for the midnight train." 

Then drive on, wife," said Mr, Waldo; "yoncanputup tho 
hOTve there. Ton are known at the Eagle, and wo bad better 
avoid curioraty. Follow us : Mr. Woodbury will lead the way," 

They passod up the stroet, attracting no notice, as the con- 
beotion between the movements of the women in the gig, and 
thti tlirtw men on the sidewalk, was not apparent. In a short 
they reached the Beaver Hoiue, a second-rate hotel, with 
<a deserted air, on a qtuet street, and near Uie middle of tlin 
block. Two or three loafers were in the office, half sliding 
oat of the shoit arm-chairs as they lounged, and lazily talk- 
ing. Woodbury called the landlord to the door, gave the 
'borse into his charge, and engaged a private room until mid-l 
night Tliere was one, he bad already ascertained, adjoining' 
the parlor on the second slory. He offered Uberal pay, pro-. 
Tided no later vidtors were thrust upon them, and the landlord 
■mt very wilUng to make tlie arrangement. It was not often 
that he received so much patronitge in one evening. 

After a hurried uonaultation, in whiapure, they entered the 
liuuse. Tliu landlord preceded them u|>stairs with a lamp, 
and Qshered liiom into the appointed room. It was a ainull 
oblong chamber, the iloor decorated with a coarse but veiy 
gaudy carfiet, nad the furniture covered witli shiny hair-cloth, 
very oold, and stlA', und slippery. There was a circular tallu 
of m^ogouy, upon which lay a Bible, and the Odd-Fellow'e 
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AdduoI, bound in red. Beside It was a buga spittoon of bmirn 
stone-ware. Foldiug-Joora connected with the ai^oining pur- 
lor, and the wood-work, originaily of unseasoned pine, gouen 
up without expense but regardlnsa oi" dumbility, was so 
warped and sprung that these doors would not properly dow^ 
Privacy, so fur as oonversatiou was concerned, was tifipus9ib1& 
lu fact, no sooner bad the landlord depai-ted, and the noise of 
entrance subsided a little, than Byce's voice was diatioutlj 

" You should overcome your restlessness. All pioneers in 
great works have their moments of doubt, but they are caused 
by the attacks of evil spirits." 

Merryfield arose in great agitation. Perhaps ho would have 
epoken, but Mr. Waldo lifted his band to command silence, 
beckoned to bis wife, and the three left the room. At the 
door the clergyman turned and whispered to Woodbury and 
Hannah Thurston: "You may not bo needed: wut oolil I 
aununon you." 

Tlie next instant he knocked on the door of the parlor. 
Dyce's voice replied : " Come in," He entered first, fotlowodl 
by bis wife, and, last of all, the injured husband. Dyco and 
Mrs. Merryfield were seated side by side, on a sofa. Both, u 
by an involuntary impidse, rose to tbeir feet. The latter 
turned very pale ; her knees trembled under her, and she aauk 
down again upon her seat. Dyce, however, remained stand- 
ing, and, after the first surprise was over, regained his braWD 
effiontery. 

Merryfield waa the first to fipcak, "Sarah," he cried, 
" What does tbia mean ?" 

She turned her head towards Iha window, and made no 
answer, 

"Mrs. Merryfield," said Mr. Waldo, gravely, yet with no 
harshness in his tone, "we have eomu, as your fricDd^, be- 
lieving -tli at you have taken this step hastily, and williont oou- 
sidering what iu consequL-uoM would bu. Wc do not think 
you appreciate its solemn importance, both for tim« nnil for 
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sroity. It is not yel too late to nodo wbat yon have doDe« 
id ve are ready to lielp yon, in all kindness and tenderness." 

"I want nothing more than my rlglite," said M>a. Merry- 
eld, in a hard, stubborn voice, without turning her head. 

" I will never interfere with your just rights, aa a woman, a 
iio, and 3D imojortal eoul," tbo clergyman replied. '* But 
on have not alooe rights to receive ; you have duties to per^ 
>rm. Tou have bound yourself to your husband in holy 
lartiflge ; you cannot dcfierl him, whose faith to you has nevur 
een broken, who now ftunda reaJy to pardon your present 
kult, as he has pnrdoiied all your past ones, without incurring 
greater sin than infidelity to him. Your nian-ied relutioa 
idodes both the moral laws by which societj is bound, and 
lie Divine laws by which we are saved." 

" The usual Clint of theologians !" interrupted Dyce, with a 
Deer. " Mrs. 21errytield owes nothing to the sclfisji and arti- 
dai, niachbery which is called Society. Marriage is a part 
f the machinery, and just as selfish as the rest. She claims 
quftl rights with her husband, and is doing no more than be 
rould do, if he posseBscil all of her conriciions." 

"I would never do it I" cried Merryfield, — "not for oil th** 
fOmmuniiicB in the world I Sarah, I've been faithfhl to yon, 
1 every thought, since you first agreed to be my wife. If Tva 
lone you wrong iu any way, tell me I" 

"I only wntit my rights," she repeated, still looking away. 

"If yon rciilly think you are deprived of them," siud Mr. 
K^aldo, ** come home with us, and you shall be fairly heard 
nd fairly judged. I promise you, as an impartia' friend, that 
K) ailvautage shall be taken of your mistake: you shall be 
Kated as if it liad not occurred. Have you refleoted liow 
tbis act will be interpreted, in the eyes of the world f Con 
va bear, no matter how innocent you may be, to be followed, 
brongh nil tlie rest of your life, by the silent suspioiou, if uot 
tlie o]>en reproach, of Lfie worst shame tliat can happen to 
Suppose you reach your Community. These ex* 
NtfimooL* have often been tried, aud they liave always Mted, 
10* 



nA^iXAH TTIirBSTOS: 

^a might hiile yonrsdf for a irhile from tbo jaJgnMOt Of (to 
world, but if tie aMociation eliouU) brpal: to pieces — what 
then? Does the i>o«SGSsion of some right whidi jou fancjii 
withbeld, compensate jou for inottrring this feaiAil mk-> 
for enduring tliis fearful tertainty ?" 

"AVhat do j-oo know about il?" I>yoe rooghly exdd 
" Ton, a petrified fosBil of the false Society ! What rig) 
yon to judge for her ? She acts from motives wliich joaf 
narron' mind cannot comprehend. She ia a disciple of the 
Truth, and is not afr^d to show it in her life. If she I 
only for ihe sake of appearances, like the rest of yo^ 
might Btill be a Vegetable 1" 

Mrs. Mcrr>-field, who had colored suddenly and violentl 
the clergyman spoke, and had turned her face towards h" 
a moment, with an agitation which she could not coDue 
lifted her head a little, and mechanically rocked OD h 
travelling-satchel, which lihe had grasped with both 1 
She felt her own inability to defend herself; and tooovd 
little courage at bearing it done 80 fiercely by her 4 
panion. j^ 

Mr. Waldo, without noticing tho latter, tamed to her again. 
" I will not even condemn tho inotivoa vhich lead yon w lUtr 
step," said he, " but I must ohow you its inevitable < 
quencea. Only the rarest natures, the moat gifted tnt 
may seem to disregard the ruling habits and ideas c 
kind, because God has specially appointed them to son 
work. Ton know, Mrs. Merryfield. as wull aa I do, t 
are not one of such. The world will make no Moe;^ 
your favor. It cannot put our kindly and tolerant cor 
tioD upon your motives : it will be pitiless and inllexib&i 
its verdict will crush you to the dust." 

"Sarah," said lier husband, more in pity than in i 
"do stop and think wh:it you are doing I What Mr. 1 
Bays ii true: yuu will bring upon yourself moro th.-vn y 
r I can boar for you. / dou't charge yuu witfl 
rningi /* dou't buliove yon would bo guilty ©p- 
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o't B»y it — bat I couldn't hold np my liead, as — as it were, 
id defend yon by a, siogle word." 

*'0h, no I of course you couldn't!" Dyce broke in ^aiii, 
ith an insuSe ruble tm|iudeuce. " Tbu know, as well as I d<i, 
-or Mr. Waldo, for that matter, — what men are. Don't brag 
> me about your morality, and purity, and all that eorl of 
imbug : what's tit for one sex is fit for the other.' Men, you 
low, have a natural monopoly in the indulgence of passion : 
,•» allowed to them, but woman is damned by the very sns- 
IcioD. Tou know, both of yon, that any man would as lief 
t thought wicked as chaste — that women are poor, ignorant 
©Ifl" 

One of the folding-doora which communicated with the ad- 
Dining room was suddenly torn open, and Woodbury ap- 
«Kred. Ilia brown eyes, flashing indiguant fire, were fijted 
ipon Dyce. The sallow fece of the latter grew livid with 

ingled emotions of rage and fear. With three atrides, 
ffoodbury was before him. 

"Stopl" he cried, "yon have been allowed to say too rnnoh 
If you," he added, turning to the others, " have 
BtJeoce with this beast, I have not." 

" Ah I be thinks he's among hia Sepoys," Dyce began, but 
ras arrested by a strong hand upon hia collar. Woodbury's 

C8 was pale, but calm, and liis lips parted in a smile, the 

:pres$ion of which strnck terror to the heart of the medium. 

" Now, leave !'* said he, in a low, stum voice, " leave, or I 

iirl you througli that window T' Relinquishing his grasp on 
be collar, he opened the door leading to the staircase, and 

^ted. For a monieni, the eyes of the two men met, and in 
hat moment each took the measure of the other. Dyce's 
t^ure seemed to contract; his breast narrowed, his shoulders 
bU, and his knees approached each other. He walked slowly 
wd awkwardly to the end of the sofa, piuked up hia valise, 

id shuffled out of tlie room without saying a word. Wood- 

ary followed him lo the door, and said, before he closed it: 
"Recollect, j/vu leave here by the midnight train." Noqa 



8K8 nA:cyAB jacBsunti 

of those who heard it had tmj doabt that the 
be obeyed. 

Mt. MerryfieM experienced on anbonnded BCDsation of relief 
on Dyce's dcpannre ; but his wife was ouly frightened, not 
conquered. Although pale and trembling, dbe stobbonily held 
out, her attitude expressing her coilDettre df^atice of the com- 
pany. She avoided directly addressing or meeting the eytm 
of any one in parlicnlar. For a&w motnenta there was sileuM 
in the room, and she took advantage of it to forestall the 
appeals which she knew would be made, by saying : 

" Well, now you've got me all to yourselves, I suppose yooTI 
try to bully me out of my rights." 

" We have no intention to meddle with any of your rigbte, 
as a wife," Mr. Waldo answered. "Yon must wttle thai 
question with your husband. But doea not your hesrt led 
you that he has rights, aa well ? And what has be don« to 
justify you in deserting him ?" 

"He needn't be deserted," she said; " he can oome after m*." 

"Never !" exclaiuied her husband. " If you leave me now, 
and in this way, Sarah, you will not see ma again until yon 
voluntarily come back to me. And think, if you go lo tluil 
place, what you must then seem to me 1 I've defended yon, 
Sarah, and will defend you against all the world ; bot If ywi 
go on, you'll take the power of doing it away from m*. 
Whether you deserve shame, or not, it'll come to 
it'll come to me, just the same." 

The deluded wife could make no reply. The conscqtwmeM 
of her step, if perdstod in, were beginning to dnwn npoo ha 
mind, but, having defended it on the groimd of her e({nal 
rights as a woman, a pitiful vanity prevented her ftom yield- 
ing. Id waa neccBiary. therefore, to attack her from another 
quarter. Hannah Thurston felt that the moment had arrivst' 
when she might venture to speak, and went gently fbrwanl V 
the sofa. 

" Sarah," aho said, *' I think yoii fo«l that 1 am yonr fHai^ 
Will yon not believe me, ibcn, wh«n I aay to you lluu w 



STOBT Oir AUEBICAN UPtC SS9 

>liaTe all followed yon, prompted only by the pity and distress 
which we feel for your sake aud your husband's ? We beg 
yon not to leave us, your troe friends, and go among sti'angers. 
Iiisten to us calmly, and if we convince you that you are mi.s- 
taken, the admission Rhould not be difficult." 

" You, too, Hannah 1" cried Mrs. Werryfield, '*You, that 
laugbt me what my rights were 1 Will you confess, first, that 
u are mistaken ?" 

An expression of pain passed over Hannah Thurston's face, 
I Dover meant to claim more than natural justice for woman," 
Mid she, " but I may have been unhappy in my advocacy of it. 
I may even," turning towards Mrs. Waldo, "have seemed to 
a hostile position towards man. If sOf it was a mis- 
If what I have said has prompted you to this step, I 
rill take my share of humiliation. But we will not talk of 
Ibat now. Blame me, Sarah, if you like, so you do not forget 
Ae tenderness you cannot wholly have lost, for him whose life 
a ft part of yours, here and hereafter. Think of the children 
ho are waiting for yoa in the other life — waiting for both 
■rents, Sarah." 

The stubborn resistance of the wife began to give way, 

srs came to her eyes, and she shook as if a mighty struggle 

1 commcoucd in her heart. " It was for them," she mur- 

■ured, in a broken voice, " that I was going. He said they 

roold be nearer to me." 

" Can they be nearer to you when yon are parted troai their 

kther? Was it only your heart that was wrung at their loss? 

if all other bonds were broken between you, the equal share 

■ the beings of those Immortals should bind you in life and 

! I'ardon me for renewing your sorrow, but I must 

! the [larer spirit that is bom of trial. If your mutual 

rat,cbes over their cradles cannot bring back the memory of 

four married love, I must ask you to remember who hold 

lur hand beside their coffins, whose arm supported you in- 

6 lonely nights I" 

The husband could endure do more. Lifting his taoe from 
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his hands, he cried : " It was me, S&rah. And noiv, if ;au 
leave in«, there will be do one U> talk witli me abont Al>saloii], 
and Angelina, and onr dear little Robert. Don't you mind 
how I used to danoe him on m^ knee, as—as it were, and tell 
him he ahoold have a horso when he was big ? He had such 
pretty hair; you always said he'd make a handBome mjin, 
Sarah : bat now they're all gone. There's only us two, now, 
aa it were, and we can't— no, we daren't part, We won't 
part, will we f " 

Mrs. Waldo made a quiet sign, and tliey stole gently from 
the room. As he closed the door, Woodbury saw the con- 
quered and [lonitent wife look up with streaming eyes, sobbing 
convulsively, and stret^ih out her aruiB. The next instant, Hn. 
Waldo had half embraced him, in the rush of her pent-up 
gratitude. 

" Oh I" she exclaimed, striving to subdue her voice, *' how 
grand it was that you put down that — that man. I neTcr 
believed in nou-reaistance, and now I know that I am right." 

Hannah Thurston said oolhiug, but her fuca waa radiant 
with a tranquil light. She could not allow the doubta whioh 
had arisen in her mind — the disturbing influences wliich had, of 
late, beset her, to cloud the happy ending of auoli a p4unf\il 
day. A whispered oouversation was carried on bt'twcen 
Woodbury and the Waldos, so as not to disturb tho low voico* 
in the next room ; but at the end of ten minutes the door 
opened and Uerryfield appeared. 

"We will go home totiight, aa it were," siud be. "Th« 
moon rises about lliis time, and the night is warm." 

" Then we will all go I" was Mrs. Waldo's decifflon. " Tlie 
cnrriages will keep together — husi>and, you must drive oae of 
tliem, alone — and I shall not be so much ahirmed. It is better 
so : curious folks will not see that we haro been absent, mid 
weed not know." 

Woodbury whispered to her : *' I ehall wait oDtJl the tnin 
leaves." 

" Will you follow, aJWrwordi P' 
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Tea — bnt no : my intention to stay atl oight is known, bdA 
I oaght properly to reraain, unless you need my escort" 

" Stay," said HaQnah Thurston. 

The vehicles left the two hotels with the same persons who 
had arrived in them — Dyce excepted. Outside of Tiberios 
they halted, and Merryfield joined his wife. The two women 
followed, and Mr. Waldo, alone, acted as rear-goard. Thus, in 
the silent night, over the moonlit hills, and through the rust- 
ling darkneee of the woods, they went homewards. 

Yagne sospicious of something haunted the community of 
Ptolemy for a while, hut nothing was ever discovered or be- 
trayed which could give them a definite form. And yet, of 
the five persons to whom the truth was known, three wers 
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CHAPTER XVUL 



OSS OF TOB eumCKB DirKBSEOXS OF FTOLKIIT* 1 

Tem days sfier the joamey to 'nberiac, Uie liigfamjrs In 
both valleys, and those descending from the hills on eilher 
Bide, were nnnsually thronged. Conntry carriages, buggUa 
of all fasbiona, and light open carts, rapidly euceeeded eaob 
other, all directing their course towards the TiU^e. They 
did not halt there, however, bnt passed throngh, and, olimhing 
the gentle acdivHy of the southern hill, h^ted at s gcOTA 
neurly a mile distant. Here the Annnal Temperance Conveit- 
tjon of Atauga County was to be held. The cause had been 
langubhiag for the past year or two ; many young men had 
careless of Iheir pleitges, and the local societies wer« 
JKgianing to fall to pieces, hecnnse the members had heani aJl 
that was to be ssud on the subject, nod bad done all that could 
conveniently be done. The i)l.an of procnring State legtslatioD 
in their favor rendered it necessary to rekindle, in some lOfias- 
ure, the fires of zeal — if so warm an expression can be applied 
to so sober a cause — and one of the itioet prominent apenkera 
on Temperance, Mr. Abirarn Stokes, was called ii[(on to bmsb 
up his well-used imnges and illuslrations for a new campaign. 

It was announced, by means of large placards, posted 
in all the villnge stores, {tost-ofiiccs, and blacksmiihs' sliops, 
far and wide, th.U not only lie, but Mr. <xrii)dle and several 
other well-known speakers were to addresM t}i« Conrcnlioo. 
Strniigo us It may tiei'm, tho same placard waa oonaptcuoculy 
displayed in the bar-room of tlie Ptolemy Ilouse, the londhtr^ 
oaudltlly declaring thiil he would he glad if such a oonrmlloi) 
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Trere held every week, as it brought him a great deal of cos- 
loin. The friends of the cause were called upon for a epeoial 
"t i the day was carefully arranged to come at the end of 
baying, yet before the wheat-harvest had fairly commeaced ; 
moreover, it was Saturday, and the moon waa nearly full 

a weather favored the undertaking, and by noon the line of 
Ibe roada could be distinguished, at some distance, by the 
3uBt which arose from the strings of vehicles. 

The priucipal members of the local aocietiee— «8pecial]y 
those of Atauga City, Anacreon, Kero Corners, MuUigansvUle, 
nd New Pekin — came in heavy lumber- wagon s, decorated 
liritli boughs of spruce and cedar, carryiag with them their 
bftuners, whenever they had any. With some difficulty, a 
■officient sum was raised to p.iy for the services of the Ptolemy 
Comet Band, in performing, as the placard stated, " melodies 
kppropriate to the occasion." What those melodies were, it 
iraa not very easy to determine, and the managing committee of 
the Ptolemy Society had a special meeting on the subject, the 
night before, A wag suggested " The Meeting of the Waters," 
which was at ouce accepted with delight. " Bonny Doon" 
iband fcvor, as it " minded" the hearers of a Scottish brook. 
**The Campbells are Oomin'" was also on the list, uotil some 
ons remembered that the landlord of the Ptolemy House bore 
le of that clan. " A wet sheet and a flowing sea" hinted 
too strongly at " half-seas over," and all the familiar Irish airs 
■rera nnfortunately associated with ideas of wakes and Donny- 
ibrook F^Ts. After much painful cogitation, the " Old Oaken 
Backet," "Allan Water," "Zurich's Waters," and "The 
Baimted Spring" were discovered ; but the band was not able 
to pUy more than half of them. Its most successful pexform- 
aiic€^ we are bound to confess, was the air of " Landlord, fill 
^e flowing bowl." which the leader could not resist giving 
e or twice dnring the day, to the great scandal of those 
VotMies of the cause who had once beeu accustomed to sing it 
sohoritcter. 

The grove wu a beautiful piece of oak aiid hickory timber. 



sloping towards tbe north, and cDtirely clciir of nmlcrlinifilu 
It covereil about four acres of groumt, atid was nettliLT «0 
dense nor fell so rapidly as to afaut out a luvdy glini|Hc uf 
the valley and the distant, dark-blue sheet i( tbu lake, between 
the boles. It was pervaded with a grateful smell, from the 
trampled grass and breathing leaves ; and wliorever a beam <^ 
sunshine pierced the boughs, it Ei.'emcd to single out some bit 
of gay color, in shawl, or ribbon, or parasol, to play upoo and 
utilize its brightness. At the bottom of Ute grove, agaiiisi 
two of tbe largest tn>es, a rough platform was erected, <& 
front of which, ridng and radiating amphi theatrically, were 
plank benches, capable of seating a thousand persons. Those 
who came from a distance were &rst on baud, and took their 
places long before the proceedbgB commenced. Kear tfaa 
main entrance, venders of refreshmeuLs had erected their 
stands, and displayed to the thronging victors a tempthig 
variety pf indigestible eubstaiices. Tlierewas weak lemonailc, 
in tin buckets, with huge lumps of ice glittering duUuntly hI 
the sun ; scores of wired bottles, filled with a sarsaparilla mil- 
ture, which popped out in a rush of brown suds ; ice-ufoam, 
the cream being eggs beaten up with water, and flavored with 
lemon sirup ; piles of dark, leathery ginger-cakos, and rows 
of glass jara full of caudy-stjuks ; while the more enterprising 
dealers exliibited pies cut into squares, hard-buiJed eggs, aud 
even what they called coffee. 

Far down the sides of the main road to Ptolemy ttie vehicles 
were ranged, and even inside the adjoining fields — ^tlie ownrr 
of which, being a friend to the cause, had opened Ida bars to 
the multitude. Many of the farmers from a distance brought 
ttieir owu oats with tiiem, and unhartiosBed and fed thoir hurus 
in the fence-comers, before joining the crowd in the grove. 
Then, accompaniol by their tidy wives, who, meanwhile, ex- 
amined the contents of the dinner-baskets and saw that wery 
thing was in order, they npproui,-.bed the meeting with aaiiffiud 
and mildly eEhiIurat«d spirits, ocnasionalty stopping to ffmt 
an acquaintance or a relative. Tbe daugluon b^d alraody ptv* 
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ceded them, witb their ueuhI iodepeudence, well kaowing the 
impatience of the yoeng men, aiid hoping that the idobI ngree- 
ftbte of the Utter wonid discover them before the moeiing wafl 
called ti) order. This was the real charm of the occasion, lo 
old as well as yoang. The American needs a serious pretext 

r his recreation. He does oot, in fact, recognize its ne- 
eeesitjr, and wonid have none at all, did not Nature, with 
Itenevolent cunning, occasionally fiirnish him with diversion 
under the disguise of duty. 

As the banners of the local societies arrived, they were set 
tap in conspicuous positions, on and around the speaker's plat- 
Jbrm. That of Tiberius was placed in the centre. It was of 
fclae silk, with a gold fringe, and an immense geyser-like foun- 
tain in its field, under which were the words : " Ho ! every one 
that ihirateib !" On the right was the banner of Ptolemy — a 
brilliant rainbow, on a white ground, with the warning : '' Look 
■ot upon the Wine when it is Red." What connection there 
Vas between ibis sentence and the rtunbow was not apparent, 
unless the tatter was meant to represent a watery deluge. The 
1)aimer of Auacreon, on the leil, held forth a dimciug female, 
Su a crimson dress. One foot was thrown far out behind her, 
'tai she was violently pitching forward; yet, in this nn- 
iVomfortable position, she succeeded in pouring a thick 
iBtream of water from a ewer of blue chtna into the open 
mouth of a fat child, who wore a very scanty dress. The 
ibaaripUon was: "The Fountaiu of Youth." The most inge- 
inlonB device, however, was that from Nero Comers. Tliis lit- 
tle community, too poor or too economical to own a teniper- 

e banner, took a political one, which they had used in the 
BKtnpaign of the previous year. Upon it were the names of 
Sic candidntes for President and Vice-President : " Piebcb 
lad KiNii.** A very little alteration turned the word " Piereo" 
*' Prince," and the word " WaTEa" being prefixed, tbo 
bftcription became: " Water,-— Prince and King." Those 
"rom other neighborhoods, who were not in tho secret, greatly 
(dmired the simplicity and force of the expression. 
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Woodhiirv, wlio waa ewly upon the ground, wm mn^ in- 
terested in the »ccu«. Between two and tliree tbouaand ^ef 
sonB were present, but an order and decorum prevailed, which 
voti]d be miracnloua iu lauds where llie individaal is niK fur- 
mitted to grow up self-ruled, or swayed only by the exiun^ 
of bis fellows, and self-reliaot. Ko senr>nt of the law wsw pro 
eut to guard against disorder, because each miin was his own 
policeman. Even some tipsy rowdies, who ciime out from 
Ptolemy towards the close of the afternoon, were soberpd 
by the atmosphere of the place, and had no oouritge to wake 
th^ intended itUerruptions. The eflect of such meetings, 
Woodbury confessed to himself, could not be oUn^rwiM 
than good ; the reform was necessary among a people whose 
excitable temperament naturally led them to exoesaea, and 
perhaps it was only one extreme which could couoteract 
the other. There was still too little repose, too little mental 
balance among them, to halt upon the golden tniddle-groonJ 
of truth 

The band occupied the platform for some time after h« ir- 
rived, and its performances gare intense satisfaction to th» 
people. The clear tones of the boms and clarioneta pealed 
triimiphaoity through the shade, and an occasional slip in m 
instrument was unnoticed in the bom of voices. Gradually, 
the hearers were lifted a little out of the material sphere Id 
which they habitually moved, aud were refreshed accordingly. 
Tbey were made capable, at leaat, of appreciating some senti- 
mutit und imagination in the speakers, and words were now 
heard with dtsUght, which, iu their common moods, would have 
been vacant aound. Tbey touched, in spite of themselves, that 
upper atmosphere of poetry which hangs over all human life — 
where the cold marsh-fogs in which we widk become the rosy 
cloud-islands of the davrnl 

At two oV'louk, the band vao.ited the platform, and the Con- 
vention was called to order. After an appropriate prayer liy 
the Itvr. Leninal Styles, a temperance aong was sung by a Lirg* 
chorus of the younger meinbor^ It wm a parody on Jlott- 
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nan'e oliarming anaoreontic : "Sparkling and Brigtt," the 
Worda of which were BiDguiarly tranaformed. Instead of: 
" Am the bubbles Chat Ewim cm the beaker'a brim, 
AdiI break on the lips at meoliDg," 
the re&sin tenninated with : 

" There's nethitig bo good for the Touthful blood, 
Or so Bweet m the sptukliag water I" 
—in llie style of a medicinal prescription. Poor Hoffman I 
Noble heart and fine laind, untimely darkened I He wue at 
,leaat spared this desecration; or perhaps, with the gay hanior 
wilb which even that darkness is still cheered, he would have 
parodied the piirody to death. 

The Annual Report was then read. It was of great length, 
Imug mainly a furious appeal to voters. The trick of baung 
a politictil issue upon a personal habit was an innovation in the 
tdence of govern in en t, which the natural instincts of the peo- 
were too enlightened to accept without question. The 
County Committee, foreseeing this difficulty, adopted the usual 
toctics of party, and strove to create a headlong tide of sym- 
|tathy which would overbear all hesitancy as to the wisdom of 

Ko movement, or the dangerous precedent which it introduced 
to popular legislation. " Vote for the Temperance Candi- 
19," they cried, in the Report, " and you vole for morjdity, 
lad virtue, and religion I Vote against them, and yon vote for 
i, and misery, and crime 1 Vote for them, and you vote 
a to the frantic brain, clearness to the bleared eye, stcadi- 
I to the trembling hand, joy to the heart of the forsaken 
rife, and bread to the mouths of the famishing childreii ! Vote 
gainst tfaem, and yon vote to fill our poor-houses and peniten- 
iriea — to tighten the diabolical hold of the rumseller on his 
truggllng victim — to lead our young men into temptation, and 
kring ruin on our beloved land I Yes, you would vote to fill 
e drunkard's bottle; you would vote oaths and obscenity into 
■ spefdi ; jou would vote curses to his wile, blows to hia 
luldmi, the shoes off their feet, the shirts oil' their ba<.-Ju;, 
wbedfl from under tbem, and the cootafrom over their heads." 
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The Report vss adopted with tremendous muuiiiDityi^ 
the faces of the members of tbe Committee beamed with bU- 
iafaction. Tbe political niovemenl might be coumdered » 
saccessfullf inaugurated. This was the mwn object of [lie 
CoareDtioii, and the wutiug orators DOw saw that thev liiid ■ 
clear aud pleaeant field before them. Woodbury, who wm 
loauiug against a tree, near tbe end of a plank upon which bis 
friends the Waldos were seated, listened with au involantar; 
sensation of pain and regret. The very character of the Keport 
strengthened him in the conviction that the vice to bo cured 
had its origin in a radical defect of the national temperamcntt 
which no legislation could reach. 

Mrs. Waldo looked up at hiin, inquiringly. He shook his 
head. "It ia a false movement," siud he; "good works si6 
not accoinpUahed by violence." 

" But aomeiimea by threatening it," she answered, iriih « 
meanhig smile. 

He was about to re|>ly, when the President announced that 
Byron Baxter, of the Anaoreon Seminary, would recite d poem, 
a^i' which the meeting wonld be addressed by Ur. Ablnun 
Stokes. 

Byron Baxter, who was an overgrown, knock-kneed fomii 
of nineteen, with long hair, parted In the middle, advanced to 
the front of the platform, bowed, and then suddenly startMl 
back, with both hands extended before him, in au attitude of 
horror. In a loud voice, he ooromencod to redte: 

"Oh, tnlie the maddeniBB bowl ftwajl 
Beraore tbs poieonaui oupl 
Mt soni is Biok; its bumlDff ro^ 
HMb drunk mj sjurlt upL 

" Ti3ce, take it trom ay laMhtng lip 

Ere madneu Bros mj brsln: 

Oh, take U heiioe. nor let me sip 



Id liquid doath »i 
As the yoong man had evidently novwi 
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■trooger than molassee-aod-water, the expression of his abhor- 
rence VB8 Bomevhat artifidal. KcvortheleSB, a ahnddcr ran 
tliroagh the andience nt the Telieraence of his dcolamatiDn. 
and b« was greeted with a-ronnd of applause, at the close. 

The orator of the day, Mr.'Abirara Stokes, then made his 
appearance. He was a man of forty-five, with a large, hand- 
fiome head, and an imposing presence. His hair and eyes were 
dark, and his complexion slightly tinted with olive. This trajt^ 
with hia small hands and showy teeth, seemed to ijidicate a 
niixtare of Spanish blood. He had a way of throwing hiH 
head forward, so as to let a brge lock of his hair fall over his 
forehead with a picturesque effect, and thou tossing it back to 
its place with a reverse motion. His voice waa full and sono- 
rous; although, to a practised ear, its pathos, in passages in- 
tended for effect, waa more dramatio than real. Few of his 
present auditors, however, were able to discriminate in Una 
respect ; the young ladies, especially, were in raptures. It 
was rumored that his early Me had been very wild and dissi- 
pated, and ho was looked upon as one of the most conspiouoos 
brands which had been snatched from the burning. This ru- 
mor preceded Lim wherever he went, created a personal inte- 
rest for him, in advance, and added to the effect of his oratory. 

His style of speaking, nevertheless, was shon-y mid specious. 

D took no wide range, touched but sHghtly on the practical 

Itares of the subject, and indulged sparingly in anecdotes 
BS iliostrations. None of the latter professed to be drawn 
1 hia personal experience: his hearers might make what- 
r inference tJiey pleased, he knew the value of mystery too 
1, to enlighten thwn further. He was greatest in apostro- , 
a to Water, to Reform, to Woman, to anything that per- 
UlLcti hiin, according to his own expression, " to soar," This 

More of his orations was usually very effective, the first time 
I heard. He was in the habit of introducing some of 
his favorite passages on every occasion. Woodbury, who was 
not aware of thb trick, waa agreeably surprised at the nUnral 
warmth imd eloquence of the speaker's language. 
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His peroradan ran something in this iHse : " Hii^ the pnml 
&Dd roost beneficent of the Virtues, comes not to xrhtere ber 
^ctory in battles and convulaions. Soft a* the ijeirs o( hearvn, 
ber white feet are beaatiful upoD the monntaias, bringing glad 
tidings of great joy I Blessed %re wo that she has cboisen Iter 
abode atoong ns, nnd that she has selected na to do hn- irori:! 
No other part of the world wag fitted to receive her. She 
never coald have been produced by the mooldering despotifnx 
of Europe, where the instincts of Freedom are stifled by wine 
and debauchery ; the Old World is too benighted to bebdd 
her face. Here only — here on the virgin bosom of anawCoD- 
tinent — here, in the glorious effulgenoe of the setting enn— 
here only could she be born ! She is the child of the West— 
Tenipenmce — and liefore her face the demon Alcohol fleet 
to Lis caverns and hides himself among the bones of his ric- 
tiins, while Peace sits at her right b&nd and Plenty at bor left!* 

"Beautiful!" "splendid!" waa whispered through the an- 
dience, as the speaker took his seat. Miss Carrie DJlworth 
wiped her eyes with a very small batiste handkerchief, and 
sighed as she reflected that this man, her beaii-id^al (which 
she understood to mean an ideal beau), wonld never know what 
an appreciative helpmeet she would have made him, 

"Oh, Hannah I" she whispered, leaning forsvard, to MiM 
Thm-aton, who was seated on the next plank, " did yon aver 
hear any thing so bcantifal ?" 

"I tliought it fine, the first time I heard it," Hannah re- 
plied, with a lack of enthusiasm which quite astoniidi^d the 
little sempstress. She began to fear she had mmlij a mistake, 
when the sight of Miss Rnhaney Goodwin, eqnally in teat*, 
(and no wonder, for her brother Klisha had been m miaenble 
drunkard), somewhat revived her couSdence. 

" Flashy, hut not bad of its kind," said Woodbury, in n- 
ply to Mrs. Waldo's question. 

"Are you not ashamed? It's magnificent. And bit'a atch 
a handsome man I" she exclaimed. " Bat I too, yon arv de- 
termined not to adrairu any of them; yon'™ not fr>rgoit«a 
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Griiidle'ti attaok. Or else you're a pess — what's the name of 
Ur. Waldo explaiDed the word lumo yesterday — peas"— 
" Oh, a pessimiHt f Kot at all, Mrs. Waldo. On the con- 
trary, I nm almost an oplimiat." 

" W«ll, that's jnst aa bad — thoagh I am not enre I Icaotr 
vhat It b. Oh, there's Grindle going to speak. Now you'll 
«atob it I" 

She shook her hand menacingly, and Woodbury, mnoh 
I aod not a little curious to hear the speaker, resumed 
his position ugainst the tree. 

Mr. Grindle, who carried on a moderate lumber business in 
AtaugaCily, neglected no opportunity of mating himself heard 
:]o pnblio. He was a man of shallow faculties, but profoond 
Oonceit of himsolf, and would have preferred, at any time, to 
le abused rslher than ignored. His naturally fluent speech 
Jiad been cultivated by the practice of years, but as he was 
Jiettiier an earnest thinker nor a close reason er, and, moreover, 
fcoown to be nnscnipulons id the statement of facts, the consider 
a which he enjoyed aa a speaker would soon have become 
•xhausted, but for the boldness and indecency of his personal 
MtBoka, whereby he replenished that element of hot water in 
irhioh be rejoiced. Mr, Campbell, the landlord of the PUiletny 
Louse, bad several times tbrcatened him with personal cbos- 
tnent, and he only escaped by avoitbng an encounter until 
^0 landlord's wrath bad a little cooled. He was so accus> 
fomed to insulting epithets ibat they never produced tbe sligbt- 
wt impression upon him. 

He had spoken nearly half an hour, ^ricg a qnantity of sta- 
dstios, which be bad mostly committed to memory — where 
Ibat fuled, he supplied the figures from bis imaginniioo — 
*hen he perceived that the audience, aft«r having tasted the 
juiced meats of Mr. Abira:n Stokes, seemed to find the pl.iin 
food he offered tliem rather insipid. But he had still the rc- 
(Boarce of personality, which be knew, from long experience, ii 
plways entertaining, whether or not tbe hearers approve of it. 
The transition was easily made. "Looking at this terrilile 
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UTSy of &ct8," said lie, " liow can any votm, who is worthy ll 
nsme of a bimuui being, dare to oppose the docirines of Tm 
peranoeP How dare any man suppose lliat liis own nugenli 
personal indulgences are of more conBcqaence tlian tbe moi 
salvation of bis feliov-creatures ? Yet there are sucb men' 
not poor, ignorant, deluded creatnres, who know no betM 
and are entitled to some allowances — ^bot men who are im 
who appear to be pdacated. and who clium (o be highly lam 
and res[»ectable. What are we to think of those mea ?'' 

Mrs. Waldo glanced np at Woodbury with a look 
said: "Now it's comingl" 

" Let it come !" bis look replied, 

" They think, perhaps," the speaker continued, " that Uh 
are different laws of morality for different climates — that til 
can bring here among us the detestable practices of heath 
races, which wc are trying to root oat ! I tell such, they b 
better go back, and let their unhappy slaves hand them t 
hookah, filled with its intoxicating draught, or steady ih 
tottering steps when the fumes of sherbet have mounted 
their brwns !" 

Many persons in tbe assembly knew who was meant, a 
as Woodbury's position made him easily distinguished, til 
watched him with curiosity as the speaker proceeded. ] 
leaned aguust tbe tree, with bis arms folded, and an amoi 
half-smile on his face, until the foregoing climax was rcacbi 
when, to the astonishment of the qiectators, bo burst Into 
uncontrollable fit of laughter. 

Mr. Grindle, too, had discovered his victim, aud oeoauotM 
darted a side look at him, calculating how &r he might oai 
the attack with safety to Ijiiuself. Woodbury's stidden i 
violent merriment encouraged while it disconcerted htm : llii 
was, at least, nothing to be fc-ared, itnd he might go on. 

"Yes, I repeat it," be continued; "whatever name may 
given to tbe beverage, we are not to be cheated. Such ti 
may driiJi their sherbet, or their Heiduck ; they may call tli 
drinks by rfspeitable names, nod the dcmoU ol'AJeohol laaj 
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i he dainiB them for bis own. St. Paul says 'the Prince of 
Darkness is a gentleman :' beware, beware, my friends, lest the 
RccoTBed poison, which is harmless to jon under its wtgar 
es, shoold beguile yon ■with an aristocralic title !" 
" Will the speaker allow me to make a remark ?" 
Woodbury, controlling hia laughter with some difficulty, 
Irtrajghtened himself from his leaning position against the tree, 
id, yielding to the impnlse of the moment, spoke. His voice, 
lot lond, but very clear, was disiinctly heard all over the 
Po^d, and there was a general mstling sound, as hundreds of 
beads tnmed towards him. Mr. Grindle involuntarily paused 
D his speech, but made no reply. 

"I will only interrupt the proceedings for a moment," Wood- 
iBry resntned, in a cool, steady tone, amidst the perfect silence 
r the multitude — " in order to make an explanation. I will 
lot wrong the speaker by supposing that his words have a 
lereonal application lo myself; because that would be charging 
1 with advocating truth by means of falsehood, and defend- 
Bg morality by the weapons of ignorance and insult. But 
iknow the lands of which he speaks and the habits of their 
So far from drunkenness being a ' detestable heathen 
^sbit' of theirs, it is really we who should go to them to learn 
wmpcrance. I must confess, also, my great surprise at hearing 
the speaker's violent denunciation of the nse of sherbet, after 
if that it is openly sold, to-day, in this grove — after hav- 
Bg, with my own eyes, observed the speaker, himself, drink 
I lar^e glass of it with evident satisfaction." 

There was a sudden movement, mixed here and there with 
hnghtcr, among the audience. Mr. Orindle cried ont, in a 
i^oarse, excited voice: "The charge is false! I never use in- 
toxicating beverages I" 

"I made no such charge," said Woodbury, calmly, "but it 
f iDl«rest the audience to know that sherbet is simply the 
Arabic name for lemonade." 

Tbe laughter was universal, Mr, Grindle excepted. 

The speaker, also," he continued, "mentioned the iutoxi- 
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o&ting beverage of the hooknlu As the hookah is a p 
which the smoke of the tobnciMj passes tbrongh Titer b< 
reaching the motith, it mvf be considered a leea dangt 
beverage than the cla^-pipe of the Iruh laborer, I be^ p 
of the meeting for my interrnption." 

The laughter was renewed, more heartily than befor 
for a minute after Woodbury ceased the tuionlt waa no 
that Mr. Grindle could not be heard. To add to the noiifiuiol 
the leader of the Ptolemy band, taking the noise as a sign il 
the Convention had adjourned, struck up " Malbrook," i 
air, unfortunately, was known in the neighborhood by the U 
classical title of " We won't go home till morning," 

The other members of the Committee, on the platfortn, n 
vately begged Mr. Grindle to take bJs seat and nJlow ti 
hitroduue a new orator ; but he persisted iu e|>eakiag fot » 
other quarter of an hour, to show that ho waa not discomflta 
The greater portion of the audience, aeveriheless, sueretly (I 
joiced at the lesson he had received, and the rcmahider of U 
speech was not heard with much attention. Woodbniy, • 
escape the curious gaze of the multitude, took s 
imoomibrtable seat on the end of the plank, betude Mrs. Wak 
He was tlienceforth, very much against his will, a 
great respect to the rowdies of Ptolemy, who identified II 
with the opposite cause. 

There was anotlier song, oommeomng : 

" Tlie wine that oil btq prumng 
la iiol Uio drink tor me, 
But Ihoro'B a spring ia ponder gUn, 
Whoso vntera flov for Timipeiuioe neti," 

which was likewise song in chorus. Then suooeedod otba^j 
Hpeakafs, of less note, to a gradually diminisbiDg uird« of btm 
ors. The farraei-s and their wives strayed off to uowjp wi^ 
acijuiiintances on the edged of iJie grove ; basket* of provUiix 
wuro opened and th« oonUuta shared, and the NtalU 
aud aariH4Nirilla suds experienced a r«flux of ctutom. At ti 
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fotuig men were not Lord ByrooB, the young ladies did not 
temple to eat in their presence, aud flirtations were carried on 
■rith a ohicken-bone in one hand and a piece of bread in the 
ITie SEn threw softer ami slanler lights over the beau- 
iful picture of the valley, and, gradually creeping below the 
banghs, ahot into the faces of those who were still seated in 
rout of the platform. It was time to close the performances 
of the day, and they were accordingly terminated with a third 
mg, the refrain of wlilch was : 



Woodbury and the Waldos, to avoid the dost of the road, 
■alked back to Ptolemy by a pleasant path across the fields, 
long they oveitook Hannah Thurston and Miss DUworth. 
Giindle was, of course, the theme of conversation. 
Wasn't he rightly served, Ilannah?" Mrs. Waldo ex- 
id, with cnthnsiasm. Woodbury was fast assamicg 
lie proportions, in her mind. 
" I think Mr. Woodbury was entirely justifiable in his inter- 
iption," Miss Thurston answered, " and yet I almost wish 
At it had not occurred." 
*' So do I !" Woodbury eEclumed. 

"Well — yon two are queer people 1" was Mrs. Waldo's 
remark. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 



IN wmOB THERB IB fiOTB ATTBACnOM JOCV tXPOUmB. 

Hanikah Thcb8TOn'b remark rcmniiiied in Woodbury's 
long after it waa uttered. His moraenlary trium)th over, bu 
began to regret having obeyed the impnlso of tlie cnoinntU 
Mr. Grindle's discomfiture had been too cheaply parchnsedH 
he was game of a aort too Buiall and menn for » man of reliliM 
instmct§ to notice even by a look. His own iiiturroption, « 
and careless as he felt it to Lave been, ueverlhelesa b«tTay< 
an acknowledgment that be bad understood iho speaker's 
eiuuation ; and, by a natural inference, thai be was suBGdeotf] 
sensitive to repel it. Mr. Griudle was acute euougli to u 
this inference, and it was a great coaBolatioD to him, ID I 
own overthrow, to think that he had stnng his advorsarf. 

Woodbury, however, forgot his self-blamu in t>ie grtttrif 
surprise of hearing its eclio from Miss Thurston'fi lips, flo^ 
remark betrayed a Ueliciicy of perceptiun wbtub lie bad n 
expected — more tban this, indeed, it betrayed a oonsiderotioi 
for his character as a gentleman, which she could uot have felq 
had she not, in imagination, placed herself in his stcAd. 
knew that a reBned nature tnuet be bom so ; it can only b 
partially imitated by assiduous social study ; and hia previon^ 
intercourse with Miss Thurston had not prepared him to litu 
her instincts so true. He looke<I at her, as »he walked b 
him, with a renewed feeling of interest. Her slfiiidor fignci 
moved along the grassy path with a free, elastic st^p. 
wore a dress of plain wliito muslin, with wide kIduvus, and 4 
knot of pcarl-colorcd ribbon nt the throat. Hur parasol, aofl 
tbe trimming of her hat, were of iho same qujoi ool 
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only omunent stifi wore was a cluster of little pink flowers in 
lite latter. Tbo e:tdtem«nt of the occasion, or the act of 
walking, hiul bronght « soft tinge to her usually pale oheeic, 
KD<1 Bs her eyes dropped lo avoid the level Ught of the snn, 
Woodbury noticed liow long and dark were the lashes that 
JHnged her lids. " At eighteen she must have been lovely," 
b« Bsid to himself, "but, even then, her expressiou oonld 
■cmreely have been more virginly pure and sweet, than now." 

Ho turned away, repressing a eigh. How one deluiriou 
OOuId spoil a noble woman I 

Before descending the last slope to the village, they paused, 
involuntarily, to contemplate the evening landscape. The sun 
Traa just dipping behind the western hill, and a portion of 
Ftotenty Uy ia shadow, while the Ught, streamuig through the 
Igap made by a Lateral glen, poured its dusty gold over the 
'^Ustant elms of Roaring Bro4^, and canaed the mansion of 
I>ak««do to sparUe like a star against its background of firs. 
for down tlie lake flashed the sail of a pleasure-boat, and the 
amkiug western shore melted into a vapory purple along the 
dim horizon. The strains of the band still reached tham frota 
lie grove, but softened bo the ^ry, flucttnting sweetness of 
U Motion fanrpu 
**Our linea are cast in pleasant places," said 31r. Waldo, 
g iron hill to hill with a cheerful content on liia &oe> 
. *' Every part of the earth has its moments of beooty, I 
' '' Wooilbnry rejilied : " but Ptolemy ia certainly a 
kv«red a{iut. If the people only knew it. I wonder whether 
uppiness ia not a faculty, or a peculiarity of temperament, 
|<iite independent of the conditions of one's life ?" 

"Tlitkt dei>euds on what yun call happiness," Mrs. Waldo 
rcjuiueiL " Cotoe, now, let us each define it, and SL-e bow we 
iluiU agree. My ideo is, it's in making the best of en^ 



" No, it's fiwling a ooogenJal spirit V orted Min Carzie. 
" Yon forget the assurance of Grace," said the dorgymiiD. 
"Fairly canght, Mrs. Waldol You are no beUer than I 
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you confess youreelf an optimist!" Woodbury merrily ex- 
daimed. "So far, yon are right — but, iinfortunattdy, iben 
are Bome things we ciinuot make llie Lpst o£" 

" We can idwaj'S do our duly, for it is proportioiied to onr 
power," stud Hannah Thurston. 

"If we know exactly what it is." 

" Why should we not know f" she aaked, tarning qideUjr 
towards him, 

" Bet-ause the simple desiro to know is not euoogh, althoa^ 
I trust God gives lis some credit for it. How munli of Troth 
is there, that we imperfectly grasp 1 How much is there, also, 
that we shrink from knowing T' 

" Shrink from Truth !" 

** Yes, «nce we are hnman, and oni nearest likeness to Oo^ 
w a compassionate tenderueas for onr feltow-men. Does not 
the knowledge of a vice in a dear friend give us pain ? Do 
we not cling, most desperately, to onr own cherished opioiont, 
nt the moment when we begin to suspect they are imtenablc^ 
Ko: we are not etrong enoagh, nor itony-hearted enoagh, to 
do without illasions." 

"Tet you would conrioce ms of mine I" Hannah Tharaton 
exclaimed, with a shade of bitterness in the tone of her voice. 
The next moment she felt a pang of self-relioke at luring 
spoken, and the color rose to her face. The applicatiou she 
had made of his words was uncalled-for. He must not thtu be 
met. He was so impregnable in his culnmess, and in the oon- 
olusions drawn from his ripe experience of life I Her own 
fiutli tottered whenever their minds oame in contact, yet if aha 
gave up it, how could she bo certain, any longer, what wu 
Truth? ire was not a hard materialist; he possessed 6mij, 
I and feeling, and iunatu reverence; but his approach soeio«d to I 
• ehill her eutbuuasra and benumb the free action of her nuad. 

"Oh,uol" he answered, with kindly seriouflntsa, "Iwovld 
not conscJOUsly destroy a single innoi^uiit illusion. Thfira era 
even form* uf Error which are only rendered wono liy uibig- 
oniem. I have no idea of assailing all viowa that <lo not \aa- 
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e with my own. I urn but one amoug many millions, 
Aod my urn is to miderBtund Life, nut forcibly ohaage its 
eharacter." 

Wallung a little ia advance of the others, as they spoke, the 
eonversntion waa iutorrnpted by their arrival in Ptolemy. 
'Woodbury declined nn invitatioD to take tea with the Waldos, 
and drove Lome with Bute, in the splendor of HOuset. The 
latter look advant:^;e of the first opportunity to describe to 
JUrs. Fortttiidii Babb tlie confnaoa which his master bad 
inflicted on Mr. Grindle. 

" And sarvi'J him right, too," said she, with a grim satisfao- 
tion. " To think o' Aim turnin* up liia nose at her best Sherry, 
Mil oallin' it pixon !" 

She could not refrain from expressing her approbation to 
Woodbary, as she prepared his tea. Her mauiier, however, 
} it seem very much like a reproof. " I've heerd. Sir," 
riie remurked, with a rigid face, " that you've heeu speakin'. I 
impose you'll be goin' to the Legislatur', nost," 

Woodbury smiled. " Dl news travels fast," he said. 

"'T'a'n't ill, as I can see. She wouldn't ha' thought bo, 
ttutber. Though, to be sure, sich fellers didu't come here, in 
A«r time." 

"He will not oome again, Mrs. Babb." 

■Td like to see him try it I" With which words Mrs, 
Sabb slapped down the lid of the teapot, into which she bad 
n looking, with a sound like the dischaige of a pocket-pistol 

Woodbnry went into the library, wheeled his arm^ibair to 
Ibe open window, lighted a cigar, and watched the risen moon 
btigbten agataat the yielduig twilight. The figure of Hannah 
Thunton, in her white dress, with the pearl-colored ribbon at 
iKmt throat, with the long lashes falUug over her dark-gray eyes, 
lb« flush on her cheek, and the earnest swcetnese of her lips, 
e before him through the rings of smoke, in the Ituninoua 
dosk of the evening. A persistent fate seemed to throw them 
togeUmr, only U> ehnir him how near they might have been, 
r &r npart they really were. When be recalled her cour- 
11" 
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age and self-possession duiing the soeae in the grove abote tl 
cataract, and the BtUl greater courage which led hw to Tih«iiu 
daiing reproach in order to rescue a deluded orenturo from ii 
pcuding ruin, he confessed to himself that for no other tivtt 
woman did he feel equul respect. He bowed dowu in rei 
enoe before that highest purity which is tmoonscioua of w 
it ventures, and an anxious iuter«el arosd in hs» heart as be r 
cognized the dangers into which it might lead her. He ft 
that she was capable of understanding him ; that she possosM 
the finer instincts which oonstitntod what was, best i 
Datore ; that she yielded him, also, a certun respect ; bol 
was equally evident that her mind was itnnucoBsarily alert ai 
suspicious in his presence. She :issuuied a constant attitiid 
of defcDce, when no attack waa intended. He seemed to e; 
ercise an unconscious repellatit foroe towards her, the secret g 
which he suspected must be found in hersclf~in the tcnadi 
with which she held to her peculiar views, and a femlninit ii 
patience of coutrary opinions. 

But, 38 he mused, liis iimoies still came back to that one pi 
tnre — the pure Madonna face, with its downcast eyoa, V 
with the mellow glory of the sunset. A noiseless breath fl 
the night brought to his window the creamy odor of tbo loom 
blossoms, and lured forth the Persian dreams of the row 
The moonlight silver on the leaves — the pearly obscurity a 
the sky— the uncertain mununre of the air — combined to « 
his senses in n sweet, semi-voluptuous trance. " 
truly and completely man not to know what was laokrag t 
his life. He was accustomed to control passion beonnxn h 
had learned its symptoraa, but this return of the fever of yimtl 
was now welcome, with all its pain. 

Towards midnight, he started suddenly and dosed the ^ 
dow. "My God I" hp exclaimed, aloud ; "she in my an 
her Upuou miiiel What was Itbinking of? P.lmw- a .tro 
mioded woman 1 Well~the ve.y strongest.mmded of then 
aU is sliU very far from b«lng a man." Willi which ooobo"- 
exouw for the absurdity of bU thoaght^, he wont to bed. 
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The nert morning lie speot an hour in a. careful insiJeiUon 
of lim library, anil, at\ei' lienitaiing between a ponderous trans- 
latioDoftbe '* Jfaha^harata" and Lane's "Arabian Nights," 
finally replaced theui both, and took down Jean Paul's " Sie 
beakis " and " Walt and Vult." After the early Sunday diit- 
ter, he pat the volumes into his pockets, and, moimting im 
lorse, rode to Ptolemy. 

Hannah Thurston had brought a obair into the open air, anil 
Bated herself on the shady side of the cottage. The afternoon 
ras aemi-clouded and mildly breezy, and she eWdently found 
be shifting play of ana and shade upon the eastern hill better 
eading than the book in her hand, for the latter was dosed. 
Ihe recognized Woodbury as be came into the street a little 
listaace below, and watcied the motion of his horse's legs 
lor tlie boughs of the bslaam-firs, which hid the rider from 
ight- To her surprise, the horse stopped, opposite the cot- 
tii£e-4oor : she rose, laid down her book, and went forward to 
itiet hi^ visitor, who, by this iime, had entered the gale. 
AAer a frank and unembarrassed greeting, she siud : " My 
kothor is asleep, and her health is so frail that I am very enro- 
ll not to disturb her rest. Will you take a seat, here, in the 

I" 

She then withdrew for a moment, in order to bring a second 

In the mean time, Woodbury had picked up her book : 

WU Bettine's Correspondence with GOnderode. " I am glnd," 

nid be, looking up at her approach, "that I was not wrong in 

ty seleution." 

She answered his look with an expression of anrprise. 

" I am going away, in a few days, for a summer escurdon," 

t added, by way of explanation, taking the books from his 

Lets, " and in looking over my library this morning I fonnd 

works, which, it occurred to mo, you might like to read. 

The right of this volume convinces me that I have judged 

borreclly: they are also translations from the Qerman." 

Hannah Thurston's eyes brightened as she took the books, 
•nd looked at their title-pages. " Oh 1" she exclaimed, " I 
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tbaiik you v^ry loocb ! I har« long Ttahod to Boe tbew mAt: 
Lfciia Maria Child Apenki very highly of thom." 

" Who U LyOia Miiria Child T' 

She looked &t liim, almost in dianuiy. " Hftve 70a mtct 
read her ' Letters from Sew Tork ?'" she asked. " I do not 
suppose yoQ are a stibarriber to tlie Slactry ^-trmifutatof, 
which she edits, but these letters hare been colleotpd nod path 
listed." 

" Are they doctrinal ?" 

"Perhaps you would caJlUienieo. ShebasagenerMuqtiih 
pathy with all Progress; yet her IcUers ar« mostly desCfiptiTfr 
I would offer them to you, if I were •ure that yon ffotUd tmi 
tliem willingly — not as a task thrust upon you." 

"You would oblige me," said Woodbury, cordially. "I 
am not nnwilling to hear new views, espeuially «'bcu thery aM 
eloquently presented. Anna Maria Child, I presume, ii an 
advoonte of Woman's RighU?" 

" Ton will, at least, find verji litUo of anch advooaey ia btr 
letters," 

" And if I should ?" he asked. " Do not confound me, Mi« 
Thurston, with the multitude who aland in hostile opposilioa 
to your theory. I am very willing that it shoiild be freely dift- 
cussed, because attention may thereby be drawn to many real 
wrongs. Besides, in the long run, the pmctice of the honuui 
race is sensible and just, and nothing can be permsnesUj 
adopted which is not very near the truth.'' 

"'Jieai wrongs !'" she repeated ; " yes, I suppoae our wrosgl 
are generally considered imaginary. Xl is a conreuient way 
of disposing of Lbem." 

" Is that charge entirely liur ?" 

Bho colored sligbtly. tt the man's nature flint or tron, aba 
thought, that his mind is ac equably clear and cold f Would 
tiot luit.-^fonism rouse him into wanntti, imparting an answer- 
ioK warmtii to hi-r thoughts, wJii4:li lua uuimpaiisioned iniuuMir 
d1iII1i«I 111 ilmth y TbcH idii) n>memb«rML his contagious gay- 
fl.y diiniitf Uw walk hi PiiilMmy, lia temhie indignaiioa Jn ihi 
liiH at TIlMiHn*, w\A Mt tlutt ahi" had dontt Um wrott^. 
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"I ask your pardon," she answered, presently. "I did not 
tan to apply the charge to you, Mr. Woodbury. I wm 
tbinldng of the prejndiees wo are obliged to encounter. We 
.present what we feel to be serious truths in relatioa to our sex, 
tand they are thrown aside with a contemptuous indifference, 
vhioh wounds us more than the harshest opposition, because 
it implies a disbelief in our capacity to think for ourselves. Too 
must know that the word 'feminine,' applied to a man, is the 
.greatest reproach — that the phrase ' a woman's idea' is never 
lettered hut as a condemnation." 

" I have not looked at the subject from your point of view," 
Vaid Woodbury, with au expressed respect in his mauner, 
i^bul I am willing to believe that yon have reason to feel 
[•Kgrieved, You must remember, however, that the reproach 
I not all on one side. Tou women are just as ready to con- 
mn masculine habits and ideas in your own sex. AinoDg 
ibildren a molly-coddle is no worse than a tomboy. The fact, 
r all, does not originate in any natural hostility or contempt, 
D eith<.T side, but simply from on instinctive knowledge of 
lie distinctions of sex, in temperament, in habits, and in 
■and." 

" tn miud ?" Hannah Thurston asked, with unusual calmness. 
**Then you think that minds, too, are male and female ?" 

"That there are general distinctions, certainly. The exact 

boundaries between them, however, are not so easily to bo 

lefined. But there ia a radical difference in the texture, and 

n the action of the two. Do you not always instinctivo- 

f feel, in reading a book, whether the author is a man or a 

Can you name any important work which might 

BT6 been written, indifferently, by either ?" 

3^M Thurston reflected a while, and then suggested : " Mr& 

nttirnlle'a ' Physical Geography f ' " 

" Fairly answered," said Woodbury, smiling. " I will not 

ihe instance. I will even admit that a womnn might 

tolnatiso on algebraic equations, in which there shoiilii 

I of her sex. Still, this would not affect th« mair 
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fiict, wUich I think y<m wOI recognise Dpon r^eotion. I tidiiiil 
tfao greatneBB of the immortal womtin of Hjstarf . Nay, mtirti 
I claim that men are not only wilting, withoat tb« teact ttyuA 
of jealousy, to acknowledge genius in Woman, but are iIt^ 
the first to recogmse and respect iL WliiU fonudo pool 
seleoted for her mbject thai * whitest lily on the MM 
France,' the Maid of Orleans ? But SobiDer and Soul 
not forgotl«n her. How nu'e it is, to se« one of th< 
-women cologized hy a woman ! Tlie principal m 
your cause — what is her name f — Besue Strykcr, 
treated with more fairness and consideratioii by nu 
^ose of her own sex wiio are o]tpose<l to her tiaws.' 

" Yes, that ia it," she auawerad, sadly ; " we ftre depoodail 
on men, and fear to offend them." 

"Thismuch, at Icaet, seems tohetrue,"8^dhe,'*thata 
of reliaiic« ou th« one hand and protection on the otlwr oaofli- 
tntes a firmer and tenderer form of union than IT the natural 
were erenly balanced. It b not a question of anperioritf, 
but of radical and necessary difference of nature. Wonuu 
ia too finely organized for the hard, coarse busineas of the 
world, and it is for her own sake that man desires to sarc b«r 
ftom it. lie stands between her and human nature 
rough." 

'* But could she not refine it by her presence f " 

"Never — never I" exclaimed Woodbury. "On the con- 
trary, it would drag her down to unutterable depths. If 
wom.iii had the right of sufirage there would be less swearing 
among the rowdies at the polls, the first time tliey Toted, but 
at thu und of five years both sexes would swear togttthts.- 
That Im"— he added, seeing the shocked expTCMidon of ~ 
Tliurjiiou'N Ihoe, — "supposing tbeui to bo e<{ual]y impl!ual«d 
tlin presunt machlueiy of [lolllics. The first time a 
eaudidaie wunl into a bar-rooiu to canvass for votes, she woulil 
IWA th^ i»tiiait« on their bo6t behavior; but this could not I 
loit)!. &it Wiiitid Mag idtber bo dnron from thw field, 
lH>ui^lit down to the Muno levvL Kny, sbo would go btj<nv 
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, for the radeat woman woulil be injured by assodatiooa 
irongh which the most refiDed man might paes unharmetL" 
The lone of grave conviction in his words produced a strong 
loggb paiufal impresEion npon hia hearer. She had heard 
sry newly the aame things said, in debate, but they were 
ways met and apparently overcome by the millennial &!>siiran- 
» of her friends — by their firm belief in the possible perfec- 
on of human nature, an illusion which she was too ready to 
xept. A share in all the special avocations of Man, she had 
l>elie^~ed, would result in his elevation, not in the debasement 
f Woman. 
"I ehoold not expect a sadden change," slie said, at last, 
bat might not men be gradually redeemed from their low 
and habits ? Might not each sex leam from the other 
wbal is best and noblest in it? It would be veryead if 
hope for the future must be taken away from us." 
'All hope? Nol" said Woodbury, rising from his seat. 
le human race is improving, and will continue to improve, 
tetter hope too much than not at all. But between the na- 
ires of the sexes there is a gulf as wide as aU time. The laws 
J which each is governed are not altogether arbitrary ; they 
kve grown, age after age, out of that diiFereuce in mental and 
toral deveiopment of which I spoke, and which — pardon me 
-you 8«6m to overlook. Whatever is, is not always right, but 
BB may be sure ttiere is no permanent and universal rela- 
ion founded on error. You would banish profanity, excesses, 
■rate force from among men, would yon not ? Have you ever 
iflected that these things are distorted forms of that energy 
rhioh has conquered the world? Mountmns are not torn 
aWD, rivers bridged, wiiderDcsses subdued, cities built, §lateB 
and eternal dikes raised against barbarism, by the 
ten of vegetables and the drinkers of water! Everyman who 
WorLli the uaine possesses something of the coarse, original 
iro of die race : Le lacks, by a wise provision of Providence, 
at finer protecting instinct which holds woman back from 
8 rude, material aapocta of human naturei. He knows and 
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recognizes as inevitable iacto, many things, of which 
not even suapeet Uie existence. Therefore, Mias Tlinnrttio, 
when yon apply lo men the aspirations of progriws vhich you 
have formed as a woman, you must expect to be disappoinl^. 
Pardon me for speaking no plfunly, in opposition to viewB 
which I know you must cherish with eomu temloniraa. 
have, at least, not been guilty of the offence which yoB 
cliarged upon my sex." 

" No," she :inswered, '' you have been frank. Mr. Wood- 
bary, and I know tliat you are sincere. But may not jonr 
views be still somewhat colored by the old prejudice?" 

She blufilied, the moment after she spoke. She had endeav- 
ored to moderate her expresuous, yet her words sounded 
barsh and ofleiisive. 

But Woodbury smiled as he answered: "If it be so, why 
should old prejudices be worse than new ones? A prejadioe 
IB a weed that shoots up over night. It don't take two years 
to blossom, like this foxglove." 

He brok« off one of the long purple bells, and stuck it in the 
buttou-iiole of bis coat. 

"I liko what slowly matures, and lasts long," said ho. 

Ilaunub Thurstou repeated some words of ihauks for ihs 
books, as ho gave her bis hand. From the sbnile of the fir sbe 
watched him inoimt and ride into the village. " He will prob- 
ably take tea with the Waldos," she thought: "I shall stay at 
home," 

Slie resumed her seat, mechanically taking up the volumes 
he had lefU hut did not open them. His words still lingered 
In ber mind, with a strange, disturbing effect. She felt that 
ho cxoruiM'd an influence nvor her which sbo was not able 
Ufhctorily to uiialyn;. The calmness of his ntturance, the ri| 
ticss of bin opinions, tlie thirness of his judgment, attranlwl 
licr: she kni'w uu man who compelled an eijiial respect: y«( 
lUvm ar'uineil lo be very little in common between ihun. Slut 
nuviT mi't him without a painful doitbt of herself being at 
kciHHl, wlnt^b lu^IlHl long after his ileparluro. Shu (Ictvmitni 
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agam and ^^un, to avoid these mental enoonnterB, bat some 
aecret force irresistibly led her to speak. She felt, in her in- 
moat aonl, the first lifting of a current, wMoh, if it rose, would 
oany her, she knew not where. A weird, dangerous power 
in bis Datura seemed to strike at the very props on which her 
fifb rested. With a sensation, almost of despur, she whis- 
pered to herself: "I will see him no more." 

Woodbury, riding down the street, shook bis head, and 
titOD^t, as he omiecessarily pricked his horse with the spar: 
**I fyu she is inoonigible.'' 



CHAPTER XX. 

Hi WlOCn SETB WATTLBS IS AGAIS MeAPPOI?JTKI>. 

After their return from Tiberias the life of tho Metryfielili 
was nnuBuall; quiet and eabdued. Tbe imprudent wife, ce- 
leased from tlie fatiJ iiiflueooe wbiob bad entbridled her. grsd- 
nally came to see her action in its proper light, and t« ondei* 
stand the conseqacnces she bad bo happily escaped. She 
ooinprebended, also, that there was a poiat t>uyond which her 
husband could not be forced, but within which she was socora 
of hiH indulgent love. Something of the teDderaeas of their 
early married life returned to her in tliose days ; ebe forgot 
her babit of complaint; suspended, out of very shame, hor 
jealous demand for her " rights ;" and was almost the busy, 
contented, motherly creature she had beeu to Jtuaes Merry- 
field before either of them learned that they were iiiveat«d 
with important spiritual missions. 

He, also, reflected much upon what had happened. Ha ptff- 
C«ived tho manner iu which his wife^a perverted vifws lisd 
grown out of tbe beUef they had mutually accepted. Tbe 
possible abuses of this belief became evident to him, yet bil 
mind was unable to detect its inherent error. It rtwtod on % 
few broad, epocious propositions, which, baWng aoceptvd, bfl 
was obliged to retain, with all their consequences. H« bad 
neither sufficient intelleotual culture nor experience of life to 
imderstand that the discrepancy between the ideal reform and 
its practical realieation nrone, not so much trom the truth* 
sseerlad as (rota the truths omitted or concealed. Thiui, Uui 
former serenity of bU views became painJ^ilIy cloaded and ili»- 
turbed, and lltorv waro tliuoa when hit felt thai he doubted 
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wbat he knew must be trae. It was better, be siud to himself, 
that be should c^ase, for a while, to apooulale ou the subject ; 
but his thoughts contiDually returned to it in epite of himself. 
He greatly felt the need of help in thia eitremity, yet an nn- 
conijuerable sbyness prevented bim from applying to either of 
the two persons — Woodbury or Mr. Waldo — who were capa- 
lie of giving it. Towards his wife he was entirely kmd and 
«onsiderate. After the first day or two, the subject of the 
journey to Tiberius was tacitly dropped, and even the question 
of Woman's Sights was avoided as much as possible. 

While he read aloud the " AnniAilator'^ in the evenmg, and 
Mrs. Merrj-field knit or sewed as she listened, the servant-girl 
and the field-hand exchanged their opinions in the kitchen. 
They h»d detected, the first day, the change in the demeanor 
of the husband and wife. " They've been havin' a row, and 
ao mistake," said Henry, " and I guess he's got the best of it." 

" Ni> sioh a thirjg," replied Ann, indignantly. " Him, in- 
deed I It's as plain as my band that he's awfully cut op, and 
lahe'e took pity on him." 

" Why, she's as cowed as can be 1" 

" And he's like a dog with his tail between his legs." 

There was a half-eamost courtship going on between the 
two, and each, of course, was interested in m^t^ning the 
ikOQor of the sex. It was a prolonged battle, renewed from 

y to day with re-en force men la drawn from observations made 
it ineat-tjmes, or in the field or kitchen. Most persons who 
ittempt to conceal any strong emotion are like ostriches with 
llieir heads in the sand : the dullest and stupidest of mankind 
Vin feel, if not see, that something is the matter. If, to a man 
who knows the world, the moat finished result of hypocrisy 

Um fails of its effect, the natural insight of those who do not 
Hunk at all is scarcely less sure and true. The highest art 
Int ever a Jesuit attiuned could not blind a ship's crew or a 
Bompany of soldiers. 

It was fortnnate for the Merryfields, that, while their de- 
uil8 fell the cbangi^, the truth was beyond their 8Us{iicioDa. 
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Towai^B the few who knew it, there waa of ooar 
for disguise, and hence, aUtt n aoliiadt! of ten davH njMo 
fUrm, Mr. Menyiield experienoed & fteose of relieT and u 
tioD, M, gleautng the scattered wheat with * hay-rike iu » ft 
adjoiiiing thtf road* be perceived Hannah Tbnrstou sjrpraad 
iug from Ptolemy. Hitching his horM to the fonoe, he din 
over into the road to meet her. It waa a warm a(lenioon,fl 
be waa in bla sbiTt.«leeves, with nnbuttoned waistcoat ; 
in the country, con ventiooali ties have not reached the |>oii 
tbe ridiculoDS, and neither he Dor his visitor waa aware of tl 
least impropriety. The iarmers, in fitct, would rather shAW 
their own brawny arms and bare breasts than see iho bosoma 
of tbdr daughters exposed to the public gaee by a foahiooaii 
ball-dresH. 

" I'm glad you've come, HanDah," eaid he. as he gare h 
his hard band. " It seems a long time since I seen you bsfoi 
We've been quite nlone ever once then," 

" I should have oome to see you sooner, but for mother's fl 
nes6," she replied. " I hope yon are both well and— ' 

Her look asked more than her words. 

" Yes," said he, underataoding the ajnestion in bar i 
" Sarah's got over her delosion, I ga^s. Not a hard wfll 
has passed between ns. We don't talk of it any more. 
Hunnuli, Tm iu trouble about tbe principle of the thing. J 
can't imiku it square in my mind, as it were. There » 
be a contradiction, somewhere, between principles and wall 
ing thorn out. You've tliought more about the matter thi 
have : can you muko things straight f" 

Tbe struggle in Hannah Thurston's own mind enabled I 
to comprehend his iiioolieroTit questions. She soaruely li 
bow to answer him, yet would fain say something to sac 
and comfort him in his perplexity. After a pauses sbs 4 
Bwered : 

" I fear, Jauiea, that I have over-estimated my own wiad 
— that wi; liave all been too hasty in drawing ooMoIi aUan fi 
absCraot reaMming. W« bavii, perhaps, been presuraptooiuJ 
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teking it for granted that we, alone, possessed a trath wUicb 
th« world at large b too blind to see — or, aduutliug that all is 
true wliich we believe, that we are too hasty in endeavoring 
to fulfil it in our lives, before the needful preparation is made. 
Toa know that the field must be properly ploughed and har- 

iwed, before you sow the grain. It may be that we are so 
impatient as to commence sowing before wo hare ploughed," 

This illustration, drawn from liis own business, gave llerry- 
field great comfort. " That must be it !" he exclaimed. " 1 
dotrt quite nuderstand how, bat I feel that what you say must 
be true, nevertheless." 

Then," she continued, encouraged by the effect of her 
'Torda ; " I have sometimes thought that we may be too striot 
in Applying what we know to be absolute, etern.il truths, to a 
'Xfe which is finite, probationary, and Uable to be atfeeted by a 
thousand influences over which we have no control. For in- 
«tsnc«, you may analyze your soil, and the stimulants yon 
apply to it — measure your grain, and estimate the exact yield 
Jfou ought to receive — but you cannot measure the heat and 
moisture, the wind and hail, and the destructive insects which 
ifae Bunimer may bring ; and, therefore, you who sow accord- 
ing to ngriculturol laws may lose your crop, while another, 
vh'i disregards them, shall reap an abundant harvest. Yet 
Uie imlh of the laws yon observed remMus the same." 

What would you do, then, to bo sure that you are right?" 
farmer aaked, as he opened the gate leading into hia lane. 

" To oODtinue the comparison, I should say, act as a prudoiil 
I. Believe in the laws which govern the growth 

id inoreaae of tlie seed, yet regiilate your tillage according 

tbe Beasoo. Tlie crop is the main thing, and, though it 

lUte heresy, the farmer may be right who prt-forR a 

harvest secured in deliaiice of rules to a wianty imi' with 

0)0 observance of them. But I had bultor drop tho figure 

fore I make a blunder." 

"Not a bit of it I" he cried. "You'tb cheered me op 

ightH^r* There's sense in what you say ; queer that it didot 
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HftiunhThiinUHhftdb»daBi0terbaaMC,a«« waaanawt 
mrdpaaw. Mn.KcTTTfieUBili<apMcdaB «naok,tiiaii vhieh 
Dothing ma fimhcr fraoi bv rattot^t tbovght. 

» How <j|aiM sad ylfin it b ben T Ibe btter finftOjT aid. 
" It U qinte ft relief to me lo g«t ftvftjr frim th« rtlbgo." 

** Peofile ftre di&rently ooooihiited,'' uiswer^d Mrs. Uerrj^ 
fioU, wiih a dighl defianoe ia ber manner ; " I like aodetf, mi 
thore't not moch lift oo a bna." 

"Too li&re enjujred it bo long, perlta^ tbat ytm ov* 
HftTcely ftpprecinte tt propul;. A (bw weeks ia oar littU cot- 
tage wonld Mtieff you wtwifa is beat." 

"ImuHt bti mitbficil, ftd it is;" Mi%. MerrySdd re|)lied. 
'* We woinuii have Uimt«d misdoas, I (npjtofc." 

Hhi: liiteuilud horewitli to todicate that, althoogb ahe had d*- 
aiitful I'rijiu liur purpoie, bIio did not confess that K bad beeo 
wrotiFt- Shu hiid Hacrifitted her i>wti desires, and ibe Cict should 
III. lui dowii to h.jr oredit. With Mr. Waldo she wo«ld have 
lii'i'ii (iiuidi'lly I'liiiitoiit — mora so, perhaps, than ahe had yel 
nlliiwtxl her hii>>liuiid to pvraeivo — but towards on« of her own 
mw, Bipiiolully Ik iiliampioii or sooiul ruform, her only feeling waa 
ft miiltbura ilvLuriiiinutiim to viiidicaU) hw sotioo as far ■■ po*- 
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lable. HanuaL Thurston detected tbe under-cnirent of her 
tlioagbt, and strove to avoid an encoiinter with it. 

** Yes," said slie ; " I suspect ibere are few persons of aver- 
age ambidon who find a sphere broad enough to content them. 
Sat our meritH, you know, aro not measured by that. You 
lay be able to aocompliah more good, hero, in your qdet cir 
le of neighbors, than in some more oonspicuoas place." 
"7" should be the judge of that," rejoined Mrs, Merryfield, 
tBTtly. Then, feeling that she had been a little too quick, she 
Tded, with mournful meekness : " But I suppose some lights 
ire meant to be hid, otherwaya there wouldn't bo bushels," 

As she spoke, a light wliich did not menu to he hid, what- 
iTer the accumulation of bashcls, approached from the lane. 
It was Seth Wattles, gracefully attired in a baggy blouse of 
ray linen, over which, in front, hung the ends of a huge pur- 
ple silk cravat. Ue carried a roll of paper in one hand, and 
Us bead was elevated with a sense of more than usual impor- 
Tbe erpresftion of his shapeless mouth became almost 
^toiamphaDt as he perceived Hannah Thurston. She returned 
Ilia peeling with a calmness and self-jKissession which be mis- 
took for a returning mterest in himself. 

By the time the usual common-places had been exchanged, 
Horryfield had relumed to the house. Seth, therefore, hastened 
communicate the nature of his errand. " I have been work- 
ing oat nn idea," said he, " which, I think, meets the wants of 
B world. It can be improved, no doubt, — I don't say that 
it'8 perfect — but the fundamental basis is right, Vm sure." 
" What is it?" asked Merryfield, not very eagerly, 
" A Plan for the IteorgauiKation of Society, by which we can 
Eglilva the burden of labor, and avoid the necessity of Govern- 
Bents, with all their abuses. It is something like Fourier's plan 
if PhalaBsteries, only that don't seem ndapti-d to this country, 
d it's loo great a change, all at once. My plan can he applied 

Italy, because it be^a on a smaller scale. I'm sure 
rork, if I can only get it Btaned. A doxen persona are 
to begin with." 



Sfl4 UAVjtAit TBvtiMnvz 

" Well, bow «'oald yon bc^nT 

" Taktt auy turn of ordiusrj 
inako of ii a iimall commaDttf , irho AtU rmptmmn aC tb 
nry liraudica of labor. With the aid of matHmay, '« 

toUrely in depend on t of outside butp. Tm wrt s iMill 
vnifinc, or uvtin a liorse-iixvcr, lo tlirceli, piitd, «i«, 
liini. and huniniur. Tlien, one of ibe mot BUiM b« S Uui- 
siuiU) aud wliL'oIwrigbt, one a taDor, and aa 
UwticvH mukor. Flax oud sheep vi]l (andA th» BAndfer 
dolhnig, mupio and Chine§e caoe will give mgn. at 
will roiUl; bo little or nothing to bujr. I m m u mb, of 
Uiut W«] nil dittcard nn artificiid diet, and live oa tfae 
•uImUukh^v. Anj' Itttlo illncK* can be cored lir hrimpKiiSt 
but that would only be necessary lu the begiuatog, Ac *' 
w«uld HiHin vanish fWim Hucb a commanity. This 
wonittn must alHO be divided : one will have charga 
doii, another of tho dairy, another of the kitchen, 
Wlitin any brniicb of work becomes monotonoos, there 
oba)i|f<u nindo, no ihai, in tho end, each one will nndetataod lO 
tho diflurcnl di'{>nrtint<nU. Don't you see ?" 

" Yun, I Ki'ii," Ksid Mwryficlil. 

" 1 WM Ntiro you would. JuMt consider what an advatttlge 
OTer Ihii iinMunt •yHluin I Tlivre need not be a doUar of oui> 
lay : you van lake the bonaeti oa tboy are. Nothing woald b« 
bonttht, and all the produce of the farm, beyond what iba 
oowuiuniry «Hiuired fwr Ita nuppori, would be clear gxin. In 
a tVw yearn, this wonld amount lo a fund Inrge etiuugh lo hi»« 
all the tiooooary labor, and the membera coidd ibtui devottt lli« 
r«st of thoir liviw tn intellectual cultivation. Aly plan is ilipti 
(uaiio — thal'« till' woi\l. li wilt reform men, io spite of tti»i»- 
I m1v<.^ by uppualin^; to two of their Btroogem 
' Mi)uUili<r«u<«a and love of ease. They would gut inbt a 
Ittghur luond aiinoopbere before tlioy know it." 

"1 daru aay," Murrvtield roniarki-d, B8 he crossed one 1^ 
ovor lh«> oilt»r, and Ihtm jmt it down agaiu, rastl«B£ly. " Aa\ 
Wlw U to bavu l!io iteiicral dircctto" of AfTnin f 
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" Oh, there I apply the republican principle !" Seth esolmme^. 
'.It will be decided by vote, after dUcussios, in which all take 
tan, nruroen as well as men. Here is my plan for the day. 
Vik takes tua or her tnrn, week about, to rise before BiinTise, 
Dake the fires, and ring a boll to ronse the others. After a 
lold plunge-bath, one hour's labor, and then breakfest, accora- 
BOted by cheerful conversation. Then work until noon, when 
inner is prepared. An hoar's rest, and labor again, when 
keoesoary. I calculate, howover, that six hours a day will 
^neriilly be sufficient. Supper at sunset, followed by disous- 
IBoa and settlement of plans for the next day. Singing in 
Ohonis, half an hour ; dancing, one hour, and conversation on 
moral eubjecU until eleven o'clock, when the bell rings for rest. 
iTou see, the plan combines every thing; labor, recreation, 
^ctety, ^d mental improvement. As soon as we have estab- 
ilshed a few commimilies, we can send messengers be^twoen 
'^tbem, and will not be obliged to support the Govornmeut 
through the Post^Office. Now, I want you to begin the reform." 
"Me 1" exclaimed Merryfield, with a start. 
" Tea, it'8 tha very thing. You have two hundred acres, 
<nd a hoose big enough for a dozen. I think we can ruse the 
jXnnmiuiity in a little while. We can oal! it ' Merryfield,' or, 
if yon ohoose, in Latin — Tanner says it's Campus Oaudins, or 
fometbing of the kind. It will soon be known, fiir and wide, 
iud we must have a naute to distinguish it. I have no doubt 
"iho Whitlows would bo willing to join na ; Mrs. Whitlow 
Muld ,^kt: the dairy, and Miss Thurston tha gardeu. He's 
KMin in the grocery-line : he could make sngar, until he got 
icqoainted with other kinds of work." 

" Dury, indeed I" interrupted Mrs. Merryfield. " Tea, she'd 

ike to skim cream and drink it by the tamblei^full, no doubt. 

i. deligbtfal oomraunity it would be, with the cows in A«r 

^/B, somBbody elao in the bedrooms, and roe seeing to tha 

tKfiben!" 

" Before I'd agree to it, Td see all the communities " 

Mr. Merryfield's uxdamation terminated with a stronger 



BASXAM TBUKSTOaZ 

1 Unn bb wjEb hftd heati hita utter for jvan. He jtd 

t, aa be ^okei «k1 strode op sad down tbe portipft 
'n tpita of a tetaportTf shock u the naet- 
pcetad jgufenitj, fth that ber respect for Jiunes Merrjrfidfl 
hid atdersoBe a sEgkt tncresBe. Sfa« was a liitl« sarpriMd U 
ben^ tbat it ahmld be 90. As for Seth WattiM, be wai 
coBipletelj taken almdL He bad fiomuscd ihat his plan aa^l 
meet wilb Hnie Mchnical objections, bat be was ct-rtaia that 
H would be raee t Tcd witb sfrnpathj, and that he should finally 
penoftde tbe Ewmer to accept it. Had the latter oSerwd bim 
a glaae of wfaiakej*, or drawn a bowieJmife from hts aloera, )m 
ooold oot bare be«a more astounded. lie sat. with opan 
moath and etaring eyes, not knowing what to say. 

"Look here, Setb," said Merrjrfield, paosiog in lib walk; 
*' neither yon nor me a'n't a^ing to reform the worid. A 
good many things a'n'l right, 1 know, and as £ir as taUdiig 
goes, we can spe^k our mind about 'em. Bat when it cornel 
to fixiog them yourself^ I rockon yon want a little longer af>- 
prt^nliceship first. I eha'u't try it at mj age. Make u preUy 
a macbine as you like, on paper, but don't think you'll set it 
up in my house. There's no toaide ivorks to it, and it won't gOk" 
"Why — why," Seih stammered, "I alvaya thought yoa 
fte in favor of Social Reform." 

^Bo I am — but I want, first, to Gee bow it's to be douc. 
11 you what to do. Neither you nor Tanner are married. 
3 have no risk to rno. Take a couple more with you, and 
■ot lip a houseboltl : do your cooking, washing, sweeping, anil 
buJ-inaking, by tarns, aud if you hold together eis monlhti 
anil say you're satiBfied, I'll have some faith in your plan." 
"And girt Mrs. Whitlow to be one of yonr Cummttnity," 
d Mrs, Merryfield, " or the experiment won't Ik worth 
_ wh. Let her take care of your dairy, and Mary Wolln 
oraft and Phlllis Wheatley tend to your garden, 
word when you're ready, and V\\ wmu and see how y 
odI" 

P I don't ntwd lo wiirk, as it is, more thoa'a boabhy lo^ 
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her hnaband continned, " and I don't want Sarah to, neither. 
I can manage my farm without any troahle, and Tvo tio notion 
of taking ten green hands to bother me, and then have to di- 
vide my profits with them. Show me a plan that'll give me 
lomething more than I have, instead of taking away the most 
iof it." 

" Why, the society, the intellectual onltivation," Seth re- 
inarked, but in a hopeless voice. 

"I don't know as Tve much to learo from either you or Tan- 
»er. As for ^Vhillows, all I can say is, I've tried 'em. But 
what do you think of it, Hannah ?" 

" Very much as you do. I, for one, am certainly not ready 
to try any such experiment," Miss Thurston replied. " I adll 
think that the family relation is natural, true, and necessary, 
yet I do not wonder that those who have never known it should 
desire something better than the life of a boarding-house. I 
Jtnow what that is." 

'* S6tb," said Merryfield, recovering from his excitement, 
which, he now saw, was quite incomprehensible to the disap- 
.pointed tailor, "there's one conclusion Tve coino to, aod Td 
"advise you to uirn it over in your own mind. You and me may 
'he right in our idees of what's wrong and what ought to be 
cbanged, but ire're not the men to set things right. Pm not 
^airieon, nor yet Wendell Phillips, nor you a — what's Lis 
^^ aruc ? — that Frenchman ?— oh, Furrier, and neither of them's 
flowe any thing yet but, talk and write. We're only firemen on 

"' e train, as it were, and if we try to drive the engine, we may 

joet ran every thing to Htnash." 

The trying eiperieuce through which Merryfield had passed, 

IS not without its good results. There was a shade more of 
'firmness in bis ntanner, of directness in his speech. The mere 
Mentiment of the reform, which had always bung about him 
swk#ardly, and sometimes even ludicrously, seemed to have 
goite disappeared ; and though hia views had not changed — at 

ist, not consciously eo — they passed through a layer of r». 
1 practical sense somewhere between the organa of 



thoi^t Bid specdi, md thus aBBuzned a different coloring: 
He was evidenilj necoTerii^ from that retj prevalent disor- 
der—an actual paradyas of the reasooiiig fiusolties, which the 
nctim persists in considering as thdr highest state of actiritj. 
Soth had do ^irit to press anj farther advocacj of his sab- 
lime scheme. He merdv heared a sig^ of coarse texture, and 
remarked, in a despcHiding tone: ^There^s not much sati^fao- 
tioD in seeing the Right, unless you can help to fulfil it. I may 
not ' have more than one talent, hat I did not expect 70a to 
ofTor me a napkin to tie it ap in." 

Tliis was the best thing Seth ever said. It surprised him- 
solf, and he repeated it so oflen afterwards, that the figure be- 
oaino as inevitable a part of his speeches, as the famous two 
hon^onion, in a certain author*s nov^ 

Morryfiold, seeing how oompletelj he was vanquished, be- 

<\uno (ho kind host again and invited him to stay for tea 

riion« haniossin^ one of his &rm-horses, he drove into Ptolemy 

tv^r 1)1!^ nonii-wookly mail, taking Hannah Thurston with him. 

A^t t)u\v woro about leaving, Mrs. Merryfield suddenly ap- 

|H\Ht\Hl At {\\o gato, with a huge bunch of her garden flowers, 

.^«»i .^ Kiski^ of nuspberrios, for the Widow Thurston. She was, 

\n ^>\V.i;\ « vory gratoful for the visit. It had dissipated a secret 

A'.nuM\ whioh had l>ogun to trouble her during the previous 

'* \V ho kux^w s**— *ho said to herself, sitting oh the portico in 
• ''^' < « V W'«K ^ hilo a briH^ie from the lake shook the woodbines 
,v' «V Ui5^>\ a»ul baihiHi hor in their soothing balm — ^" who 
V o^n ts;i i^o?v aw Mrs. Whitlows, or worse, there^ tool" 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

iriTH AN ENTIRE OHAKIIE 07 SOENX. 

ArrKR leaving Lakeside, Maxwell Woodbury first directed 
las course to Niagara, to reJreah himself with its inexhaustible 
beauty, before proceeding to the great lakes of the North- 
■west. His intention was, to spend sis or eight weeks amid 
tlie braoing atmosphere and inspiring aceocry of the Northern 
frontier, both as a necessary change from his quiet life on the 
lum, and in order to avoid tlie ocoadonat intense heat of the 
Atsoga Yalley. From Niagara he proceeded to Detroit and 
tCackioaw, where, enchanted by the bold shores, the wild 
iroodfk, and the tnarvellous crystal of the water, he renisuned 
" r ten days. A change of the weather to rain and cold obli- 
ged htm to turn hia back on the attractions of Lake Superior 
J retrace his steps to Niagara. Thence, loitering down the 
nortbem shore of Ontario, shooting the rapids of the Thousand 
r delaying at the picturesque French settlements on the 
lOVer St. Lawrence, he reached Quebec in time to take one 
if tbe steamboats to the Sagnenay. 

At first, the superb panorama over which the queenly city is 
nthroned — the broad, undulating shores, dotted with the cot- 
s of the habitana — the green and golden fields of the Isle 
['Orleans, basking in the sun — the tremulous silver veil of the 
(atariuit of Montmorency, fluttering down the dark rocks, and 
tlie blue ranges of the distant Laurentian mount^s — absorbed 
■U the Dew keenness of bis facnltiea. Standing on the prow of 
lli« horricane-deck, he inhaled the life of a breeze at once 
IS irom interminable forests of birch and £r, and sharp 



tiTb 



-wrsl 'M SLJ: c rjn :<t>an. jfi ae vasdbed cii« gnader sweep 
c<f il<{: *ii: *«-> i«iciLn:±ii£ atiroL Exeepc a flock of Qnebecken 
'.c liftiir "vij '.: Ximj Boy vxtl Ririere da I^>apy there were 
1/71 fcw iiiEi^eciri^rs :c 'matI. A pco&aBor &om a college in 
y eir HA=.it*iIr^ ripi ii ijs «▼«« propHcrr, looked through 
his g.li-rl=.zifei sjtci-aiiissw aa-i si^s^iitaied on the probable 
geo^Crgy cf il-e L=d»-iiftZni >:£ Les Ecoalemens : two Georgiios, 
who sm-.k-eti iiisassiciilT. xi-i ^•=CiT«d in uieir acxrent that of 
the negro cLilir>cc. witL wLoci ihej h^ piajed, commeDted, 
with unnei'jesi&Tjr Ii'-^iness. ^~<<i iLe miserable appearance of the 
Cjuia^iian *' pea&ui:< ;*" a ziewiv -married pair from Cindimati 
H»t apart from the rest, dis^>hred in tender sentiment; and 
fi tall, stately ladr, of middle age, at the stem of the boat, 
uotod at the same tua;ie as mother, guide, and companion to two 
V4«ry jirctty children — a girl of fourteen and a bov of twelve. 

Ah the KtcamlK>at halted at Murray Bay to land a number of 
|inHMrn^nrH, Woodbury found time to bestow some notice on 
JiiN follow travtillers. His attention was at once drawm to the 
liiilv Mild rltildn^ii. The plain, practical manner in which they 
woio (lroHH4«(l for the journey denoted refinement and cultivar 
Uon. *V\\o (-iiuMtuiati bride swept the deck with a gorgeous 
I^U'plo mlk ; but this lady wore a coarse, serviceable gnij 
oUm^K on or l\or truvcHing-dress of brown linen, and a hat of 
i;«i^\ K<i;^>\« \Mtl\out oniament. Her head was turned towards 
^\\o »Uxv\>\ «ud \Voi>dbury could not see her face; but the 
•l^*\\\««l of bor \oioo« tut hIio spoke to the children, took familiar 
isvW x^\ b^* v:u\ Uo Imd certainly heard that voice before; 
Vt^v \\J\o\^\ H«d wbou? Tho boat at last backed away from 
^V*' )M, K !»<hI *bo turuod hor head. Her face was a long oval, 
^\^^^ iv.;>\*u ««d uoblo loaturos, the brow still smooth and 
M-o'VA «^*»* *^i**^ *\^** **^rt and bright, but the hair prematurely 
v'Ax »-^ \''^' \*'n^^^U^», Uor Wk had that cheerfVil calmness 
x\Um^ »\ \t^o u^:«uuiy of a gay, sjuirkUng temperament of 
\x',m'\ **\x^ \\5\u^ xuuph ri*>orvo8, not loses, its fire. 

W oxs!V«»> »«\o^uujiiiU mruok his hand upon his forehead, 
^ ^«^ 4 «^dxU^^ \^^U^u ^xf luowory, lVrhai>8 noticing this action, 
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the Indy looked towards him and their eyes met. Hers, too, 
betrayed surprise and Hemi-recognilicHi. He 8tep]}ed instantly 
ibrwai-d. 

" I beg pardon," said be, " if I am mistaken, but I feel sura 
that I have once known you aa Miss Julia Remington. Am I 
ft right?" 

"That was my name fifteen years ago," she answered, slowly, 
f* Why caunot I recall yours ? I remember your face." 
" Do you not remember ba\-ing done me the honor to attend 

t BOir^e whioh I gave, at the corner of Bowery and 

treet?" 
"Mr. Woodbury!" she exclaimed, holding out botli her 
banda: "how glad I am to see you again 1 Who could have 
dreamed that two old friends should come from Calcutta and 
BtU Louia tu meet at the mouth of the S^uenay ?" 
" St. Louis I" 

"Yes, St. Louis has been my home for tlie last ten years. 
Jut you must know my present name — Blake: wife of An- 
' Blake, and mother of Josephine and George, besides 
two younger ones, waiting for me at Saratoga. Coue here, 
0owy J come, George — this is Mr, Woodbury, whom I used to 
[DOW many, many years ago in New York. Yon must be 
I friends with him, and perhaps be will teU you of the 
ronderfnl bail he once gave." 
Woodbury laughed, and cordially greeted the children, who 
me to him with modest respect, but without eDibarrassmeut. 
mg before the boat bad rcacheil Riviere du Loup, the old 
Hendaliip was sweetly re-established, and two new members, 
DtivduGed into its circle. 
Mn. Blake had been spending someweeka at Saratoga, 
■rtlf with her husband and partly alone, while he attended to 
ome Deccssary business to 'Sew York and Philadelphia. This 
I had obliged him to give up his projected trip to tlia 
JBgnenay, and it waa arranged that his wife should make it in 
mpanj with the two oldest children, the youngest beiug 
i, meanwhile, in the care of a faithful servant 
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Woodbury had always held MUb Remington : 
remembrance, and it was a great pleasure to him to meet her 
thus unexpectedly. He found her changed in outward appear- 
ance, bat sooD perceived that her admirable common senses her 
faithful, sturdily independent womanhood, were stiD, as for- 
merly, the basis of her nature. She was one of tboae rare 
women who are at the same time as clear and correct as poa-J 
Bible in their perceptions, penetrating all the disguises att^ 
illusions of life, yet unerringly pure and true in instinct ■ 
feeling. Such are almost the only women with whom thoi 
ougbly developed and cultivated men can form those intimate 
and permanent friendshtpe, in which both heart and braini 
find the sweetest repose, without the necessity of posting a ' 
single guard on any of the avenues which lead to danger. 
Few women, and still fewer men, understand a friendship of 
this kind, and those who possesu it must brave suspicion and 
misunderstanding at every turn. 

The relation between Woodbury and Miss Remington had 
never, of course, attuned this intimacy, but they now instino- 
tively recognized its possibility. Both had drunk of the ci^> 
of knowledge since their parting, and they met again on a 
more frank and confidential footing than they had previously 
known. Mrs. Blake was so unconsciously correct in her ii 
pulses that she never weighed and doubted, before obeying | 
them. The wand of her spirit never bent except where ths J 
hidden stream was both pure and strong. 

That evening, as the boat halted at Riviere du Loup for the I 
night, they walked the hurricane-deck in the long N'ortbem I 
twilight, and talked of the Past. Many characters had &led 
away from the sight of both ; others had either fallen from I 
their early promise, or soared surprisingly far above it; bat 
all, with their attendant loves, and jesilousies, and hates, stood 
ont sharp and clear in the memory of the speakers. Mrs, < 
Blake, then, In answer to Woodbury's inquiries, gave him a 
rapid sketch of her own life. 

"lam quite satisfii'd," shti said at the close. "My husband . 
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I not exactly the preux chevalier I used to imagiae, as a girl, 
he is a trne gentleman" — 

Tou never could have married him, if he were not," 

Woodbury interrupted. 

— " a true gentleman, and an excellent man of businesa, 

:fa 19 as Decessary in this age as knighthood was in thosfl 

aoaa Middle ones. Our married life has been entirely happy 

•m the start, because we mutually put aside our illusions, 

' made charitable allowances for each other. We did not 

ipt to cushion the sharp angles, but courageously clashed 

lem together until they were beaten into rouudncss." 

She broke into a pleasant, quiet laugh, and then went on ; 

1 want you to know my husband. You are very different, 

Dt there are poiuts of contact which, I think, would attract both. 

'on have in common, at least, a clear, intelligent faculty of 

ndgment, which is a pretty sure sign of freemasonry be- 

ween man and man. I don't like Carlyle as an author, yet I 

idoffle, heart and soul, bis denunciation of shams. But here 

am at the end of my history: now tell me yours." 

She listened with earnest, sympathetic interest to Wood- 

UTif't narrative, and the closing portion, which related to his 

Ue at Lakeside, evidently aroused her attention more than all 

lie lazy, uneventful tropical years he had spent in Calcuttik 

(VTheD ho had finished the outlines, she turned suddenly to- 

rards him and asked : " Is there nothing more ?" 

*'WbM should there be?" he asked in return, with a smile 

'bloh showed that fae anclerstood her question. 

Wbat should bo, is not, I know," said she; "I saw that 
iiiob, at once. You will allow me to take a liberty which 
am sore cannot note give pain : the is not the cause of 
I hope?" 

She looked him full in the fece, and felt relieved as she de- 
no trace of a pang which her words might have called 
>. The expression of his lipa softened rather to pity as he 
iHwered: "She baa long ceased to have any part'in my life, 
ad the has now very little in my tboaghta. When I taw her 
12* 



ipn. hM wiBtof; than «a» BuC a nagte fibre oT my bun dit- 
tvfced. I «g ooi fa» tkia mneh, boKwcr — wwUier fiw«. a 
man hnftkm m tnorj^ loag agv <i»pUe«J ben. Botk m 
gai^ mA I OB iwv tryi^ to SaA s tbinl.*' 

His looe -wm afpamolj Gzfat and iniUAtnnt, bnt tu Un 
Bbke'a tne ear it Iwcnyvd both wewincss anil lodging. 
"^ToQ CHiBot be decMTed tbe Ourd time,** »br aiud, eec- 

" I wwa not dMorcd Ibe BMOod dme," he aoawcKd, "but I 

vilBiot taOTostbeMorj.jiBt eov. It ia se ootnplctdv at n 

3 as if h had nenr b^ipeoed. Can ;oa help me to another 

Ska Ehook her hnd. " It h etmige that so few- of th« bat 
I di ac g rar eaeh other. Xatare must bo of 
iyosed to the coaeeatndoD of qualiiiea, and ooatimullf otriring 
r to reeondle the extremes ; I cannot aocoant for it iu aoy oUur 
V^Vaj. Ton are stBl 7»ai^ ; bat <lo not carelessly depend OD 
T-jonr jooth; jxki are not avaru hoir rapidly a man's habiu 
L'bacoaM oadfigd, at yoar age. Msmnge ioTolves oertain ma- 
kl aaerifioea, mder tbe most laTorabU amuDstanves. Don't 
bVnst too kng to tout ovd Eara^th." 

" Ab, boC where is tbe girt with your dear sense, Hrs. Blake?" 

KMted Woodbitry, paosbg io bis wbUl. '■' My wife mnsl b« 

ivbrong eDoagb to Imow her husband aa h« was and ia. The da- 

\ teas whkli so many men habitoally practise, disgtut me. Wha 

would bear my oonleasion, and then absolve me by loveT" 

" Wbo ? Almost every woman that loip-es ! No : I will 
make no exceptions, because the woman wbo would not do so, 
do<ea not really tove. Men are oowardft, b<M^usu rhcy fancy 
that wom«D are, and so each Sfi eheatM itsttlf Uirough want of 
Ikiih in the other. Is thai a recent misgiving of yours f" 

"You are a dangerous friend, Mrs. Blake. Tour hnslMuidi 
I siiJipfCt, Is forned to bo candid, ont of sheer dcNpair at thfl 
poHsibility of tvuiceallug aiiy thing from you. Yes, you hnt« 
biterpr»i«d my thought correctly. [ spoku wiili reference ta 
Blur j>cr»oa. whom I am very tu from loving, 
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ring to love, bnt whose indmduality Eomewhat interest* 

A woman's ideal of man, I am afraid, rises in proportion 

her intellectual cnlttire. From the same cnuse, she is not bo 

ependent on her eiaotioDS, and tlierefore more calculating and 

Is it not 80 ?" 

" No, it is not bo I" replied Mrs. Blake, with energy. " Rc' 
sUect, we are not speaking of the sham women." 

"She does not belong to l-hat class," said Woodbury. "She 
I, in many respects, a rare and noble character ; she possessea 
Klural qaalities of mind which place her far above the ai'erage 
she is pure as a saint, bold and brave, and yet 
borougbly feminine in all respects save one — ^but that one 
KOOpdoaal featnro neutralizes all the others." 

" Wbat is it ?" 

"She is strong-minded." 

" What I" exclaimed Mrs. Blake, " do yon mean a second 

Msie Stryker ?" 

"Something of the kind— eo far as I know. She is one of 

e two or three really intelligent women in Ptolemy — but 
ith the most Bingiilarly exaggerated sense of duty. Some 
n-eoiia wonid have censured me more considerately for for- 

•ry or murder than she did for smoking a cigar. I dlaciiBsed 

e subject of Women's Rights with her, the last thing before 
aving home, and found her as intolerant us the rankest Con- 

rvative. Wliat a life such a woman would lead one ! Yet, 
confess she provokes me, because, but for that one fault, she 
'oald be worth winning. It ia vexatious to see a fine creature 
> spoiled." 

"With all her fanaticism, she seems to have made a strong 
npreasion on you." 

" Tea, I do not deny it," Woodbury candidly replied. 
How could it be otherwise? In the first place, she is still 
imielbing of a phenomenon to me, and therefore sdiuiilatee 

f enriosity. Secondly, she is far above all the otiior girls of 

tolemy, both in intellect and in natnral refiuemeul. She 

a the others so tamo that, while I could not possibly iove 
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her, ofae prerenu me from loving any of tbem. What in I 
to dor 

" A difficalt case, apon mj word. If I kn^ir the cjiaiactm. 
I might a«aist Ton to a eolnlloa The ooif random ragi^rfdea 
I am make is thht if (he strong- minded woman flhonld coat 
t« love you, in afiie of her strengtb, it will make abort wurl 
of her theories of women's rigrhts. Our in^ncts an strooartr 
than onr ideas, aod tbe brains of some of us ran wild onlf 
becanse our hearts are an8atis6e!d. I sbuald probably haft 
been making speeches through the country, in a Blooititr 
dress, by this time, if I had not met with my good Andrew. 
You need not laugh : I am quit« scrioas. And I can givo foa 
one drop of comfort, before yon leave the confessional : I « 
that your feelings are fresh and healthy, withont a sbada <i 
cynicism : as wc say in the West, the latoh-string of Ttmr 
heart has not been pulled in, and I predict that aomubody wiO 
yet open the door. Good-nigbt I" 

Giving his baud a hearty. Honest pressure of eympilOij, 
Airs. Blake went to her state-room, Woodbury leaned over 
the stern- railing, and gazed apoi< the aprinklea of rofleotei 
etarlight in the bosom of tbe St. Lawrence, The waves 
lapped on the stones of the wharf with a low, liquid miirmiKi 
tmd a boatman, floating upwards with the tide, sang at a £■• 
tanco: '^Jamais Je »e t'ouMierai," Woodbury mecbaiiitaH^ 
caught the melody and sang the words after him, till boat and 
voico faded together out of sight and hearing. It reJVealie4 
rather thou disturbed liim that the eye of a true womnn h 
looked upon his lieart. " Whatever may be tlie vnd," b» « 
to himself, " sbe shall know the whole truth, one day. 
we Buspeot that a seed of pas»iou may have been dropp«d il 
our natures, we mast quietly w^t imiil we feel that it has pu| 
forth roots. I did »ol tell her the whole truth. I am rui 
sure but that I m^y love tltat girl, with all her ntixlakeu viewi 
Her face follows ine, and calls me back. If fuch of ua could 
but find tbe (jttier'a real self, then — why, thin" 

He did not follow the iboaght farther. The old p«ng a 
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Ihe old banger of the heart come over hiin, and brought ^th 
It those sacred yearnings for the tenderer ties which follow 
marriage, and which man, acaroeljr less than woman, cravcB. 
The r«d lights of two cigars came down the long pier, side by 
llde : it was the Geoi^ans, retnrniog from a visit to the vil- 
hge. The New Hampshire Professor approached him, and 
|K>Utdy remarked : " It is singnlar that the Old Rod Sandstone 
'n this locality." 
"Very singular," answered Woodbury, " Good-mght, Sir I" 
d went to bed. 

The next morning the steamer crossed to Tadoussac, and 
•ntered the pitcb-brown waters of the savage, the sublime, the 
iriyat«rioaB Sagnenay. The wonderfol scenery of this river, 
rta rather fiord, made the deepest impression on the new-made 
^eode. It completely baniabed from their minds the convex 
■ation of the previous evening. Who could speak or even 
Ibink of love, or the tender sorrow that accompanies the 
memory of betrayed hofies, in the presence of this stern and 
tremendous reality. Out of water which seemed thick and 
Anllen aa the stagnant Slyi, but broke into a myriad beads of 
dosky amber behind the steamer's paddles, leaped now and 
(ben a white porpoise, weird and solitary as the ghost of a 
murdered fish. On either side rose the headlands of naked 
granite, walla a thousand feet in height, cold, inaoceaslbte, 
terrible ; and even where, split apart by some fore-world con- 
vulsion, they revealed glimpses up into the wilderness behind, 
BO cheating v^apor, no haze of dreams, softened the distant 
jncture, bnt the gloomy green of the fir-forests darkened into 
indigo blae, and stood hard and cold against the gray sky. 
After leaving L'Anse k J'Ean, ail signs of human life ceased. 
Ko boat floated on the black glass ; no fisher's hut crouched in 
E> sheltered coves; no settler's axe bad cut away a single 
fe&ther from the ragged plumage of the hills. 

Bat as they reached the awful clifis of Trinity and Eternity, 
laag strugbt as plummet falls from their bases, a thonaand 
feet bdoir tbo surfac*. to their crcsU, fifteen hnndred feet in 
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tfae air, a wiud blew out of the norih, leariug tai rolling 
away tbe gray oovoring of theakj, and aUotring Buddeo ftood* 
of sunshine to nuh dovro tbroogh ihe blue gaps. Ttio hearU 
of the traTellers were lifted, as by tlie aoQud of tmtnjieU. 
Far back from between the two colossal portals of rook, liln? 
the double propyl^e of some Tbeban temple, ran a long, dncf 
gorge of the wilderness, down which the coralog Buofitiiiu 
rolled like a daziliug iuundatiou, drowning the for«sta fa 
splendor, poiuiog in silent cataracts over the granite WbUb, 
and painting the black bosom of the Sagucnay with the blue 
vf heaven. It was a sudden opening of the Gates of tlie 
North, and a greeting ti-om the strong Genius who sat en- 
throned beyond the hiUs, — not in slumber and dreams, like tu« 
languid aUlerof the Soatb, cooling her dusky nnkodness in the 
deepest shade, but with the sun smiling his unflinohjng eye*, 
with his broad, hairy breast open to the wind, with the he^t 
blood of the world beating loud and strong in his heart, and 
the seed of empires in his virile loins ! 

Woodbury was not one of yonr " gushing" obaractere, whn 
cry out " Splendid I" " Glorious I" on the slightest provocation. 
When moat deeply moved by the grander aspects of Nnture, 
be raiely spoke ; but he had an involantary habit of singing 
•oftly to himself, at such times. So he did now, qait« nnoon- 
sdoosly, and had got as far as : 

"Thf heart is in tha upper wodd, 
And n-hero Ihe chwnoia bound; 
Th; hean is where thit moimtaio Or 
Shakos to the (orrent'a eoimdi" 

— when he suddenly checked himself and lunied atray witb 
a laugh and a light blush of scli'-ombarrassment. lie bad b«en 
picturing to himself the intense delight which Hannah Thor^ 
ton wonld have felt in the scene before him. 

Meanwhile the I'ont sped on, and soon reaehftd the end of 
the voyage at Ha-ha Bay. Mm. Blake and her dtildreu were 
delighted with their jooniey, to which tlio meriing with 
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^otxlburj bad ^vea sacli an additional obarm. As they 
ascended tbe SagncDay in tbe ^emoon, their eyea grew no 
iBlomed to the vast scale of the eoeaery; loftier and grander 
OM the walla of granitet and more wild and awful yawned 
le gorges behind them. The St. Lawrence now opened in 
ont with the freedom of the sea, and in tbe crimson bgbt of 
I 6up«rb sunset tbey returned to lEivi&ro du Loup. 

The oompanionship was not dropped adet they had reached 
Qaebeo. Woodbury accompanied them lo the Falls of the 
Uonimorency and tbe Chandi&re ; to the Plains of Abraham 
and the qoaiat French vill^cs on the shores ; and their even- 
ings were invariably spent on Durham Terrace, to enjoy, 
over and over agiun, tbe matchless view. It was arranged 
that they should return to Saratoga together, by way of Cham- 
plun and Lake George ; and a few more days found them 
there, awaiting the arrival of Mr. Blake. 

He came at last ; and bis wife bad not inoorrectly judged, 
in supposing that there were some points of mutoal attraction 
between the two men. The Western merchant, though a 
shrewd and prudent man of business, was well educated, had 
a natural taste for art (be had just purchased two pictures by 
Church and Eensett), and was familiar with the literature of 
tiie day. He was one of those fortunate men who are capable 
«f beari.ily enjoying such things, without the slightest ambition 
to produce them. He neither complained of his own vocation, 
lOr did be lightly esteem it. He was not made for idle 
adnlgence, and was sufficiently prosperous to allow himself 
sation. His temperament, therefore, was healthy, 
cheerful, and stimulating to those with whom he came in coo- 
He was by no means handsome, and had a short, 
ibrnpt manner of speaking, which Woodbury's repose of 
threw into greater distinctness. His wife, however, 
s true value, aa he knew hers, and their mutnal con- 
fidence was absolute. 

Woodbury strongly urged them to spend a few days with 
IB at Lakeside, on their return journey to St. Looia. In ad- 
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CHAPTER XXn. 



nC WmOB TROUBLE COUES TO LAKESIDE. 



. be told whether it's 



Woodbury had left Lakeside for his Bumi 
Mtb. Fortitude Babb resuiacd her' ancient autboritj''. 
she said to Bute, as they sat down to supper on the day (j 
hie departure, " now we'll have a quiet Ume of it. A bodj^ 
know what to do without waitin' ( 
to other people's likin's." 

" Why, Mother Forty,*' said Bute, "Mr. Max. is as quiet a 
man as you'll find anywhere." 

"Much yon know about him, Bute. He lets yon go on 
&rmin' in y'r own way, pretty mueli ; bat look at my gard'n — 
tore aU to pieces 1 The camin' bushes away at t'other end — 
half a mile off, if you want to git a few pies — and the kersan- 
thiuna Htnek into the yard in big bunches, among the graus < 
What would the eay, if she couid see it? And the little 
room for bed-olo'es, all cleaned out, and a big batbin' tub in 
the corner, and to bo filled up every night. Thank the Lord, 
he can't find nothin' to say ag'in my oookin". If he was to 
come pokin' his nose into the kitchen everyday, I dunno wAa* 
rddol" ~ 

"It's his own garden," said Bute, stnrdily, "He's pud It 
it, and he's got a right to do what he pleases with it. 
would, if 't'was mine." 

" Oh yes, you ! You're gittin' mighty independent, seems 
to me. I 'ipect nothin' else but you'll go off some day with 
that reedic'louB thing with the curls." 

"Mother Forty 1" said Bute, rising euddenly &om 1 
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Xaleeide was lonely and imoomfDrtable without the preeence 
of Mr. Woodbury, 

As for Bate, though be felt that be was irritable and heavy, 
eompivred n-itb his uaual cheerful mood, there was more the 
nuater with him than be fiopposed. The experieuce through 
vhich he bad passed disturbed the quiet course of bis blood. 
Like a mechanism, the action of -wbich is even and perfectly 
balanced at a certain rate of speed, but tends to inevitable oou- 
fusion vben the speed is increased, his physical balance was 
iadly disnrrimgcd by the excitement of his emotional nature 
•nd the sudden shock which followed It. Days of feverish 
activity, during which he did the work of two men without 
finding the comfort of healthy fatigue, were followed by days 
of weariness and apathy, when the strength seemed to be gone 
from his arm, and tbe good-will to labor from his heart. His 
.sleep was dther restless and broken, or so unnaturally pro- 
found that he arose from it with a stunned, heavy head. 

Among the summer's work which Mr. Woodbury had or- 
dered, after wlieat-barvest, was the draining of a. swntnpy field 
which eloped towards Roaring Brook. An Irish ditcher bad 
boon engaged to work upon it, but Bute, finding that much 
more mviet be done than had been estimated, and restless 
almost to nervousness, assisted with bis own hands. Day 
sfUsr day, with his legs hare to tbe tbigbs, be stood in the oozy 
muck, plying pick and sbovel under the burning sun. Xight 
after nighty he went to bed with a curiously numb and dcad- 
«oed feeling, varied only by nervous starts and thrills, as if the 
bed were suddenly sinking under bim. 

One momlug, he did not get up at tbe usual hour. Mrs. 
Babb went on with her labors for breakfast, expecting every 
tuoiucnt to see bim come down and wash his face at tbe pomp 
oataide the kitchen-door. The bacon was fried, the coffee was 
boiled, and still he did not appear. She opened tbe door of 
the kitchen staircase, and called in her shrillest tones, one, 
two, three times, until finally an answer reached her from 
the bedroom. Five minutes afterwards, Bate blundered 



I tti<i steps, and, seedng the table ready, took his ■ 

PTeU, Arbvtoa, yon have slep', sore eanagh. I s'liow jon 
I tind from yutorday, though," said Mrs. Babb, nM' 
m ferrt d tin baeoa from the frying-pan to a tgueon*^^^ 
b. Hcsring ao answer, di« tamed aroond. 
mV* she exobonad, "are you a-goin' to set dovn to t 
I vithotit wwhin' or combtn* your bur ? I do b^BdF 
e adeep yit" 

tnte aaid nothing, bnt looked at her with a sUIy Bmi]« wMf 

Bwmed to confirm her words. 

"Arbntufl!" she cried onl, "wake up! Too dou't I 
what yon'rc about. Dash some water od jxior face, < 
I ev«r saw the like I" and she took hold of his shonlder w 
one of her tiony hands. 

De twisted it pctnlautly out of her grasp. 'Tm dreflj 
Mike," he saiil: "if the swamp wasnt so wet, Vd Uk« b 
down and sleep a BpeU." 

The rigid joints of Mrs. Babb's kn 
suddenly. She dropped into the chair beside hint, li 
&oe in both her trembling baud^ and looked into I 
There was no recognition in them, and their wild, wi 
glance frose her blood. His cheeks burned like fire, i 
head dropped heavily, the nest momeut, on his shonlder. 
tn^sock'U do," he murmured, and relapsed into nnconscioiu 

Mrs. Babb shoved her chair nearer, and allowed his h 
rest on her shoulder, while shj recovered her strength, 
was no one else in the house. Patriak, the field-hand, i 
the bam, and was aocustomed to be called to his bre 
Once she attempted to do this, hoping that her voice ( 
reach him, but it was nich an unnatural, dismal croak, that she 
gave up in dcapur, Bnte started and flung one ana arou 
her neck with aoonvulsive strength which almost strangloi' " 
AAor that, she did not dare to move or speak. Tlie c 
boiled over, und the scent of the scorched liquid SQei 
:I)en ; the &t lu the frying-pan, which she had tfad 
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ely sf<t on the store agiun, on seeing Bute, slowly dried to 
^ crisp, and she knew that tbe bottom of the pan would be 
ulued. Tliese minor troubles strangely thrust themselves 
tlhwart the one great, overwhelming trouble of her heart, and 
wnAiBed her thoughts. Bnte was deatfaly sick, and stark, 
I road, was the only fact wbich she conld realize ; and 
irilh ber left hand, which was free, she gradually and stealth- 
ly removed his knife, fork, and plate-, and pushed back the 
tablc-c.lotb as far as she could reach. Then she sat rigidly as 
before, listening to the benvy, irregiilai' breatbing of the inva- 
Jid, and scorcbed by his bmiung head. 

Half an honr passed before Patrick's craving stomach 
obliged bim to disregard the usual call. Perhaps, be finally 
Ibongbt, he had not heard it, and he then betook himself at 
onoe to the hoase. The noise he made in opening the kitchen- 
door, startled But«, who clinched bis right fist and brought it 
down on the table. 

"Holy mother 1" excliumed Patrick, as he saw tbo singular 
ffroup. 

Mrs. Babb turned her bead with diffioulty, and shook it as 
k UgD of caution, looking at him with wide, suffering ;yes, 
from which the tears now first flowed, when she saw that help 
lid sympathy had come to her at last. 

"Gcd preserve nsl och, an' be isn't dead?" whispered 
Patrick, advancing a step nearer, and ready to burst into a 
load waiL 

" He's aick I he's crazy !" Mrs. Babb breathed hoarsely, in 
reply : "help me to git bim to bed !" 

The Irishman supported Bute by the shoulders, while Mrs 
Babb gently and cautiously relieved hersulf from his choking 
KTm. Without Pat's help it is difficult to say what she would 
have done. Tender as a woman, and gifted with all the tvhimsi- 
cal ODiming of his race, he humored Bute's delirious lani-icis to 
Ibe utmost, sootluug instead of resisting or irritating him, and 
with infinite patience and difficulty succeeded in getting bim 
: bade into his bedroom. Here Mrs. Babb remade his bed, put- 
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ting on fresh sheeta and pillows, and the two uadrcssed and liiid 
him in it. The first thing she then did was to cnt off his long 
yellow locks close to the head, and applj a wet dolh ; beyond 
that, which she had beard was always used in saoh cnsc«, sh« 
did not dare to go. 

The next thing was, to procure medical aaBistanco. Then 
were no other persons about the house, and both of them 
together, it seemed probable, would scarcely be able to man- 
!ige the patient, if a Wolent parosyam should come on. Mr& 
Babb insisted on retnmuing by him ; but Patrick, who liad 
seen similar attacks of fever, would not consent to this. He 
swore by all the saints that she would find Bute safely in bed 
on her return. She need not go farther than black MelindA'a 
cabin, he said ; it was not over three-quarters of a mile. Shi 
could send Melinda for the doctor, and for Misther Merryfidd 
too — that 'ud be better ; and then come directly back, hersd£ 

Mrs. Babb gave way to these representations, and harried 
forth on her errand. Her stiff old joints oraoked wittt the 
violence of her motion ; she was agitated by remorse as well 
as anxiety. She had been a tittle hard on the tad ; what if he 
should die without forgiving her, aud should go straight to 
heaven (as of course he would) and tell his own mother and 
Jason Babb, who was ao fond of him ? In that case, Jason 
would certainly be angry with her, and perhaps would not 
allow her to sit beside him on the steps of the Golden City, 
when her time came. Fortunately, she found old Melinda 
at home, and despatched her with the injunction to "go dowTi 
to MerryfieM's as hard as yon nau sooot, and teU htm to ride for 
the doctor, and then you come directly bock to the house." 
Meliuda at once strode away, with her eyes fixed before her, 
muttering fragments of oamp-meetiug hymns. 

When Mrs. Babb returned, she foimd Bute still in bed, past- 
ing from evident exhaustion. The wet cloth waa on his head 
and the bed^clotbcs were straight. Patrick turned away bis 
&ce from the light, and said : " Sure, an' he's been as quiet as 
a Umb" — an assertion which was disproved the next day by 



inaltitude of indigo blotclics, the marks of terrible blovs, 
'hich appeared od his own face, breast, and arms. What bap- 
oed whiie they were alooe, Patrick always avoided telling, 
cept to the priest. To hia mind, there was a sanctity about 
liriam, the secrets of which it would be oriiniiial to betray. 
In two or three hours more the phyaioian arrived, aocom- 
nied by Merryfield. The former pronotinced Bute to be 
loring under a very daiigerons attack of congestive fever, of 
typhoid character. He bled him anfficieatly to reduce the 
tdt«in«nt of the brab, prescribed the usual medicines, a Utile 
in quantity, and recommended great care and exact- 
administering them. When he descended the staire, 
le housekeeper stole after him, and grasped his arm as he 
itered the ball 

I)octor," she asked, in her stern manner, " I jist want to 
W the truth. Is he goin' to git over it, or isn't ho ?" 
"The chances are about even, Mrs, Eabb," the physician re- 
I will not disguise from you the fact that it's a very 
rioua case. If his constitntion were not so fine, I should foel 
Qost like giving him up. I will only say this : if we can 
ep him for a week, without growing much worse, we shall 
it the npper hand of the fever. It depends on bis nurses, 
«□ more than on me." 

*' TG nuas biin I" Mrs. Babb exclaimed, defiantly. " A week, 
id yon say ? A week a'n't a life-time, and I can staDd it. I 

' more'n that, when Jssoa was sick. Don't be concerned 

It your orders. Sir : I'tb took 'km to hbabt, and that's 
lotigh Boid." 

ITie hoHSokeeper went back to the kitchen, clinching her 
and nodding her head — the meaning of which was, that 
lera was to bo a fur stand-up fight between Death and her- 
il^for the possession of Arbutus Wilson, and that Death was 
It going to be the victor, no, not if he took herself instead, 
It of spite. Then and there she commenced her plan of de- 
Dce. Those preoautions which the physician had reoommend- 
I were taken with a Draconian severity : what he had forbid- 
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nn • posubitity of exiatencc. Quiut, of at 
1 ht» orders, aod never was a bomehold i 
dactcd with to little noise. Tho sable Melinda, baTiDg i 
poI-Bd 611 on th« ktubea-floor, fotmd her arm instantly g 
ed in a boo; nee, while an awfu] roioe whispered 1 
(Mrs. Babb had ceased to &|>«ak otherwise, ex-en when t 
wvnt to tbe gardea) — " Don't you dare to do Uiat ag'in 1" G 
prepared aod apfdted the blisters and poaJtices wltli her 
own hands; adtmnistered the moiicines punctaally to tbe 
■eoond, whether by day or by night; and the invalid co alii Dot 
tarn in his bed bat she seemed to know it, by some sort fl 
dairroyance, in whatever part of the honse she might b 
the time. At night, allhungh Palriulc and Mr. Merryfietdl 
unteered to waieh by tiinia, and tried to indoue bor K 
die never nndressed, bnt lay down od her bed in aa adj<»nt 
cltamber, and made her appearance in tho sick-room, tall, d 
and rigid, every half-honr. She would listen triih a fiearM" 
interest to Bute's ra\'iDg&, whether profane or passionate 
dreading to hear some accusation of herself, which, if he dJed, 
be would bear straight to Jason Bubb. Her words, bowevvr, 
had made but the slightest Borface-wounds on But«'s Kmij 
nature. No acoosation or reproach directed towards hei 
passed Iiis lipa ; Miss Dilworth'a name, it is troe, was some- 
times mentioned, but more in anger th.-in in love ; but bia inind 
ran principally on farmitig matters, muce<l with mnch iDCOb»- 
rent talk, to which Patrick only appeared to have the olBib , 
Tbe latter, at least, was generally able to exercise a goidl 
over his hallucinations, and to lead them from the more V 
to the gentler phases. 

Half the week was gone, and no change coald be 6 
m the invalid's condition. The powerj\d assault of d 
had met as )>owerfuI a resisting nature, aud tlie sti 
tiiiued, with no marked signs of weariness on either i 
Much sympathy was felt by the iieiglib'.'rs, n-bnn tbe I 
became known, and there went kind olTers of assistance 



physician, however, judged that lix- 



I..I..11 



A STOBT OF l^tKKICAH LIPE, 289 

fficient, and as the fever was coQtagioas in ilkdj cases, be 
■ommcaded that there s)iould be as few nnrses as possible. 
! sympathy then took the form of retapea (every one of 
which was infallible), dried herbs, jellies, oranges, and the like. 
Mr. Jones, the miller, even sent a pair of trout, which he had 
oanght in Roaring Brook. The hoasekeeper received all these 
mrticleB with stern thanks, and then locked them np in her 
cupboard, eaying to hersflf, '"Ta'n'C time for sich meaaea yet: 
^J"csn git all he waots, jii^i now." 

^L Slowly the week drew to a close, and Mrs. Babb grew more 
^■Dxiooa and excited. The unusual straiu npon her old irame 
^fpagan to tell; ahe felt her strength going, and yet the ago- 
I ^mnng suspense in regard to Bute's fate must be quieted be- 
fore ebe could ^low it to give way altogether. Her back kept 
ite straightnesE from long habit, but her knees tottered under 
her every time she mounted the stairs, and the muscles around 
hex month began to twitch and relaic, in spite of herself She 
I no longer questioned the physician, but silently watched hia 
■^boe as he oame from Bute's room, and waited for him to 

^H^ On the seventh day, what little information he voluntarily 

^^g»va afforded no relief to her mind, and for the first time the 

iron will which bad upheld her ihns &r began to waver. A 

WMrlneea which, it seemed to her, no amount of sleep coaid 

IT heal, assmled her during the night. Slowly she struggled 

ft until momiDg, and through the eighth day until late in the 

Ceruoou, when the physician came. 7Km time, as he left the 

k-room, she detected a slight change in his expression. 

K^alking slowly towards him, striving to conceal her weaknesu 

ipd emotion, she said, brokenly: 

t "Oan you tell me now?" 

" I don't like to promise," he answered, " but there is a 

inoe now that the fever will exhaust itself, before quite all 

9 power of rallying afterwards has been spent. He is not 

It of danger, but the prospects of his recovery are better 

1 tliey were, two to one. If be gets well, your nursing, 
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Mn. Babbuto^led to eoMp^: iba iAad tlw nuor to 
ber Hps, iad ihCB Bot k dovB a^iB. Sta Mtt nddalr, *a7 
Aint Hid Mk, lad the Mot mbmbI >■ laf cUQ seiwd bar, 
and diook hsr fron bead to foot: hv fi^ ware Un, Ud htt 
teven naoaiaiog teeth nttfed Tiolontl^ together. IfcBiria, 
alanii«d,flev to liif ■■liMiiWM [ bat nhii [ibiIwJ hvbackntt 
ber kxDg, thin arm, aaTiiig, " I knowed it nat oouu >a> Om 
ot as bad got to got Hell gH wcU, bow." 

" Oh, Missaa V cried UeluidB, aod lhi«ir har xpnn orar fav 
bead. 

" Where's the ase, Mdindy ?" eud the honadraeper, sternly. 
'- 1 gaess ahe']l be glad of it : she'd kmd o* got nsed to havin' 
me with her." 

Even jret, she (lid not wholly sncoumb to the attack. I>»- 
Iiberat«ly forcing herself lo drink twxj cups of hot tea, in order 
to break the violence of the chill, she slovly crept np stairs to 
Bute's room, where Patrick was in attendance, film she de- 
spatched at once to Ptolemy, with a meesage to the Rer. Hr. 
Waldo, whom she requested to come at as early an hour as 
possible. She sent no word to the phyiioiaa, bat the old Me- 
linda had shrewdness enough to dlsoover this omisdoa and 
supply it. 

Wrapped in a blanket, Mra. Babb took her seat in the old- 
fashioned rocking-ctiur at Bnte^s bedside, and looked long 
And eumestly on his worn face, ia the lost light of day. What 
had become of the warm, red blood which had once punted 
bl> round cheeks, ehowlng itself defiantly through the too 
of all the suns of sammor ? Blood and tan seemed lo bars 
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Vftnishe^ toother, leaving a wazea paleness and a 

ij exprVBsioD, so mueli like death, that his reat- 

leuts and matterings comforted her, beoaase they 

3eBOt«d life. **Tra, there's life in him still !" she whispered 

to bereelf. Preaeuily be opened his eyes, and looked at her. 

The fierceness of his delirium had been broken, but his expres- 

~i>D vas BliU MnuigA and troubled. 

** I gaen we'll begin the oala to-day, Pat," be said, in a weak 

"ArbntiiBl" she cried, "look At met Don't you know 
l<rtiier Forty no nwre?" 
"Mother Forty's gittin' br^ifast," swd he, staring at her. 
" Ob, ArbutOB," she groaned, desperately ; " do try to know 
a once't 1 Fm mortal aick : I'm a-goin' to die. If there's 
■y tbiog on y'r mind ag'in me, can't yon say you forgive me?" 
i the poor old oreatnce began to cry in a noiseless way. 
**! forgive you, Miss Carrie," answered Bute, catching ab 
B word " forgive." " Ta'n't worth mindin'. You're a little 
if and Fm a big one, that's all." 
Mrs. Babb did not try again. She leaned back in the rock- 
Ig-ehur, faldiug the blanket more closely around her, to keep 
ft the constantly recnrriDg chills, and husbanding her failing 
gth to perform the slight occasional offices which the in* 
tlid retjuired. Thus she sat until Patrick's return, when the 
figr«M helped ber to bed. 

Id the morning the pbyaioian found her in a pitinbla 

fl of debility, bnt with a mind as clear and determined aa 

rer. Her physical energies were completely broken, &nd the 

It of supporting them artificially until the fever should 

i, Memed very slight. She understood the grave con- 

a upon his face. " You needn't tell me, doctor," she said ; 

I luKtw all about it. I'll tnke the me^cines, to make j/ovr 

Lind easy ; but it's no use." 

Mr. Waldo arriving about the same time, Bhe begged the 
tiyaioian to wut nnUl she had had an interview with the 
mer. He had been summoned for no other purpose than to 
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dnw op b«r viD, the m^nmz ofwhoA At 

SMsci v> witneflf. The docnxDem vie bcxb 

qaevtlyyj alJ fibe pOMeued to Aihavas 

ui't^r deductiii;^ the ezpeiwes of her £mef4 aid a 

p'tutibur Uj tb«t wblch fehe bad erected to the meuMM^ fif Jj 

yropfMsd up in bed. she carefiiUr vent orer the 
fsoruft, ohliinni^ Kr. WaJdo to repest them 
tb <:r/i aJ'^U'J aft be vrote them, in <»xler that there nd^it he bo 
rrjj'Uike, ^Tbere'fe tbe four bmidred dollars Jasoa left mi^^ 
fedd fsbe, ^ oat at interest witb Darid Van tLom ; then the mor- 
gid^re for a tbou^tand dolJars on Wiknot's store; then the three 
bundre^i 0/4^ willed to me, two hundred lent to BadbiB» aad 
two buudred and fifty to Daniel Sterens ; — let alone the infraift 
wliat Tve laved You'll find tbere'd ought to be twenty-sefen 
bund red and four dollars and six sbillin's, altogether. The ooCee 
is aJl in my tin box, and tbe interest tied up in my ▼eddin' 
at/MikitiH in tbe big trunL I got it turned into gold: the banks ia 
hrnHkui' all tbe time. It's enough to give Arbutus a good start 
ifj tbe world — a beap better'n either me or Jason had. Put il 
int/i tbe will that he's Uj be savin' andkeerful, for 'twas got bj 
hard work. I know be won't spend it for hisself^ but he's to 
keep it out drawin' int'rest, and if he gits married, he mustn't 
let bis wife put it onto her back. And 70a may pat down mj 
bleHsin', and tliat I've trie^l to bring him up in the right way 
and bojK; be won't depart from it." 

Tbe will was finally completed With a strong effort, she 
signed it witb a cramped, but steady hand The physician 
aiui clergyman affixed their signatures as witnesses. ** Now 
Vm rea'ly," wbinpered Mrs. Babb, sinking down on the pit 
lowH, and almoHt instantly fell asleep. 

As tbe two gentlemen issued from the house, the physician 
said : " We must get somebody to take care of her.** 

"Of course," answered Mr. Waldo. "She cannot be in- 
trusted to old Mclinda. Leave it to me : I will see that there 
is a good nurse in the house before night.'' 
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CHAPTER XXHL 

WHICH COHTAWS BOTH LOVE AND DEATH. 

Good Mr. WaWo drove back to Ptolemy eerioosly troa- 
bled by the calamity which had eome npon the hoaaehold 
f Lakeside. Its helpless coudition, now that the honsekceper 
^as struck down, rendered immediate assistance necessary ; 

t whence was the help to come ? He coald thick of no 
roman at the same time willing and competent to render it— 
ixcept his wife — and on her rested the eutire care of his own 
louae, as they were nnable to afford a servant. The benero 
ent clergyman actually deliberated whether he should Dot let 
ber go, and ask the hospitality of one of his parishioners dnrisg 
ler absence, in case no other narse could be fouud. 

As he tnrncd nito the short private laue leading to his 
table, a rapid httle figure, in pink muslin, entered the front 
mxi. Il was Miss Caroline Dilworth, who had just returned 
torn a &rm-bouse on the road to MuUigansville, where she 
lad been sewing for a fortnight past She entered the plfua 
ittio sitting-room at the same moment with Mr. Waldo. Tho 
lergyman's wile greeted her with astonishing brevity, and 

med immediately to her huaband. 

" What wafl the matter V she asked ; " is Bate so macfa 
roraef 

" Bute worse t" ejaculated Miss Dilworth, opening her eyes 



'No," said Mr. Waldo, answering his wife, "the doctor 
aks his chance ia a little better, though be i» still out of hia 
id ; but she has the fever now, and her case seems worst 
n his. I sm distressed about thfmi : there is nobody there 
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slie had been gradually coming to the convictioa that 
■be had treated Bute Wilaon shamefully. The failure of the 
Bttle arts which she had formerly employed with bo much ano 

had hastened this conviction. The softest drooping of ber 
eyes, the gentlest drawl of her voice, ceased to move him from 
toB cold, grave indifference. She began to feel that these 
ebarms only acquired their potency through the sentiments of 
those upon whom they were exercised. Had elie not again 
and again cast them forth as nets, only to haul them in at last 
without having entrapped the smallest fish ? 

Besides, in another way, her ambition hod suffered a severe 
check. The mistress of the school at Mulligansville having 
&IIen sick. Miss Dilworth took ber place for a fortnight. Her 
first sense of triumph in having attained what she considered 
to be her true mission, even as the proxy of another, did not 
laal long. For a day or two, the novelty of her appearance 
kept the school quiet ; hnt, one by one, the rude country chil- 
dren became familiar with her curls, with her soft green eyes, 
asd her unauthoritative voice. They grinned in answer to her 
smile and met her frown with unconcealed derision ; they ate 
green apples before her very lace ; pidled each other's hair or 
dokled each other under the arms ; drew pictures on their 
sUtes and upset the inkstands over their copy-books. The 
bigger boys and giils threw saucy notes at each other across 
the whole breadth of the school-room. They came to her with 
"sums" which she found herself unable to solve; they read 
with loud, shrill voices and shocking pronunciation ; and when 
the hour for dismissal came, instead of rettrbg quietly, they 
sprang from their benches with frightful whooping and rushed 
tmnulluously out of the house. The "beautiful humanity" of 
the occupation, which she had heard so extolled, bnrst like a 
pdnted bubble, leaving no trace ; the " moral suoMon," on 
which she reUed for nukialtuning discipline, failed her utterly ; 
the "reciprocal iove" between teacher and pupil, which she 
ahe would develop in the highest degree, resolved it- 

into hideous contempt on the one side and repugnance on 
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what iitHf mf.** 




A STORY OP AMERICAN LIFE. 2U7 

"Wliy, what's the matter, child ?" eiolajmed the widow, as 
f ise Dilworth walked into the Bittiag-room, erect, determined, 
nd with a real expression on her nsimlly mpid face. 

The latter expltuned her purpose, not without additional 
" Nobody else would bo likely to go," she aaid : " they 
rould be afraid of catching the fever. But Tm not afi-^d : 
've aeon the like before : I may be of use, and I ought to be 
here now." 

The widow looked at her with a gentle scrutiny in her eyes, 
vhioh made Miss Dilworth drop her lids for the first time and 
bring forward her mirls from behind her ears. The glance 
(lianged to one of tender sympathy, and, checking a sigh which 
WouJd have brought a memory with it, the old woman said : 

"I think thee's right." 

Thus encouraged, the necessary preparations were soon 
made, and in an hour&om that time Miss Carrie Dilworth waa 
at Lakeside. 

The negress, who knew her, received her with a mixture of 
Tejoicing and grief: " Bress de Lord, honey 1" she exclaimed ; 
" things is goin' bad, I'se mighty glad you oome. Somebody's 
got to see to 'um, all de time, an' de cookiu' t»u«' be 'tended 
lo, ye knows." 

^Irs. Babb, after a long sleep, was again awake, but in a 
Kate of physical prostration which prevented her from leaving 
b«r bed. Her anxiety lest Arbutus should not receive the 
proper care, aggravated her condition. She kept hi« medicines 
chair by her bedside, and demanded constant reporia of 
liim, which neither Patrick nor Melinda could give with suf- 
ficient exactness to satisfy her. 

Hfiss Dilworth, somewhat nervously, ascended the kitchen 
itairs and entered the housekeeper's room. Bot the sight of 
the hazard, bony face, the wild restlessness in the sunken 
rjeB, and the thin gray hair streaming loosely fi*ora the queer, 
ei^-faaliioned nightrcap, restored her courage through the in- 
q>lration of pity. She went forward with a quick, light step, 
aad stooped down beside the bed. 
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"I have come to help, Mm. Babb," she mid. 

" Help, eh ?" anbwerod the hun!(elroq>er, in a « 
Toice ; " well — I've go* lo Utkv any b«l|i th&t oomoL i£»«l 
pwhed, it seems. Tiiought. you didu't koer about DOne of oi. 
WLat are you good for, anyhow t" 

' " I've helped nurse before, Mrs. Babb. FQ do mjr beM, if 
you'll let mo try. Which mediome do yoa take ?" 

The housekeeper lay silent for a while, with her «ye« on ybt 
sempstresa's fiice. She was so w«ak that neither her first 
feeling of astonishment nor her seeond feeling of rvpogDUce 
possessed a tithe of their usual force; the setue of her «vrn 
helplessness overpowered them both. " That bottle with the 
red stufE^" she siud at last. " A tearspoontU every two haatx 
Three o'clock, next. Take keer 1" she gasped, as MJas Dil- 
worth moved to the chair, " you'll kuock every thing down 
with iJiat hmr o' youra I" 

The medicioes were at last carefully arriinged on a KBaO 
table, the tea^poonful administered, the pillows ahaken up anil 
smoothed, and. the invalid having declared herielf comfortable, 
Miss DUworth slipped out of the room. When she returned, 
ten minutes afterwards, her h^r was drawn over her templea 
in masses aa smooth as its former condition would allow, and 
fastened in a knot behind. The change was nevertheleas an 
advantageous one ; it gave her an air of sober womanhood 
which she had never before exhibited. The old woman 
noticed it at once, but said nothing. Her e}-es continnally 
wandered to lite door, and she waa growing reallcw. 

" Shall I go and see how he ia P" whispered Miss Carrier 

A strong expression of dislike passed over the honaokiwpa'i 
&ce. For & few minutes she did not speak ; then, as no one 
came, she finally groaned: "I can't go myself." 

Miss Carrie opened the door of Bute's room with a beUiag 
heart. The cnrt.aina were down, to keep out the aftomoon 
8nu, and n dim yclktw light filled the chamber. The air WM 
close, and impr(^i«t«d with a pungitnt etiierotui samll. In an 
old arm-oliair, near the bod, aut Patrick, dodog. But tlial 
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fellOttl head, that p&lo, thin face, &ad leao, banging arm, did 
tbejr really beloog to Bute? She approached on tiptoe, 
holding her breath, and stood beside him. A rnsh of tender- 
■Jiefis, snch as she had never felt towards any man, came over 
her. She longed to lay the wasted head on her boeotn, and 
bring buck Color into the checks from the warmth of her own 
beart. He turned and muttered, with half-closed eyes, as if 
ndther asleep nor awake, and even when ehe gently took the 
hand that lay on the coverlet, the listless fingers did not ac- 
knowledge her touch. Once he looked full in her feoe, but 
Vacantly, as if not CTen seeing her. 

A horrible fear came over her. " Is he worse ?" she whis- 
pWed to the Irishman. 

"No, he's no wurrse, Miss — maybe a bit better than he 

nr." 

" When must he have his medicine ?" 

'Tve jist guv' it to him. He'll be quieter now, Oonld "jv 
•lay here and laive me go to the barm fof an hour, jUt?" 

MisB Carrie reported to the housekeeper, and then reliened 
P*trick. She noiselessly moved the arm-cliair nearer the bed, 
Wated herself, and took Bute's feverish hand iii lier own. 
From lime to time she moistened his parched lips and cooled 
his throbbing temples. His restless movements ceised aud he 
lay «ljl], though In a state of torpor, apparently, rather than 
Mcep. It was pitiflil to see him tbnst stripped of his lusty 
itrength, his red blood faded, the strong fibres of his Irame 
%'enk and lax, and Ibe light of human intelligence gone from 
bis eye. His helplessness and unconsciousness now, brought 
into strong relief the sturdy, homely qualities of his mind and 
fcmlrt: tlio solemn gulf between the two conditions disclosed 
bis real value. Miss Dilworth felt this withoot tbinkiog it, 
la she eat beside him, yearning, with all the power of her 
Bmited nature, for one look of recognition, though it expressed 
Ho klndneaa for her ; one rational word, though it might not 
belong to the dialect of love. 

TSo soch look, no eucJi word, c:tme. The hour slowly 
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Ciut ic^ :ui ^jttzT^am KLtiniti occaHcnailj »5fff« ber ac migfct 
£1 rsgard tis tne ziTuii. h« ■rnnfrarmi :&aK ht 6al uok Ikope 
of B'lt's'i r^iXTffT: si a 'idrr .^r nro ^ib« oaas of the fiera- 
wooiti b< oTer ; bo: Mtl Bib^ ciEtoiszib. &er attack vi» nvdi 
Itm YvAetrt, zsficred Lim widi fccozisde. The aposhetic eon- 
£tki«i of Ler <TiteT& cccmTietL in. ipise of aH hi§ ctfbrts^ and 
tbe ftroQg win vidcL gigln liatre ^tlicLd bier, accoied to be 
soide&Ij broken. 

Mus Dilwonh filMIei her dixdes with an afftooisluiig 
jmtience a&d geDtl€i&ef& Etoi the old hoosekeeperf no kmger 
§esing the caris aikd drooping erefids^ or hearing the childish 
aflSgcutioo of the voice, appeare»i to regard her aa a different 
ereatare, and finaDj trusted the medicines implidtlr to her 
care. On the daj after her arriral. Bate, whose wan £ioe and 
Tacant eyes haonted her with a strange attraction, fdl into 
ft profoond sleep. All that night he Uj, apparently tifidesa, 
bat for the faint, noiseless breath that came from his parted 
lips. He coald not be aronsed to take his medicines. When 
this was reported to Mrs. Babb, she sud, as stemlj as her 
weakness would permit: ^Let him al<me! It^s the tumin' 
pint ; hell either die or git well, now.'* 

This remark only increased Miss Dilworth's anxiety. Fifty 
cimes during the night she stole into his room, only to find 
him motionless, senseless as before. Patrick took advantage 
of I be quiet to sleep, and snored loud and hard in his arm- 
chair. Once, moved by an impulse which she could not 
resist, she stooped down and kissed the sick man's forehead. 
Tlie touch of her lips was light as a breath, but she rose, 
trembling and blushing at herself^ and slipped out of the room. 
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"Quiet — nothing bni quiet as long as he sleeps!" eaid the 
phj'sician, next tnorning. Patrick was excluded from the 
room, because, allliongh he palled off hia boots, there were 
two or thrpe planks in the floor which creaked under bis 
weight. Miss Dilworth sUenlly laid a low of bed-room rugs 
from the door to the bedside, and went and came as if on 
down, over the enormous tufted roses. No sound entered the 
room but that of the &nmmcr wind in the boughs of the 
neareBt dm. Hour after hour of the clouded August daf 
went by, and still no change in the sleeper, unless sn 
increased softness in his Gatless hand, as she oantiously 
touohod it. 

Towards smiset, after a restless day, Mrs. Babb fell asleep, 
Md Miss Dilworth went into Bute's room and seated herself 
, in the chair. The prolonged slumber frightened her. "Ob," 
•he said to herself, " what would I do if he waa to die. I've 
treated him badly, and lie would never know that Tm sorry 
for it — never know that — that I love him I Yes, I know it 
now when it's too late. If he were well, he's done loving me 
ss he used to — ^bnt he won't get well : hell die and leave mo 
wretched 1" 

As these words passed through her mind, while she leaned 
forward, with her face close to that of the invalid, she sud- 
denly noticed a change in his breathing. Its faint, regular 
ohsnicter was interrupted : it ceased a moment, and then his 
breast heaved with a deeper inspiration. ''Oh, he's dying f 
she whtspcred to herself in despair. Stooping down, she 
kissed his forehead passionately, while her tears dropped fast 
Upon it. His arm moved ; she rose, and met the glance of his 
open eyes — clear, tender, happy, wondering, but not with tlio 
blank wonder of delirium. It was Bote's self that looked At her 
— it was Bote'e first, faithful love that first came to the sorfiipo 
from the very depth of his heart, before any Intm- mpinory 
omild thmst itself between, tie bad felt the kiss on hU fure- 
bead : his eyes drew tier, she knew not bow, to his lip*. H'n 
right OTtn lifted itself to her neck and held the kii> a momont 
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to ber i'JTsxr ins. Scs vitf ico pr^nf :sDdlT and sokmiilj 
: §he vo^i ^dl tbe tm^. its if h were her ovn drii^ 
l^ocr. 5be t<x>k ber Lkai§ ^:<n her &oe. Sfled her he^ and 
looked St him- ^Becau2s« I LsTe tnesud tou b^dlr, Bute," 
fthe fijdd: ^becsnse I trifiei with jon vkkedlj. I wanted 
to make some atoncxaeot, aod to hear toq taj jon forgire 
me.** 

Sie paused. His ej-es were fixed on hers, but he did not 
answer. 

^Can 70a forgire me, Bnte?" she Altered. ^Try to do it» 
because I love yon, though I don't expect jou to love me any 
more.** 

^' Carrie T he cried. A new tint came to his fiuse, a new- 
light to his eye. His hand wandered towards her on the 
coverlet. 

** Carrie," he repeated, feebly grasping her hand with hia 
firig<5rs and drawing her towards him, ^ once*t more, now r In 
tlio kiss that followed there was for^veness, answering love, 
and a mutual compact for the future. 

** You've brought me back ag*in to life," he murmured, 
clo»«ing his eyes, while two bright tears crept out from under 
Uio lids. 8ho sat beside him, holding his hand. He seemed 
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too weak to say more, and thus ten minutes silently -aseed 
kway. 

Tell me how it happened," said Bate, finally. " Wliere's 
Mother Forty?" 

most go to her at once !" cried Miss Dilworth, stardng 
up. "She's woirying herself to death on your account. And 
the doctor said if you got awake you were to keep quiet, and 
not t^. I must go, Bute: do lie still and try to sleep till 
I come bnck. Ob, we oughtn't to have said any thing 1" 

What we've said won't do me no harm," he murmured, 
with a patient, happy sigh. "Go, then, Carrie: Til keep 
qnieL" 

Miss Dilworth went into the housekeeper's room so mnch 
more swiftly than nsuul that the latter was awakened by the 
nutUng of her dress. She started and tnmed her head with 
a look of terror in her eyes. 

Ob, Mrs. Babb!" cried the sempstress: "Bute's awake 
at last. Aud hie mind's come bock to him ! And he says he'll 
gel well !" 

The old woman trembled visibly. Her bony hands were 
clasped nnder the bed-clothes and her lipa moved, but no 
andible words oame from them. Then, fising her eyes on the 
&oe of the kneehng girl, she asked : " What have you been 
»«4yiQ' to him ?" 

Mias Dilworth involnntarity drooped her lids and a deep 
eolor came into her face. " I asked him," she answered, " to 
fcrgive me for my bad behavior towards him." 

" Kothin' else ?" 

'* Yes, Mrs. Babb, I said he could do it now, because I love 
lum." 

" Ton do, do ye P" 

" Tea, snd he has forgiven me." 

"Hnhl" 

With this, her customary snort, when she was not prepared 
a decided opinion, the housekeeper closed her eyes 
to meditate. Presently, however, she tamed her 
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war, to arrest the incresBiig prostzaxaoOy be eonld do nochxiig 

for b«r. A« the knoviedge of tiie hnxaah^ dange in B«ifte^i 

caae hsA left her as before, there was little hope tbaft mtr 

further fM>arce of excitement lemaiiied. 

Afi for Bute, he rallied with a rapidity widdi m**^*^ the 
pbjKician, who aMrribed to an imosnal ritalitT of hia own the 
file which the imraHd had really drawn from anothor. The 
only difficulty now was, to retard his impatient ooaTaleaoeaeo^ 
and Mi<«8 Dilwortfa was obliged to anticipate her eoii|agal au- 
thority and <fnjoin silence when he had still a thousand happy 
questions left onasked and mianawered. When that authority 
failed, she was forced to absent herself from the room, on the 
plea of watching Mrs. Babb. His impatienoe, in such case, 
wiiH almoHt as detrimental as his loquadty, and the little 
sernpHtreHH was never at ease except when he slept. 

After paHsing a certain sta^e in the fever, the houadceeper 
hi'i(iin to Hiiik rapidly. Her mind, nevertheless, made &c4)le 
iffforts to retain its ascendency— efforts which reacted on her 
body and rompleted the ruin of its fiioulties. One d&y she ao- 
tonishoil Miss Dilworth by rising in her bed with a vioWt aflfork 
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**! maet go and see bimi" the s^d: "help me into hia 
room I" 

"Oh, you cannot!" cried Mjs§ DUworth, supporting her 
with one arm around her waiBt. "Lie down: you are not 
Btrong enough. He will be able to come to you in a day or 
two," 

■'No, no! to-day !" gasped the housekeeper. "la'n't cer- 

D o' tnowin' him tomorrow, or o' bein' able to say to 

Q what Pve got to say." Thereupon her temporary 

■tr^igth gave way, and she sank down on the bed in a MnU 

ing state. 

After she had somewhat revived, Misa DUworth took oono- 
•d with herself, and soon came to a decision. She went down 
Mairs and aummoaed Patrlctc, who carefully wrapped up Bute 
and placed him in the arm-chiur. She herself then assisted in 
earryiog him into the housekeeper's room, and placing him by 
bedside. A look of unspeakable fondness came over Mrs. 
Babb's haggard face; the tears silently flowed from her eyes 
■Dd rolled down the wrinldes in her hollow cheeks. 

Cheer up. Mother Forty," said Bute, who was the first to 
speak. "Fm gitlin' on famous' and '11 soon be round agiun." 
as it should be, Arbutua," she whispered, hoarsely, 
catching ber breath between the words ; " the old 'un '11 go 
ind the young 'an 'II stay. T bad to be one of us." 

Don't say that ; we'll take care of you — Carrie and ma. 
Won't wc, Carrie ?" 

Yea, Bute," swd Carrie, with her handkerchief to her 
eyes. 

Mrs. Babb looked from one to another, but without any 
idgD of reproof. She feebly shookher head. "What must be 
mast," said she; "my time's come. P'raps I sha'n't see you 
Bo more. Arbutus. Maybe I lia'n't done my duty by you 
always ; maybe Fve seemed hard, once't and a while, but I 
meant it for your good, and I don't want you to have any hard 
tfionghta ag'in me when I'm gone." 
" Mother Forty 1" cried Bute, his eyes filling and overflow- 
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Al I WW1 bw yovm. But yoa mtistn't May here : sav good- 
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own bed, where Miss Diltvorth lefl hJTn to resume her place 
b; the honsekeepor's side. 

Bat that same night, abont midnight, Mrs. Babb died. 
8h« scarcely apoke again after her interview with Bute, except 
k, two hoars later, whether he seemed to be any the 
worse on account of it. On being told that he was sleeping 
quietly, she nodded her head, straightened her gaunt form aa 
■wen as she was able, and clasped her fingers together over her 
lireast. Thns she lay, as if already dead, her strong eyebrows, 
ber hooked nose, and her sharp chin marking themselves with 
ghastly distinctness aa the cheeks grew more hollow and the 
dosed eyes sank deeper in thdr sockets. Towards midnight a 
dumge in her breathing alarmed Miss Dilworth. She hastily 
called the old negress, who was sleeping on the kitchen settee. 

" Honey," said the latter, in an awe-struck whisper, aa she 
iitood by the bedside, "she's a-goin' fest. She soon see de 
gjory. Dont you wish fur her to stay, 'case dat'll interfere 
Wid h«r goin'." 

Her breath grew fainter, and came at longer intervals, bnl 
the moment when It ceased passed unnoticed by either of the 
fratchers. Melinda first recognized the presence of Death. 
^_* You go an* lay down," she said to Miss Carrie. " you can't 
io no good now. I'll stay wid her [ill momin'." 

The sempstress obeyed, for she was, in truth, wretchedly 
iruary. For the remainder of the night Melinda sat on a low 
ohwr beside the corpse, swinging her body backwards and 
forwards as she crooned, in a low voice: 
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As Mooii ita the Dem of Hn. Babb's dmb tMeame knows, 
the noighborg baateoed to Lakeado to ofier their Mfi. Th« 
necoiHftry arnrngemenU for the fimeral w^tt qnietl; ud 
Bpeud'il}' tniidc, and, on the second day aft«nrarda, the bodj of 
tho bouitokutipcr was laid beside that of Jaeoa Babb, Id llw 
I'roiibyicrEan ohurohyard at Ptolamy, vhere be bad been 
•liuiiboriiig for the last twenty-three years. The UlendMice 
WW vory largt^, for all tlie farmera' wives in the valley hid 
known Mm. Itahb, and still held her receipts for cokes, pny 
nrvtw, and pioktea in litgh esteem. The Reverends Stjli 
Mul NVnIdo made appropriate remarks and prayers at the 
gnv«, so that no token of respeot was wanting. AQ the 
li«l^bbors Mid, as they drove homewards, "Tlie fiinera] waa a 
W<H)it to hvr." Her spirit, must bfivo smiled in item aatia&6- 
timi, iivwi from its place by Jason's side, and at the feet of 
Mr^ PtiuuinMD, as it looked down and saw that her last on- 
nuiM'txiM iip]>i>Arant.H) wtiong mortals vaa a snccess. 

MUa Oitworth took oonnjttO of her friends, Hannalt Tharstoa 

' %i\\\ \\n Wnlilfs on tho day of the fiinerol. She confessed to 

iniiifl misgivinj;^ what had taken place li*- 

» iui>l herself, and was a little sarpriaedu 

iiinn which thoy both expressed, 

II n j.iii-1 i Hiiil" oriinl Mrs, WaUa; "it is tho very 

I thttt)|1" 

~ V<Mt" Mid ItMiuah Thnrititii, In hor grave, deUli«rat« i 
t tlitMk fWH Imtv made a giiod ohoio«v Carriii.** 
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If anj fipark of MisB Caroline Dilworth's old ambition still 

barned among the ashes of her drcuma, it w.is extinguished at 

moment. The prophets of reform were thennefortli dead 

I her. She ereQ took a consolation in thinking that if her 

ish had been ftilfilled, her futnre poBition might have had its 

abarrassmentB. She might hare been expected to gynipa- 

lixo with ideas vhich she did itnt comprehend — to make 

' new shibboleths before she had learned to pronounce 

-to connlerfeit an intelligent appreciation when mo 

■cioiiB of her own incompetency. Now, she wonid be 

Bute would never discover any deficiency in her. She 

better English and used finer words than he did, and 

aade a mistake now and then, be wouldn't even notice it. 

With the disappearance of her curls her whole manner had 

Income more umple and natural. Her little affectations broke 

out now and then, it is true, hut they had already ceased to be 

baits to secure a sentimental interest. There was even 

faope tliat her attachment to Bute would be the means of do- 

Teloping her somewhat slender stock of common-sense. 

"Buts says we must be married as soon as he gets well," 
flbe said : " he won't wait any longer. Is there any harm in 
my staying here and taking care of him until he's entirely out 
of danger ?" 

Mrs, Waldo reflected a moment. "Certainly none mitjl 
[r. Woodbury retorns," she Bind. " Mr. Waldo has answered 
is lelter to Bute, which came this morning. If he leaves 
iraloga at once, he will be here in three or four days. The 
M!tor says you are an admirable nurse, and that is reason 
loagb why yon should not leave at present.'' 
"The other reason otiff/U to be enough," s^d Hannah 
fcnTBton. "She owes a wife's duty towards bim now, when 
} needs help which she can give. I am siu-e Mr. Woodburj 
wiQ see it in the same light. He is noble and honorable." 
"Why, Hannah!" cried Mrs. Waldo, "I thought you and 
I were as for apart aa the oppo»te poles !" 
" Pfvbaps we are, in our riews of certain subjects," was the 



810 



RtmiAa tmMsstat 



<]ni«i reply. " I can, nevertbdes), ptopady e 
aol«r aa n man." 

Mrs. Waldo enpproased a agk. "If jon ooald onlyd 
mute your own true uliuractcr as a womaa !" she Uioa^L I 
Miss DilwoTtli'a duties were now materialljr Ugbuned. f 
danger of furthtir contagion had passed, and sotne onm ofi| 
nuigI)bor« came every day to aeeiet ber. Bou oalj t\ 
eliniulating medicines, and the nsoal care to pmw 
of wliich there eeemed to be no danger. He b 
liib h«^)iltlirul sleep at nighty and hJa nnrae was thac j 
kcL'p up her strength by rcgalar periods of reat. * 
twicD a day she allowed hira to talk, so long as there i 
nppvaranco of exoitement or fatigue. These balflKiiin } 
■ III' liappieot Btit« had ever known. To the deUcioas langi 
and peace of convalescence, was added the active, evfir-reiie«<4 
bliss of bis restored lore, and the promisee which it whisperiiil 
Be delightud to call Miss Carrie, in anticipulion, "Uiilo 
wife I" pBiiaing, eucli time he did so, to look for the blu*li 
which was sure to come, and the smile on the short red lips, 
which was the sweetest that ever visited a woman's face. Of 
oourse it was. 

One day, neTcriheloss, as be lay looking at her, and tl 
ing bow much more steady and senuble she seemed eince I 
curls were gathered tip — how much more beantifUl the rippE 
of light brown hair upon her temples — a cloud oame over hii 
(iiQC "Carrie," ha snid, "there's one thought worries mo, aud 
I wiuit you to put it straight, if jou can. S'pose I hadn't 
»ick, — a^oso I hadn't lost my senses, would you ever ba' < 
lo yoiir'n i" 

Sho waa visil'Iy embarrassed, but presently a flitting n 
expr^xuon passnl over her lace, and she answered : " W<K 
you have givtii mc a vbimoc to do it, Butef" 

"likaly noi," aaid be. "Ton cpoke pliitn enough laat % 
lar, and 'lwan)*t for mc to nay the first word, after t 
Whi>n n msn'i burnt his Sngors oric«'i, he kvKpt awsyS 
IIm Rni lUt 1 want lo know why yon oome lu takv kec 
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mo and Mother Forty. Was it only Ijecaaae you were sorry, 
Kud wanted to pay me for my diaapp'inlment in that way? 
Can yon lay your hand on your heart and say there was any 
thing more ?" 

SliHS Carrie immediately laid her hand on her heart. "Tea, 
Bute," she said, " there was something more. I was begin- 
ning to find it out, before, but when I heard you were ao bad, 
it oame oil at once." 

"Look here, Carrie," said Bute, still very earnestly, although 
the cloud was bc^niug to pass away, "Eome men have hearts 
like shuttlecocks, banged back and forth from one gal to an- 
other, and none the wubs of it. But I a'n't one of era. When- 
ever I talk serious, I 'xpect to be answered serious. I believe 
what yon say to me, I believed it a'ready, but I wanted to be 
double sure. Yon and me have got to hve together as man 
and wife. Twon't be all skylarkin' : we've got to work, and 
iielp one another, and take keer o' others besides, if things goe« 
right. Whal'lJ pass in a gal, won't pass in a married wouian : 
jon must get ahut o' your coquettin' ways. I Bee you've took 
<h« trap out o' your hair, and now you must lake it out o' your 
eyes. Ta'n't that it'll mean any thing any more — if I thought 
k did, rd feel like kiUin' you — but it won't look right." 

"Tou mustn't mind my foolishness, Bute,"' ahe answered. 
|>enit«Qtly, " and yon mustn't think of Seth "Wattles I" 

"Seth be— coft-sarfi'rfr' Bute exclaimed. "When I see you 
pickin' up dead froga, I'll believe you like to shake haniis with 
Seth I I've got agreeabler thoughts than to have him in my 
bead. Well— I don't bear no grudge ag'iu him now ; but I 
can't like him." i 

I don't like him either. Fancy such a fellow as he think- 
ing himself good enough for Hannah Thurston ! There's no : 
1 good enough for herl" I 

Like enough she thinks herself too good for any man,' 
Bute remarked. " But them a'n't the women, Carrie, that a 
wanu to marry. It'U be a lucky woman that gits Mr. 
Max." 



" Oh, I must go and sec to Mr. Woodbnry's room !" cried 
Misa Dilw-orth, elarting up. "PerhapB he'll come this very 
day. Then I suppose I must go away, Bnic." 

"I hope not, Carrie. I wouldn't mmii bein' a bit sicker for 
ft day or two, o' pitipoee to keep yon here. What I are you 
goin' away In that fashion, Little Wife?" 

IiGbs Dilworth darted back to the bedside, stooped down, 
like a humming-bird presentiog its bill to a rather large flow- 
er, and was about to shoot off agun, when Bute caught her by 
the neck and subsiitated a broad, firm kiss, full of consistency 
and flavor, for the little sip she had given him. 

" That's comfortin'," said he. " I thank the Lord my month 
a'n't as little as your'u." 

Before Dight,Mr.Woodburyarrived,ha\-ing taken a carri^o 
fit Hberius and driven rapidly over the hills. Mr .Waldo's letter, 
announcing Bute's dangeroos condition and Mrs, Babb's death, 
had greatly startled and shocked him. Hia summer tour was 
nearly at an end, and he at once determined to return to Lake- 
side for the autumn and winter. He was not surprised to find 
bis household in cliarge of Miss Dilworth, for the news had 
dready been oommunjcated to him. She met him at the door, 
blushing and slightly embarrassed, for she scarcely felt herself 
entitled to be ranked among liia acquuotanccs, and the calm 
reserve of his usual manner bad always overawed her. 

"I am very glad to find you still here, Miss Dilworth," he 
Biud, pressing tier hand warmly; "how can I repay you for 
your courage and kindness? Bute — ?" 

"He is much bettor, Sir. He is expecting you: will yon 
walk up and see him ?" 

" Immediately. I suppose I ought not to carry all this dust 
with me. I will go to my room first." 

"It is ready. Sir," ssdd Miss Dilworth. "Let me have yonr 
ooat." 

Before Woodbury had finished washing hia &ce and hands, 
and brushing the white dust of the highway out of his hair, 
there was a light tap on the door. He opened it and beheld 
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Ha ooat, ne&ilj dusted nnd folded, coufronttog him on th9 back 
of a clialr. Bme'a room he found in the most perfect order. 
Tba weallier bad b«QD warm, dry, and still, and the window 
ftinbest from the bod waa opoa. Tbe invalid lay, propped up 
IPith two extra piUowa, aw^ting him. Woodbury was at first 
booked by bU pale, wasted taoe, to whioh the close-cat hair 
art a Rirange, ascetic character. His eyes were sunken, but 
btUl bright and cheerful, and two pnle-blue sparks danoed in 
Mu as he turned hta head towards the door, 
" Bute, ray poor fellow, how are you ? I did oot dream this 
Vould have luippened," said Woodbury, taking the large, 
Ifiare hand stretched towards him. 

"Oh, Tm doin' well now, Mr. Max. 'Twaa queer how it 
»me — all 't onoe't, without any waruin'. I knowed nothin' 
~>oat it till I was past the danger." 

"And Mrs. Babb — was she sick long? Did sbe suSbr 
nnoh ?" 
" I don't think she suffered at all : she was never out of her 
She seemed to give up at the start, I'm told, and all 
he medicines she took was no use. She jist made up her mind 
D die, and she always had a strong will, you know, Mr. Max." 
late said this quietly and seriously, without the least thought 
if treating the memory of his foster-mother lightly. 

" She bad a good nursif, at leaat," said Woodbury, " and you 
leem to be equally fortunate." 

"Well, I giicBS I am," answered Bulo, his face on a broad 
[Tin, and with moro color in it than he had shown for many 
kys. "I've had tbe best o' nussia', Mr. Max. Kot but 
irhat Pat and Mr. Merrytield was as kind as they could be — 
twann't the same thing. And I may as well out witJi it 
dump : there's uo nuas qiiite ek'l to a man's own wifa." 
*'Wife!" exolslmed Woodbury, in amazement. 
** Well — no — not jist yit," stammered Bute ; " but she wiH 
B an soon as I git well enough to marry. I'd been hankerin' 
lUf h«r for these two years, Mr. Max., but it mightn't ha' 
im« to nothin' ill hadn't got sick." 
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** Yon mean BiGbs Dilworth, of coarse?'' 

Bate nodded his head. 

*' You astonish me, Bate. I scarcely know her at all, bat I 
think joa have too mach good sense to make a mistake. I 
wish yoa J07, with all my heart ; and yet" — ^he continaed in a 
graver tone, taking Bate's hand, ** I shall be almost sorry for 
it, if this marriage shoald deprive me of year services on the 
fiirm." 

" How ?" cried Bate, instantly recovering his former pale- 
ness, ^' do yoa mean, Mr. Max., that yoa wouldn't want me 
afterwards ?'* 

^^ No, no, Bate I On the contrary, I shoald be glad to see 
yoa settled and conteated. Bat it is nataral, now, that yoa 
shoald wish to have a farm of your own, and as Mrs. BabVs 
legacy will enable you to buy a small one, I thought ^ 

^* Bless you, Mr. Max. I*' interrupted Bute, '^ it would be a 
small one. What's a few hundred dollars ? Fve no notion o' 
goin* into farmiu' on a ten-acre lot." 

'^ Mr. Waldo tells me that her property amounts to about 
twenty-seven hundred dollars." 

*' TvoerUy — seven — hundred T and Bute feebly tried to 
whistle. ** Well — ^Mother Forty always was a cute 'un — who'd 
ha' thought it ? And she's left it all to me — she keered a 
mighty sight more for me than she let on." Here something 
rose in his throat and stopped his voice for a moment. ^' FU 
do her biddin' by it, that I will I" he resumed. " I shall leave 
it out at interest, and not touch a cent of the capital. Time 
enough for my children to draw that. Oh, Mr. Max., now the 
Lord may jist send as many youngsters to me and Carrie, as 
He pleases I" 

A dim sensation, like the memory of a conquered sorrow, 
weighed upon Woodbury's heart for an instant, and passed 
away. 

" I know when Pm well off," Bute went on, ** Fm oontent- 
ed to stay as I am : every thing on the farm — the horses, th' 
oxen, the pigs, the fences, the apple-trees, the timber-land — 
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Irenifl to me as much mine ae it is yonr'n. If I had a ferin i>' 
>tiiy own, it'd seem strange like, as if it belonged to somebody 
(^ac. I've got the hang of every field here, and know jist whnt 
It'll bring. I want to make a good livin' : I don't deny that; 
bat if I hold on to what I've got now, and don't mn no resfce, 
ind put out th' interest ag'in every year, it'll roll up jist about 
u fast and & darned eight surer, than if I was to set up for ray- 
bdf. If you're willin', Mr. Mas., we can fix it somehow. If 
the tenant-house on the 'Naoreon road was patched up a little, 
[t'd do for the beginnia'." 

" We can arrange it together, Bute," said Woodbury, rising. 
"Now you have talked long enough, and must rest. I will 
.,iee yon again before I go to bed." 

As Miss Dilworth, at his request, took her seat at the table 
and poured oat the tea, Woodbury looked at her with a new 
interest. He had scarcely noticed her on previous occasions, and 
bence there was no first impression to be removed. It seemed 
to him, indeed, as if he saw her for the first time now. The 
npplea in her hair caught the light ; her complexion vi-as un- 
usually fair and fresh ; the soft green of her eyes became 
•Imost brown under the long lashes, and the mouth was infan- 
tine in shape nod color. A trifle of affectation in her manner 
did not disharmonize witfa such a face; it was natural to her, 
«nd wonld have been all the same, had she bein eighty years 
old instead of tweuty-sis. With this affectation, however, 
e combined two very UBofiil qualities — a most sorupulouB 
neatness and aa active sense of order. " Upon my soul, it is 
lisette tierself," sidd Woodbury to himself, as he furtively 
watched her airs and movements. Who would have expected 
fo find so many characteristics of the Parisian grisette in one 
foi our staid American communities ? And how astonishing, 
;oould he have known it, her ambitious assumption of Hannah 
^Thurston's views I It was a helmet of Pallas, which not only 
•orered her brow, but fell forward over her saucy retroussfi 
nose, and weighed her slender body half-way to the ejirth, 

8be ftlt hia scrutiny, and performed her tea-table duties with 



316 

two q>ot8 of brigtit eokr in her dieeks. Wbodbnrjlmew 
that she suspected what Biite*s princqial oommnoicatioa to 
him had been, and, with his usual straightibrward way of 
meeting a delicate subject, decided to ^eak to her at oooe. 
She gave a little start of confiisioii — not entirelj natural— u 
he commenced, but his manner was so serious, frank, and re* 
spectful, that she soon felt ashamed of herself and was drawn, 
to her own surprise, to answer him candidly and naturaUj. 

'^Bute has told me, Miss Dilworth,** said he, "of your 
mutual understanding. I am verj glad of it, for his sake. 
Ho is an honest and f^thful fellow, and deserves to be happy. 
I think ho is right, also, in not unnecessarily postponing the 
time, though perhaps I should not think so, if his marrisge 
were to deprive me of his services. But he prefers to con- 
tinue to take charge of Lakeside, rather than buy or lease a 
&rni for himself. I hope you are satisfied with his decision f 

** Yos, Mr. Woodbury," she answered : " I should not like 
to loAvo this neighborhood. I have no relatives in the country, 
oxoopt an uunt in Tiberius. My brother went to Iowa five 
yoars ago." 

** Bute miwt have a home," Woodbury continued. " He 
spoko of my tenant-house, but besides heang old and ruinous, 
it i» not well situated, cither for its inmates, or for the needi 
of tho farm. I had already thought of tearing it down, and 
b\aKling a cottage on the knoll, near the end of the lane. 
Uut that woulil take time, and *' 

" Oh, wo ivm wait^ Mr. Woodbury I" 

llo kuuKhI. ^*1 doubt whether Bute would be as ready to 
wiut a* you. Miss Dilworth. I am afraid if I were to propose 
it, ho would leave mo at once. No, we must make some 
otlior urruu>;oinout in the mean time. I have been turning the 
matter ovt\r in my mind and have a proposition to make to 
you," 

" T^^ luo r' 

*' Ytvc Mrs. Habb*s death leaves me without a housekeeper. 
Mjr habiu an> very simple, the household is small, and I see 
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llreadf th&t yon are capable of doings all that will be required. 
CM" course yon will have whatever help you need ; I ask no- 
tliing more than a general superintendence of ray domestio 
sffiura nntil your new home is ready. If yoti have no ob- 
jectioD of your own to make, will yon please mention it to 
Bute?" 

"Bnte will be so pleased 1" she oried. " Only, Mr. Wood- 
bury, if it isn't more than I am capable of doing I If Vm 
title to give yon aatisfaction I" 

I shall be sure of your wish to do so. Miss Dilworth," 
■ud Woodbury, rising from the table ; " and I have the fttr- 
tiier guarantee thai you will have Bute to plcaae, as well as 
myeelf," 

Ho went into the library and lighted a cigar, "Lnoky 
fellow !" he s^d to himself, with a sigh. "He makea no in- 
telleotunl requirements from hia wife, and he has no trouble in 
picking np a nice little creature who is no doubt perfection in 
fais eyes, and who will be faithful to liim all his days. If she 
doesn't know major from minor ; if she confuses tenses and 
doubles negatives ; if she eats peas with her knife, and trims 
bonnet with colors at open war with each other; if she 
never beard of Shakespeare, and takes Petrarch to be the name 
of a mineral — what does lie care ? She makes him a tidy 
borne ; she understands and soothes his simple troubles ; she 
warms hia lonely bed, and snckles the vigorous infants tliat 
■pring &om his loins ; she gives an object to his labor, a oon- 
teated basis to his life, and a prospect of familiar society in 
Hbe world beyond the grave. Simple as this relation of the 
Bexes ia for him, he feels its sanctity no less than L His es- 
pousals are no less chaste ; his wedded honor is as dear, his 
paternal joys as pure. My nature claims all this from woman, 
but, alas 1 it claims more. The cultivated intelligence comes 

to question and criticize the movements of the heart. Here, 
one side, is goodness, tenderness, fidelity ; on the other, 
I, beauty, refinement, intellect — both needs must be fnl- 
filled. How aliall I ever reach this double marriage, except 
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CHAPTER XXV. 



V* irmCH BAXNAH 



L NEW ACQ1TAINTAIIC& 



IiT another week, Bate was able to dispense witb the grat» 
hi DttrsiDg which had more than reooncikd him to the con- 
betDODt of his sick-room. He required no attendance at 
Idght, and was able to sit, comfortably pillowed, for a great 
rt of the diiy. He consomed enormoug quantities of chicken- 
^^ Ji, and drank immoderately of Old Port and Albany Ale. 
Hiss Kl worth, therefore, made proparationa to leave : she was 
■OW obliged tJ) sew for herself, and a proper obedience to ens- 
iom required that she should not remain at Lalcende daring 
the last fortnight of her betrothal. 

On the morning of her departure, Woodbury called her 
tato the library. " Tou have done me n great service. Miss 
'IXlworthf" said he, " and I hope yon will allow me to acknowl- 
edge it by furnishing you with one article which I know will 
have to be provided." With these words he opened a paper 
farce) and displayed a folded silk, of the most charming tint 
of silver-gray. 

The little cempstress looked at it io speechless ecstasy. 
*Ii'i heavenly 1" (he at last cried, clasping her hands. " Fin 
obliged to you a thousand times, Mr. Woodbury. It's too 
Omoh, indeed it ta !" 

"Bnte wod'I think so," he snggested. 

She snatched the parcel, and darted np-Btairs in three 
boonds. " Oh, Bute I" she cried, bursting into hta room. " onljr 
look at this I It's my wedding^lress I And he's just givea it 
omer 
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'OTii^TTi**'.*'^. -oni<»wfr!nT :T«iit!>*»^nTlv, )v vii* :ii '.t^^TTf^". "^he 
.rt^. -o^^.ir-**- :>•* . pffc i**nt .r ' **incr .in uimirnhii* •'i«iiv- inii 
V-.viS-t-- li'Tf^r - riv>» :ifinM*re»t > :v»» -nth .t^r .ssisranop. 
:nr \ •'.''^ni'rh''. nt :">r n«* .wkwird .'irrnmsTant*p. Hi? ;e- 
•pfr-of^ t .^••♦pr -^-oTn Tt^. :>]:ik«». ?avTn<T •h.ir. h<*r .nsh.inri "laii 
?nTnT>!ptf»H ■'.!«» .n9ini»<^ n iip Z;wr mii rlipy r»»rp rpn.-inii*^ 
M 'pTiT-'a ^fimro«r!i. "V.-nM .r. .<» -rill •onv*?ni«*nt :or lim *o 
■'Titpr*.iiTi hpTTi r'or I vw iavg if. I^k^^uie. ->n •h*»ir *f*rnm -o 
St-. r.<^r'«i^ .Y 'hp ilnp^ n lis lionsphnhi, vhirfi \sui lailtHi 
Mvn hrmp id inAA*»r)\xr^ -irill *oTitinnpft. *hev -rr-nUL "^t' ronrse. 
^or^npo '<^'* .:»mppfpfi ilpfwmrA* int. if not. ^hev ronui )•* *he 
jT^or'* l<»'''7h^'*'^ "'"^ i:*!* lim. v» T, 'V'u* jrohabie 'h^y voniii 
no* /*nmp *o '>i*» R;»«»t 'hp :n|Ionnn<j ^nmmer. 'Vouiii lie 
jjTiQ^rror "^p .oftf^r *♦. on pp. i« 'h^^v -re^fp nearlr rpftilT 'o ".eave ? 

W'^i'I^.nr-,- ri" iTiPprfftin vhat '-o io in *hia ^mersenoT. 
T^pT<> -.n*? no ;on<ifeT 'h<» .'licfhtPJit !>ar of Tonraisxon. in«i iie 
p«rf ioTilnr^y -lowirp/? ->ip off<»r*»d vi«if : hnt how maici !ie aiter- 
tflin hi«« fr>"nH^ -irithont ;i honspkepper? He Jnallr ieciiied 
thnt. it rm«* h<» .irrfln^r**'^, .^oTnehow; wrote m aifirtnative in- 
ifj^or, JiTi^l ro<1p into Pfo]**niy fo port it wifhont lieiay. first 
pf>llin^ nt fhn r^immArifin Par«on«!^ to ask the advice of a 
^pn^ihtp fpmnlo fripT)*!. 

" Voii «nr»/* qnifl Ha, nftAT «itftt,inj;^ the dilemma to Mrs. Wal- 
/1o, '■ no 'XT f finf. my tyrant ha!^ pfone» I wmh her back again. A 
/Ipttp'ifiqm iq hpftpr than no government at all." 

*' Ah, hrit a rpp7i>»ri/». iq \fOtfAr than a denpotiam !" she replied. 
" ff/i ynfj ffilcf my mpanin^? I'm n^if. certain, after all, that 
*lin n£riff p iq '|nlfo porr^ct.. Bnt the thing in to find a tempo- 
rnr? liMiiqp1rpp|ior. f know rrf no ni ngle dmengaged woman in 
t'fiih^fnT, finlpqfl If l«i Mlw Rifhnfi^y Ooodwin, and her moam- 
M rM(fttfnfinttr*p ntid linhil: of (righing, would be very diaoour- 
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Vgii«»ta,tnreiiifabewere willing logo. Un.Bue 
DigSDM oAo« for Ptolemjr semmu. Tour 
■B b to Me her." 

•• Add if tlut Gulat" 

''Then there m no hopct I shall be vexed, for I vant to see 
thii Mn. Blake. If It wore not for taking cnrc of mj good 
haibind, I ttliould myself bo willing to not )U mbtreSH of Lake- 
vide for » few diiyp." 

" I know you would lio nble to help me I" cried Woodbury, 
joyfiiUy. " Let me iwld Mr, Waldo to the number of my 
ga**'tJi. I shiill bo dfrtighted to have him, and the uhuigo may 
be refreshing to litm. Bcsideei you will have iih all at the 
C^merinn Ohnrcli, if the Blakoe remdn over a Sunday.'* 

" You nro mlttakcn, if you snp[io«od that any thing of the 
kind wu tn my thoughts," »tud Mrs. Waldo. " But the pro- 
IKMal Koundii very [ilciuuiitly. I nm sure wc both should enjoy 
it very mncli, l)ut I oanuot accept, yon know, before consulting 
with my husband." 

*' Leave Mr. Waldo to me." 

The matter was very enaily arranged. The clergyman, fjuth- 
fol to the promise of bia teeth, appreciated a generous diet. 
Ilia own tablo was ofUiutimee fi|inrely supplied, and he waa 
conaciouR of a guatrio craving which gave him discouraging 
viewa of life, There was no likelihood ofanyimmediato birth 
or death in hi* congregation, «nd it wns not the deiwon of the 
year when memlrara were uannlly nesailpd by doubt* and given 
to backslidini;;. More fortunate clorgymi-n went to the wstcr- 
place*, or even to Europe, to rest their exhniiBtod Inngs ; 
lonld he not go to Lakusidu for a week T Tliey hnd no 
int,iuid could shut up theparsonnge during tlieir absunoe: 
old horse T 

" Wifu, we mast get somebody to look after Dobbin," he 
aaid, thiiughtfiilly. 

" Bring Dobbin along," Woodbury laughed, " my old Diek 
will be glad to see him." 

Although neither he nor tfau Woldoa were aware that they 



^^^^^ 



822 HAK5 

hnil s]"ikfti to liny one on the subject, the arrangement that 
had been made was whisjiered to everybody in Ptoteray be- 
fore twenty-four houra were over. Nolliing wan known of 
the Blakea, except thai they were "fashionable," and those 
who would have been delighted to be in the place of llie poor 
clergyman and his wife, expressed their astonishment at the 
conduct of the latter. 

" It's what I call vert/ open communion," Bwd the Rev. Mr. 
Plnchman, of the Campbellite Church. 

Miss Ruhaney Goodwin heaved three of her most mournful 
fiighs, in succession, but said nothing. 

"Merry-mnkiugs so soon after a death in the house," re- 
marked Mrs. Hamilton Bue : " it's quite shocking to think of." 

" Our friend is getting very select," said the Hon. Zeno 
Harder, in his most pompous manner, thereby implying thai 
he should not have been overlooked. 

Mr. Grindle, of course, improved the opportunity on every 
possible occasion, and before the Blakes had been two days 
at Lakeside, it was reported, in temperance circlfls, that they 
bad already consumed one hundred dollars' worth of wine. 

Had these rnmora been known to the pleasant little com- 
munity of Lakeside, tbcy would have added an additional 
hilarity to the genial atmosphere which pervaded tJie house. 
But it was quite removed from the clatter of the village gos- 
sip, and by the time such news had gone its rounds, and been 
conveyed to the victim by sympathizing friends, the occnsion 
which gave rise to it had entirely passed away. In our email 
country oonimumtieB, nothing is so much resented as an indi- 
rect assumption of social independt^nce. A deviation from the 
prevailing habitR of domestic life — a disregard for prevailing 
prejudices, however temporary and absurd they may be — a 
visit from strangers who excite curiosity and are not ruade com- 
mon social property : each of these circninstaiioee is fdt w an 
act of injustice, and conntJtate^ a legitimate exeune for aasanll. 
Since the r^road had reached Tiberius, and the steamer oa 
Atauga Lake began to bring summer visitors to Ptoloinr. 
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thia spectea of despotism had aomewhat relaxed, but it now 
aad then flamed up \Fith the old inteaaity, aud Woodbury 
was too coaiDOpolitan iii his nature not to provoke its ex- 
«rciBe. 

Mr. and Mre. Waldo reached Lakeside the day before the 
arrival of the Blakee, and the latter took immediate and easy 
poBsession of her temporary authority. In addition to Me- 
Unda, than whom no better cook, in a hmited sphere of diahes, 
cotild have been desired, Woodbury had hit upon the singular 
expedient of borrowing a chamber-maid from the Ptolemy 
Honae. Mrs, Waldo's task was thus rendered light and 
agreeable — no more, in fact, than ahe would have voluntarily 
assumed in any household rather than be idle. It was more 
than a capacity — it was almost a necessity of her nature, to 
manage something or direct somebody. In the minor details 
her sense of order may have been deficient; but in regulating 
departments and in genera! duties ahe was never at fault. 
Her Bubordinates instantly felt the bounds she had drawn for 
them, and moved instinctively therein. 

The Blakea were charmed with Lakeside and the scenery 
of the Atauga Valley. Between the boy Goorgo and Bute, 
who was now able to sit on the shaded veranda on still, dry 
days, there grew up an immediate friendship. Miss Josephine 
was beginning to develop an interest in poetry and roraaaces, 
and took almost exchiaive posseaaion of the library, Mr, 
Blake walked over tie farm with Woodbury in the forenoons, 
each developing theories of agriculture equally oiiginal and 
impracticable, while the Mesdames Waldo and Blake improved 
their acquaintance in house and garden. Tlie two ladies nn- 
dcrstood each other from the start, and while there were some 
[loints, in regard to which — as between any two women that 
maybe selected — e.Toh conmiiaerated the other's mistaken views, 
they soon discovered many reasons lor mutual sympathy and 
mutual appreciation. Mrs. Blake had the greater courage, 
Mrs. Waldo the greater tact. The latter had more nutuMl 
grace ami pliancy, the former more acquired refinement of 
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manner. They were alike in tlie coirectoeBS of thear ii 
but in Mrs. Blake the faculty bad been more exquisitely d&- 
veloped, through her greater social experience. It was the 
same air, in the same key, but played an octave higher, Mrs. 
Waldo was more inclined to receive her enjoyment of life 
throngh impulse and immediate sensation ; Mrs. Blake through 
a phUoBopbic discrimination. Both, perhaps would have 
home luisfortune with like calmnees ; but the reeignntion of 
one would have eprnng from ber temperament, and of the 
other from her reason. The fact that tbe reserahlancea in their 
matured womanhood were developed from different bases of 
character, inoreaeed the interest and reepect which the} 
mutually felt. 

On one point, at least, they were heartily in aceord ; namely, 
their friendship for Woodbury. Mrs. Blake was iamiliar, 
as we have already described, with his early manhood in New 
York, and furnished Mrs. Waldo many interesting particDlara 
in return for the desoriptiou which tbe latter gave of his life 
at Lakeside. They were also agreed that there wa« too much 
tnascuhne sweetness in him to be wasted on tbe desert lur, and 
that the place, beautiful as it was, could never be an actual 
Home anlil he bad brought a mistress to it. 

" He was already chafing under Mrs. BabVs role," said Mn. 
Waldo, as tbey walked op and down the broad garden-«lley, 
"and he will be less satisfied with the new housekeeper. 
Bute's wife — as she will be — is a much more agreeable per- 
son, and will no doubt try to do her best, but he will got very 
tired of her face and her ailly talk. It will be all the worse 
because she has not a single cimracterietie strong enough for 
him to seize upon and say : This uiTends me ! You know what 
I moan?" 

" Perfectly ; and your remark is quit© correct. Mr. Wood- 
bury is one of those men who demand positive character, of 
some kind, in the pursons with whom thoy nuociate. He likfit 
fa«t colors, aud tbis new housekeoppr, from your descripUwi, 
muBt be a piece that will fade the longer it Is used. In that 
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wil! become intolerable to him, though she may not 

me serioua fault" 

_ "That cbaracteristio of his," said Mrs. Waldo, "ia the very 

I ituok, why it will be difficult for him to find a wife." 

JtBy the by," asked Mrs. Blake, pausing in her walk, " he 

' me, when we met on the Saguenay, of one womau, 

hore, in your neigh iwrhood, who seems to have made a strong 

impression upon his mind." 

" It was certainly Hannah Thurston !" 

" He did not give me her name. He seemed to admire her 
wntwrely, except in one fatal particular — she is strong-minded." 

"Yes, it is Hannah I" excljumed Mrs. Waldo. "She is a 
noble ^rh and every way worthy of such a man na he — that is, 
if she were not prejudiced agwnst all men." 

" YoH quits interest me about her. I heard Bessie Stryker 
once, when she lectured in St. Louis, and must confess that, 
while she did not convince me, I could see very well how 
she had convinced herself. Since then, I have been rather tolC' 
rant towards the strong-minded class. The principal mistakes 
they make arise from the fact of their not being married, or of 
having moral and intellectual milksops for husbands. In either 
case, no woman can understand our sex, or the opposite." 

" I have said almost the same thing to Hannah Thurston," 
Mrs. Waltlo remarked. " If she would only take one step, 
the true knowledge would come. But she won't." 

"I suspect she has not yet found her Fate," said Mrs. Blake. 
" Was she ever in love, do you think ?" 

" No, I am sure of it. She has refused two good offers 
of marriage to my knowledge, and one of them was from a 
man who believed in the doctrine of Women's Righre, I can't 
imderstand her, though I love her dearly, and wo have been 
intimate for years." 

"Can you not contrive a way for me to make her aoqualnl- 
nnce ?" 

" Whenever yon please. I have no ilonbt she remembers 
the Btory Mr. Woodbury totd ns last winter. I am hostess, 
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now, yoii know, and I oui invite her to dinner to-morrow, ftBtry 
I must ask somebody elae. I have it I Mr. Woodbnry rami 
invite Mr. and Mra, Styles. It will not do for him to show too 
much partiality to our little «ot, and that wiB keep np the biU- 
aiwe of civility." 

Woodbury accepted the proposition with more eatisfa<!tioD 
tlian he judged proper to express. It waa ttie very object he 
desired to acuoniplish, yet which he could not himself mention 
without exciting suspicions in the minds of both the I&dies. 
Ho bad not Been Hannah Thurston smce bis return, and felt a 
strnnge ouriosity to tL-sl bis own sensations when they ehoold 
meet again. Under the nrcDmstaBccs, the invitation conld be 
given and accepted without in the least violating the sod&l 
propriety of Ptolemy. 

The disturbing emotion which had followed her last inter- 
view with Woodbury had entirely passed away from Ilanaab 
Thurston's mind. Her momentary resolation to avoid seelag 
him again, presented itself to her as a confession of weakness. 
A studied avoidftnoe of bis eooiety would be interpreted as 
springing from a hostility which she did not feet. On the con- 
trary, his cnltnre attracted her : his bearing towards her was 
gratefully kind and respeotfbl, and she acknowledged a certain 
Ritellectoal pleasure in bis eonversatiou, even when it assailed 
her dearest oonvictions. Her mother's health, always fluctu- 
ating with the season and the weather, bad somewhat improved 
in the last calm, warm days of August, and she could safely 
leave her for a few hours in Miss Dilworih's charge. The lat- 
ter, indeed, begged Iter to go, that she might bring back a 
Dunute account of Bute's grade of convalesoenoe. In short, 
there wad no plauflible eicuSH for declining the invitation, had 
she been disposed to seek one. 

It was a quiet but very agreeable dinner-party. Mr. and Mrs. 
Stylos were bot.h amisblo and pleasantly rcceplivo persons, and 
Mrs. Waldo took cure that they should not bo overlooked in 
the lively flow of talk. Hannah Tim rst on, who wasamtedbosida 
Mr. Blake and opposite hU wife, soon overcame her lint thidd- 
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Ity, knt] converaed freely and nnttirally wHh her new aoqniiiut- 
ftncc-B. Woodlrarjf'a reoef>Cl<)n at' hi^tiiid bucn fViink »iiil kjnil, 
l>ut lie had litid L»ik to licr thnti on former onsafiions. Nover- 
tUeleai^, alie ocoiuiionally ]im1 a pre«eiitiruont thnt bta Qjrtw were 
upon her — that be lieUned to lit^r, oniile, whtm lw> wno «ngngeil 
in oonver^)g with hi§ other )juMt«. It wan an lUmun) fniK^)', nf 
course, but it oonatAntly returited. 

iVfier dinner, the coiiip«ny p&.Aai>d oot upon tbe vfiraniln, or 
sealed tbomaelvee under the <Ad oaks, to enjoy tlie \«al mellow 
cnnihiTie of the aftornoon. Mrs. BInke and H/Limah lliurston 
found themselves a liltle npart from the other*— an opportunity 
which the former hni sought. Kftch was attnictud toward) 
the other by an iiit«rw<t which directed their ihonghta to tbe 
tame p^Bon, and U the same time rentrained their tongUM 
ftom nttebng his nam«. llnnnah Thurston bml imiiie'liatvly 
TM^piued in bar daw aoiuuinUUMe tlie «iun« mcninl poiiw and 
Belf-poeseaaioo, wbieb, in Woodbnry, bail extort«d her unwtl- 
hng respect, while it so oflen diKconcerleil ber. Bbu knew 
tbat the two were natiTCH of the aamo social cliinat«, and was 
t wbBth«r theji shared the same views of 
', in &ct, those views were part of a cotivcntionftl 
erwd adopted by the class to which they Iwilonged, or, hi each 
MM^ Ae naMr« oondnioDa of an hnneat and truth-sMkiog 
nfeVB, Witfa one of bar own aex abe fdl ttHMger and betl«r 
■>BM4«o4cf«ndbeTMlf. Mnu BUke WM not a woataa of ui> 
iMtal mIeOect, bat what she did poMCM wa« awaka audaeOva, 
W iia *BMllMt tWe. Wbat abe lacked fa> defitli, aba maila ajt 
laqdeknaaiMiddaannnofTiaiaa. She did Dot Mampl bt U- 
low abftnet tbeoriea, or combat tbem, bat v«aU let Ml. m ff 
*j aBilllMrt, one oftiw Aarp, pocitira tndtu, vttb wUeli boUi 
jMMt wd ^pertmac had atorrf Imt miad, mi wkuk aarar 
Mad «o prick aad k* Mm viad wot of avcrr MbUa Uvwa to- 
wardahtr. Tl^ beAy.«M*d to t^adMM^oaf a«*. tH«d« 
bar lb* RMU d ao gaiwM magonbA III— ^i TWmtMi «o«U 
Iktc Bk^ Bai tba lattar, ummifttta^ aw w tad km tut*. 
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landscape, br&ncliing thence to Ptolemy and its inbabitanU, to 
their character, their degree of literary cultivation, and the 
means of enligh tenia ent which they enjoyed, rapidly and 
naturally approached the one important topic. Hannah Thurs- 
tOD menUoucd, among other things, the meetings which were 
held in the interest of Temperance, Anti-Slavery, Non-Reaial- 
auce, and Women's Rights ; Mrs. Blake gave her impreasions 
of Sessie Stryker's lecture: ILinnah Thurston grasped the 
who.e gauntlet where only the tip of a finger had been pre- 
sented, and both women were soon in the very centre of the 
debatable ground. 

"^Vhat I most object to," said Mrs, Blake, "is that women 
should demand a sphere of action for which they are incapaci- 
tated — understand me, not by want of ioteUect, biit by sex." 

"Do you overlook all the examples which Ilifltory fur- 
nishes ?" cried Hannah Thurston, " What ia there that Wo* 
man has not done?" 

"Commanded an army." 

"Zenobia!" 

" And was brought in chains to Home. Founded an em- 
pire ?" 

" She has ruled empires !" 

" After they were already made, and with the help of men. 
Established a religion F Ori^natud a system of pbilosopliy ? 
Created an order of sruhitecture ? Developed a sdence? Id- 
vented a machine ?" 

"I am sure I could find examples of her having distiu- 
guiafaed herself in all these departments of Intellect," Hannah 
ThnrstoD persisted. 

" Distill guis I led herself! Ah I yes, I grant it. After the 
raw material of knowledge has been dug up and (juarried out, 
and smelted, and hewu into blocks, she steps in with her fine 
hand and her delicate tools, and assists man in elaborating llia 
nicer detzuis. But she has never yet done the rough work, 
and I don't believe ehe over will." 

" But with the maine education — the earoe proparatloa — the 
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same ail van tnges, Irom birth, which man possesBes ? She ii 
taught to autioipnte a contracted sphere — nhe is lold that these 
pnrsuits were not meant for her aex, and the det«rnibnti"Ti to 
devote herself to tbem oomes tate, when it oomes at ali. Those 
intellectiial muscles which might have had the aame vigor a« 
man's, receive no early tnunin^. She is thna cheated oat of 
the very bnsk of her natural xtrength : if she has done so 
miKh, fettered, what might ehe not do if her limbs were free ?'' 
Hannah Thurston's face glowed: her eyes kindled, and her 
voice oame sire«t and strong with the intensity of a faith that 
teould not allow itself to be shaken. She wae wholly lost in 
her eubject. 

After a fMtiHc, Mrs. Blake qnietly said : " Yes, if we had 
broad sbonlders, and narrow hips, we could no doubt wield 
sledge-hammers, and tjuarry stone, and reef tails in a storm." 

Again the same cliill a» Woodbary's oonversstdcm had some- 
times invoked, came over Hannah Thurston's feelings. Here 
was the same dogged adherenoc to existing facte, «ho thought, 
the same lack of aspiratioa for a better order of things 1 The 
assertion, which she wonld have felt inclined to resent in a 
nun, saddened her in a woman. The light fiided from her 
face, and she eaid, mournfully : " Yea, the physical superiority 
of man gives him an advantage, by which our sex is overawed 
and held in sabjection. Bat the rule of force cannot last for- 
ever. If woman would bnt a«sert her equ^ity of int*lle*t, 
and claim her share of the rights belonging to human intelU* 
gence, she would soon transfomi the world." 

Mrs. Blake instantly interpreted the change in oountennneo 
and tone ; it went fiir towards gi^•^ug her the key to Hannah 
Thurstan's nature. Dropping the partiisalar question which 
had been started, *be commenced anew. " When I lived in 
Kcw York," said the, " I had many acquiioUno» aiuong the 
artists, and what I learned of ihwn and their lives taught m« 
this lesson— th.at there can be no sadder mistake than to bim- 
oaIcnIa*e one's powers. There is very little of the ideal and 
imnginative element in me, as you see, but 1 have loamwd ita 
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nnture from obseryation. I have never met any man who in- 
spired me with bo mnch pity as a painter whom I knew, who 
might have produced admirable tavern-signs, but who per- 
sisted in giving to the world large historical pictures, which 
were shocking to behold. No recognition canio to the mnn, 
for there was nothing to be recognized. If he had moderated 
his ambition, he might at least have gained a hviiig. but lio 
was ruined before he could be brought to perceive the trath, 
and then died, I am sure, of a broken heart." 

"And you mean," said Miss Thurston, slowly, "that I — 
that we who advocate the juet claims of our sex, arc maHng 



" I mean," Mrs. Blake answered, " that yon should be very 
careful not to over-estimate the capacity of our sei by your 
own, as an individual woman. Yoh may be capable — under 
certain conditions — of performing any of the Bpeoial tntel ■ 
lectual employments of Man, but to do so you must sacrifice 
your destiny as a woman — you must seal up the wclla from 
which a woman draws her purest happiness." 

" Why ?" 

" Ah, my dear," said Mrs. Blake, tenderly, " if your hair 
were as gray as mine, and you had two anch creatures about 
you as Josoy and George yonder, you would not ask. There 
are times when a woman has no independent life of her own 
— when her judgment is wavering and obscured — when her 
impulses are beyond her control. The business of the world 
must go on, in its fi.ted order, whether she has her share in it 
or not. Congresses cannot be adjourned nor trials postponed, 
nor suffering patients neglected, to await her necessities. The 
prime of a man's activity is the period of her subjection. She 
mnat then begin ber political career in the decline of her 
faculties, when she will never bo able to compete snocawfUUy 
with man, in any occupation which he has followed from 
youth." 

Hanuab Tliurslon felt that there must be truth in llieao 
words. At least it was not for her, in her maiden IgnDmaoc, 
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to contradict them. But she was sure, nererthcte^s, that Mre. 
Blake's statement was not sufficient to overthrow her theory 
of woman's equality. She reflected a moment before she 
spoke again, and her tone was less earnest and couGdent than 
■isaaL 

"The statesmen and jurists, the clergymen, physicians, and 
men of science," she said, " ooinpnse bat a small nomber of 
the men. Conid not our sex spare an equal nomber? Would 
not some of us sacrifice a part of our lires, if it were 
necessary?" 

"And lose the peace and repose of domestic life, which 
consoles and supports the pablic life of tnan I" exclaimed Mrs. 
Blake. " It is not in his nature to make this sacrifice — still 
leas is it in ours. You do not think what yon are saying. 
There is no true woman but feels at her bosom the yearning 
for a baby's lips. The milk that is never sucked dries into a 
crust around her heart. There is no true woman but longs, 
in her secret sout, for a man's breast to lay her head on, a 
man's eyes to give her the one took which be girea to no- 
body else in the world !" 

Hannah Thurston's eyes fell before those of Mrs. Blake. 
She painfolly felt the warm flush that crept orer neck, and 
cbcok, and brow, betraying her secret, but betraying it, for- 
tttnately, to a noWe and eartiesUieorted woman. A suenoe 
ensued, which neither knew how to break. 

" Wtal are you plotting so seriously 7" broke in Wood- 
bury's voice, dose beliiud them. " I musi interrupt this M*- 
d-ttU, Mrs. Blake. See what you are \oamgY" 

They both roee and tamed, in obedience to tbe r 
of his hand. The am had snnk so low that the Aade e 
western hill fiUed all the bed of the ralley, and began t 
up the eastern side. A light blue fiUn waa gathering over iho 
marahattbeheadofthwUke, where k divided Into two Usea, 
pohrtingopthecweka. Batthe p«tch«» of woodlMd on tht 
BMtAlMgahill, the steep flekiaoT uwoy oat^tabbk, aoil tha 
ftoMs of while Ctrm-hoata and bsna in the distanc*. wan 
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dsowned. in « bsdi of airy gold, slowly deepening into flame- 
•olor as its tide-mark rote higher on the hiils. Ov^r PUitxnj 
a.moimtain of fire divided th6 forkiog yalkysi which reoieded 
on either handt ^oud^ward, into dim depths of waetkyMU 
Iffigher and higher crept the splendor, nntil it blazed lika a 
fiiagO'aii the to^NBost forests suid fields: then it suddenly w«nt 
oat and was traosferr^d to a raok of broken doud, overhead. . 
Jdm. Styke presently ipade her appearance, bonneted for 
the Fetom to Ptoieiqy, Hannah Thurston was to accompany 
her. Bat as they drove homewards throagh the cool evening 
air,.throagh.the r}pe ^ors of late-flowering grasses, and the 
goldeorrods <»i the road-banks and the eapatorioms in the 
meadowf, it was t the passionate yearmng of the woman, not 
the ambition q£ the masD, which bad entire possession of her 
heart. 
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CHAPTER XSVT. 

IN VHICH A WSDDIMO TAKES PLXOB. 

"Do you know, Mr. Woodbury," siud Mrs. Blake, tbe same 
evcnmg, as tbey were all gatliered together in tfic library, 
"that I have taken an immense likiug to your strong-minded 



" Indeed !" he remarked, with assnmed indiderence. 

" Yes. I had a serioas talk with bor. I employed a mor&l 
probe, and what do you think I found ?" 

" What ?" he repeated, turning towards her with an expres- 
sion of keen interest. 

"No,it wonld not be fair," tantalizingly answered Mrs. Blake, 
in her most deliberate tones. "I shall not betmy any discoveries 
I h:iTO accidentally made. She is too earnest and genuine a 
nature to be disposed of with a pleasantry, I will only say 
ifiis — as far a& she is wrong — which, of course, is admitting 
that ?be is partly right, I, woman as I am, would undertiike 
to convince her of it. A man, therefore, ought to be able to 
restore her to the true faith more easily. Yet yon have been 
living at Lakeside nearly a year and have not succeeded." 

" I have never tried, my fHend," e^d Woodbury. 

" Really r 

" Of course not. Why should I ? She is relentless in her 
prejudices, even in those whitih spring from her limited knowl- 
edge of life. The only cure for such is in a wider experience. 
She cannot understand that a humane and Uberal tolerance of 
all varieties of babit and opinion is compatible with sincerity 
of character. She would make every stream turn some kind 
of a mill, while I am willing to see oue now and then d&sh 




itself to pieces over the rooks, for tlie sake of the Bpray and 
the ratabows. I confess, though, that I do not think this 
I moral rigidity is entirely natural to her ; but the very fact that 
she has slowly reasoned herself into it, and so intrenched and 
defended herself against attack from all ijnarters, makes it so 
much tlie more difficult for her to itrike her Sag. K yon 
were to approach her position disarmed and propose a Irnce, 
she would looii upon it as the stratagem of an enemy." 

"No, no I" cried Mrs. Blake, shaking her head, with a mia- 
ohievonfl sparkle in her eyes; "that is not the way at alll 
Don't yon know tliat a strong ^-oman can only be overcome 
by auptmor strength? No white flags— no proposals of 
truce — but go, armed to the teeth, and fire a train to the 
mine which shall blow her fortress to atoms in a moment 1" 

•' Bravo ! What a commander is lost to the world in you I 
But suppose I don't see any train to the mine?" 

"Pshaw!" exclaimed Mrs. Blake, turning away in tnock 
contempt. " You know very well that there is but ona kind 
of moral gunpowder to be used in such cases. I am going to 
drive into Ptolemy this afternoon with Mrs. "Waldo, and I 
shall make a call at the Thurston cottage. Will you go with 
ua?" 

"Thank yon, not to-day. Mr. Blake and I have arranged 
to take a boat on the Lake and Bsh for pickerel It Is better 
sport than firing trains of moral gunpowder." 

The two ladies drove into Ptolemy as they bad proposed. 
Mrs. Blake made herself quite at home at the Cimmeriaa 
Parsonage, where she recognized the Christos Conaolator as 
an old friend out of her own bedroom, and went into raptures 
over Hannah Thurston's bouquet of grasses. She mentally 
determined to procure from the donor a umilar ornament ftif 
her boudoir in Su Louis, and managed the matter, indocd, 
with such skill that Miss TTiurston innocently supposed the 
oSer to make and forward the bouijuet came RponianouuKly 
from h creel f. 

To the Widow Thnreton's «ottsge Mrs. Bl^e came like a 
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strong, refreshing breoze. In other householda^ kcr aharp, 
dear, detective nature might have uncomfortably blown 
iway the drapery from majiy concealed infirmities, but here it 
encountered only naked trntlifiilness, and was welcome. She 
bowed down at once before the expression of past trials in 
the cJd woman's face, and her manuer assumed a teuderiiesG ull 
the sweeter and more fascinating that it rarely oane to tbe 
surface. She took Miss DllworUi's measure at a unglo glance, 
and the result, as she afterwards expressed it to MrA, Waldo^ 
was much more favorable than that lady had aaticipUed. 

" He ooold not have a better housekeeper than she, just at 
present." 

"Why, yon astonish me I" Mrs. Waldo exclaimed; "why 
do you thiok so ?" 

"I have DO particular reason for thinking so," Mrs. Bkke 
answered ; " it's a presentimeM." 

Mrs. Waldo turned away her eyes frou Dobbin's eara 
(which she always watched with some anxiety, idlhough the 
poor old beast had long since forgotten how to sh^ them back), 
and inspected her companion's face, ll waa entirely grave 
and eerions. " Oh," she said at last, in a poz^ed tone, " that's 
aU?" 

" Yea, and therefore you won't think it worth much. 
But my presentiments are generally correct ; wait and aee." 

The Blakes remaned over a Sunday, and went, as it wai 
generally surmised they would, to the Cimmertaa Clmrch. 
Tike attendance was unusunlly large on that day, erobraoing, 
to the surprise of Mrs. Waldo, the Hamilton Buea and Miaa 
Kuhauey Goodwin. On IDe entrance of the strangers into 
the churob, a subdued rastUng soimd ran along the bcoclies 
(pewB were not altowe<l by the Cimmerians), and most of the 
heads tiinied stealthily l<7warJ8 the door. The immo- 
diate silence that followed had something of diaappoinUneni 
in it. Tliere was nothing remarkable in the tall, keen-eyed 
lady in plain black sUk, or the stout, shrewd-faued, gray- 
whiskered man who followed her. Miss Joaephiue'a flat straw 




lod Mdo Bilk manliUa .ittraoted much more attention 
among Uie youuger members of the congregation. After tbe 
Uymii had been given out, however, and the first bars of the 
triumphant choral of "Wilniot" (acoonUng lo the rnu^c- 
books, but Carl Maria von Weber in the world of Art) were 
heard, a new voice gradually took its place in the midst of 
the accuBtomed and imperfectly according eonndB, and very 
soon assumed the right of a ruler, forcing the others to keep 
step with it in the majostio movement of the choral. Not 
remarkably sweet, bat of astonishing strength and metal- 
lic sonority, it pealed, like a trumpet at the bead of the iU- 
disoiplined four battalions of singers, and elevated them to a 
new confidence in themselves. 

The voice was Mrs, Blake's. She professed to be no singer, 
for she knew her own deficiencies so well, that she never at- 
tempted to conceal them; but her voice had the one rare 
element, in a woman, of power, and was therefore admirably 
effective in a certain range of subjects. In society she rarely 
sang any except Scotch songs, and of these especially such ns 
dated fi'om the rebellion of 1T45 — those gloriously defiant 
lays, breathing of the Higlilauda and the heather and bonnie 
Prince Charlie, which cast an immortal poetic gleam over the 
impotent attempt to restore a superannuated dynasty. Had 
she lived in those days Mrs. Blake might have sung the slogan 
to the gathering clans: as it was, these songs were the only 
expression of the fine heroic capacity which was latent in her 
nature. She enjoyed the smging fully as much as her auditors 
the hearing, and, if the truth could be distinctly known, it is 
quite probable that she had prompted Mr. Waldo In bis se- 
leclinn of the hymn. Her participation iu it threw the whole 
Cimmerian oongregRtiou on her side, and the Hamilton Buee 
privately expressed their belief lliat the clergyman h.id taken 
uri undue advantage of Iiis opportunities as a guest at Lake- 
side, to instil bis heretical ideas of bf^lism into the mitiiU of 
Mr. and Mrs, Blake. It transpired aft«rwftrdfl, however, that 
the Utter wcra Episcopalian, both by Eaitli and bibonlauee. 
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Tbe <ia/ at Ust arrived for the breokiDg up of the nuw 
boaseliulil, to the great regret of all its membera. Miss Josw- 
pbitie tore lieraelf vitb dillBoalty fi'om tlic library, only |iar- 
tislly coneoltid by tbe preeeut of "Undiue" aud "Siutraiai." 
George want«d to aWy with Bute and learn to trap miwk-ratfl 
niid snare rabbits. Mr. Waldo half eheailted his teeth with 
his ixisQfficient lips and went hack to his plain tare with a sigb 
of resignation. The ladies kisned each other, aud Woodbury 
would assuredly have kissed them both if he bad known bow 
charitably ihey would have reoeived the transgression. Bale 
was embarrassed beyond all bis previous experience by tlie 
present of hall' a doxen silver lea-spooas whiuh Mrs. Jjlake 
had Ifonghi in Ptolemy and presented to him through her hoy 
George. 

"You are going to begin kouse>keeiung, I hev," said she, 
"and you must let George help you with the outfit," 

Bute oolore«l like a young girl *' They're wuth more'n the 
silver, oomiii' to ns thaX-a-way," he said at last. " TU tell 
Carrio, and we aha'n'i never use 'em, without thinJdn' o' you 
and Georga" 

The farowella were taiA, »nd Lakeside relapsed into its ao- 
onstomed quiet. The borrowed chambermaid was returned (o 
the Ptolemy House, and the old Mehuda alone remained in 
the kitchen, to prepare her incomparable oorn-cake nod broiled 
ohickeii. Bute was now able, with proper preoiiutiona, to 
walk about the farm and direct the necessary labor, witliout 
taking pari in it. Woodbury resumed bis former habit of 
horseback exercise, and visited some of his ncqiiaintanoes in 
Ptolemy and ihe neighborhood, but the departure of Ins 
pleasant guests letl a very perceptible void In his life, lie 
had sufficient resources within bimself to endure Bahtud(^ 
but he was made, like every hoallhily-conetitated man, for 
society. 

Thus a fevr days passed Rway, and Bute's oonvahwowoD 
began to take tlie hoe of absolute health. He now viaiied 
Ptoiemy every day or two, to watch the progress made iu a 



oortaJn silver-grny dress, nad to enjoy the esqoifiite novelty ol 
cODBnlting Miss Dilworth about their future household ar- 
rangemcDtH. The latter sometimes, from long habit, reassumed 
her former uir of coquetry, but it was do longer tantalinug, 
and an earnest word or look sufficed to check her. A charnt 
ing liumjlity took the plac« of her affected superiority, and 
became her vastly better, as she bad sense enough to disooru. 
Her ringlets had disappeared forever, and her eyeUdH grad- 
uallj recovered strength for iin open and steady glanoe. Id 
&ct, ber eyes were prettier than she had supposed. Tli^ 
pale beryl-tiut deepened into brown at the edges, and when 
the pupil expanded in a subdued light, they miglit almost bare 
been called baiel. In Spain ttiey would have been sung as 
*' ojo» verdei" by the poets. On the whole, Bute had chosen 
more sensibly than we supposed, whcu wo first made MLss 
Di] worth's acquaintance. 

The arrangements for tlie wedding were necessarily few and 
simple. Woodbury first proposed that it should be solemnized 
at Lakeside, but Mrs. Waldo urged, that, since her husband 
was to officiate on the occasion, it would be better for many 
reasons — one of which was Mrs. Babb's recent death — tliat it 
should take place at the parsonage. Miss Dilworlh was se- 
cretly bent on having a bridesmaid, who should, of ooui-se, be 
Hannuli Thurston, but was obliged to relinquish her project, 
through the unexpected resistance which it encountered on 
the part of But«. "None of the fellows that I could ask to 
Btand up with me would do for A«r," said lie, 

" Why not Mr. WoodbiiryP" suggested Miss Carrie. 

" He I Well — he'd do it in a minute if I was to ask him, bai 
I won't. Between you aud me, Carrie, they can't bear eaoh 
other ; they're like cats and dogs." 

"Bute I a'n'l yoQ ashamed?" 

"What? 0' tellin' the truth ? No, nor aVt likely to bo. 
See here, Carrie, why can't we let it alone ? Mr. Waldo'U tie 
us jiat as tight, all the same, and wlien it's over you wout 
know the diffeT«uce." 
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"Bat — Bute," Afisa Carrie persisted, " I think she expects 
it of me." 

"Sbe ha'n't set her heart on it, I'U be bound. Fll ask ber. 
Miss n»nn!ih I" 

The twa were in the open Mr, at the corner of the cottage 
nearest the garden. The window of iho little sitting-room 
was open, and Bute's call brought Miss Thurston to it. 

''Oh, Bute, don't!" pleaiJcd Miss Dilworth, ready to cry, 
but he had already gone too far to etop. " MJsa Hannah," 
B^d he, " we're talkin' about the weddin'. Tm thinkin' it'll 
hejist as well without waiters. Carrie'd like to have yon for 
bridesmaid, and Vm sure Td be glad of it, only, yon know, 
yon'il have to stand up with somebody on my side, and there's 
nobody I could ask but Mr. Max, and — and Fm afriud that 
wooldn't be ngroeable, like, for either o' yon." 

" Bute I" cried Carrie, in real distress. 

Bute, however, was too sure of the truth of what he had 
Biud to Buspect that he could possibly give pain by uttering it. 
The first rude shoek of hia words over, Hannah Thurston felt 
greatly relieved. " Ton were right to tell me, Arbutus," said 
she ; " for, although I should be quite wiUing, at another time, 
to do as Carrie wishes, no matter whom yow might choose as 
your nearest &iend, I think it bei^t, at present, that there 
should be as little ceremony as possible. I will talk with you 
about it afterwards, Carrie," And she moved away from tlie 
window. 

At length the important day arrived. Bute woke when the 
cocks crowed three o'clock, and found it impossible to get to 
sleep again. His new clothes (noi made by Selb Wattlen) 
were in the top drawer of the old bureau, and Melinda had 
laid some sprigs of lavender among them. He tried to 
Imagine how he would look in them, how he would feel during 
the ceremony and afterwards, how curious it must be to have 
u w ife of your own, and everybody know it. He pictured to 
himself bis friends on the neighboring farms, saying : " How's 
your wife, Bute F" when tliey met, and then he thought of 
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Mother Forty, nnd what & ptty tbat she had not liv«3 long 
enough to know Carrie Wilaon — ^wlio, of conree, would be a 
very different creature from Carrie Dilworth ; but he always 
came back to the new clotlics in tbe top burean-drawer, and 
the duty of the day that wae beginning to dawn. Then, he 
heard Pat.'a voice amoug the cattle at tbe bam ; then, » stir- 
ring in the kitchen under hiin, and presently the noiae of the 
ooffee-mil! — and still it was not light enough to shave ! More 
slowly than ever before the sun rose ; his toilet, which usually 
lasted five minuter, took hdf an hoar ; he combed his hair in 
three diSbrent ways, none of which vas succgsbIiiI ; and finally 
went l^o^^^l to breakfast, feeling more ftwkwsrd and (incoi» 
fortable than ever before in his life. 

Woodbury shook hands with him and compUrftented him on 
his appearance, after which he felt more composed. The 
preparatione for the riile to Ptolemy, nevertheless, impressed 
him with a. certain solemnity, as if he were a culprit awaiting 
execution or a corpse awaiting burial, A feeling of helpless- 
ness came over him: the occasion seemed to have been 
brought about, not so much by bis own will aa hy un omnipo- 
tent fate which had taken him at his word. Presently Pat. 
came np grinrdng, dressed in his Sunday suit, and auuouQoed: 
" Tlie bosses is ready, Misther Bute, and it'll be time we're 
off" After the ceremony Pat, was to drive th« happy pair to 
Tiberius, where Ihcy proposed spending a honeymoon of two 
diiys with the bride's oM aunt. He wore a bright bine cost 
with brass buttons, and Melinda had in«Bt«d on pintiinga 
piece of white ribbon on the left lappel, " Kase," m she r» 
marked, " down Souf ole Missus always had 'um ao." 

Woodbury mounted his horse and rode off, in advance, 
through the soft 8e]flumb«r morning. At the parsonage h» 
found every thing in readiness. Mrs. Walila, sjMrkliug wiih 
mtisfaetion, rustled about in a dark-green silk (turned, anil 
witJi the spots carefully emmd by camphoiti.<), vibruling tnec*- 
onntly biilween the littic parlor wliore Ihu oareniODy vat to 
take place, an<l the bedrt«m ui>«tairB, whe» the biide was 
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being arrayed under the direction of Ektinab Thurston. 
Xotliing, as she cnndidl^ confessed, enlisted her sympathies ho 
completely as a wedding, and it was the great inconvenience 
of a small congregation that her husband had so few occastona 
to officiate. 

"PromisB me, Mr. Woodbury," she sMd, as she finally 
paused in her movements, from the impossibility of finding 
any tiling else to do, " that you will be married by nobody bat 
Mr. Waldo." 

" I can safely promise that," he answered : " bnt pray don't 
ask me to fix the time when it shall take place." 

"If it depended on me, I would say to-morrow. Ah, there 
ia Bute 1 How nicely he looks 1" With these words she went 
to the door and admitted hini. 

Bute's illuesB had bleached the tan and subdued the defiant 
mddiiieBH of his akio. In bluck broadcloth aod the white silk 
gloves (white kids, of the proper number, were not to be 
found in Ptolemy) into which he had been unwillingly persuaded 
to force his large hanils, an air of semi-refinement overspread 
the strong masnuliue expression of his face and body. His 
hair, thinned by fever and closely cut, revealed the shape 
of hia well-balaDced bead, and the tender blue gleam in his 
honest eyes made them positively beautiful. Mrs. Waldo 
expressed her approval of his apjiearance, without the least 



Soon afterwards, a rustling was heard on the stairs ; the 
door opened, and Miss Carrie Dilworth entered the parlor with 
blushing cheeks and downcast eyes, followed by Hannah 
Thun^tODi <n the white muslin dress and pearl-colored ribbons 
which Woodbury so well remembered. The bride was really 
charming in her gray, »lvery silk, and a light-green wreath 
crowning her rippled hair. Orange-blossoms were not to be 
had in Ptolemy, and there were no white garden-flowers in 
bh'Oin except larkspurs, which of course were not to b«j 
thought of. Hannah Thurston, therefore, persuaded her lo 
content herself with a wreath of the myrtl^leaved box, as tba 
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ne&TMt approach to the oonvotitiunitl bridal diadem, and tli( 
efiect wm ximple snd becoming. 

Bjicli of the purties waa ngreeobly surprised U tba other's 
appearance. Buu, not a little embarrassed as to how hs 
shonld act, took Misa Dilworth's hand, aud held it in his own, 
deliberating whether or not it was expected that he sboulil 
kiss her then and there. Kiss Dihvorth, finding that lie di4 
not let it go, boldly uiswered the presEore and clung to blm 
willi a ualural and touching dr of dependence and reliauoe. 
NuUiing oould have been more charming than the sppoaronce 
of the two, IIS they etood togell)er in the centre of the litUs 
room, he all man, she nil woman, in the most saured moment 
of Ufe. They expressed the sweetest relation of the sexes, ha 
yielding in his tenderness, she confiding in her trust. Uo 
declaration of mutual righia, no snttplciouB meaaiirument of 
the words of the compact, no comparison of powers gi-antad 
with powers received, but a blind, anlhiuking, blit^sful, redpro- 
cal Beli-l>efitowaL Tliis espreHitiou in their attilude and their 
faces did not escape Plannah Thurston's ey& It forced upon 
her mind doubts which she would willingly have avoided, but 
which she was only strong enough to postpone. 

Pat. had alrendy slipped into the room, and stood awkwardljr 
in a corner, holding his hat in both hands. The only other 
■tranger present was Miss Sophia Stevenson, who had kindly 
assisted ihp. bride in the preparation of her wardrobe, and who 
differed [roin her sister sp'mater, Miss Riiltancy Gooilwin, in 
the fact tbnl she was always more ready to smiU than ngb. 
AU hang aeaambled, Mr. Waldo name forward and porformed 
the uiuple but impressive oercinooy, follovtiiig it with aa 
eai'uost prayer. Miss Carrie lifted up ber luja^l and pronounocd 
the ** I will" with courage, but during the prayer she bent it 
again so that it partly rested «guiiat Bute's shoalder. Whtm 
the final "Amen!" was said, Bute very graitly and fiolcmnly 
kissed his wife, a:id both were then hearUly coiigrntubtod by 
the olergynuu, who suiaweded tn ohMlug bia hjin ButBuwBlly 
to aoUiara the aalute which an old tnaad might taka withont 
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bliune. Then there were hearty greetings all ronnO : the cer- 
tificate of marriage was sigDod and given to the wife for safe- 
keepiag, as if JlB exi6t«uoe were more important to her thaii 
to the husiband ; aud finally Mrs. Waldo prepared what the 
Hon. Zeno Harder would have called a ** eoe-lation." Wood- 
bury had been thoughtful enough to send to the pnrsottago a 
bottle or two of the old Dennisou Madeira, righdjr judging 
that if .Mrs, Babb had been alive, she would have desired it 
fbr the reaaoii that " she" would have done the same thing. 
On tbid occasion all partook of the peruiciou« beverage except 
Hiiiinah Thurston, and even Bhe was surprised to find but a 
very mild condemnation in her feelings. The newly-wedded 
couple beamed with a miiture of relief and contentment; 
Carrie was delighted at hearing herself addressed as "Mrs. 
Wilson," and even But* foood the words "your wife," after 
the first ten minutes, not the lea»t strange or embarrassing. 

Presently, however, the wife slipped away to reappear in a 
pink gingham and a plaid shawl. The horses were ready at the 
door, and Pat. was grinning, whip in hand, as hest'0W«d away * 
a small carpetr-bag, containing mingled male and female artides, 
under the seat. A few curious spectators waited nn the plank 
side-walk, opposite, but Bute, having gone through the graud 
ordeal, bow felt oouriige to face the world. As they took 
liietr seats, imd Put. gave a prelLmlnary Hourieli of his whip, 
Mrs Waldo produced au ancient slipper of her own, ready to 
hurl it at the right moment. The horses started ; tlie shpper 
6ew, whizxed between their heads and dropped into the bot- 
tom erf* the carriage. 

" Don't look bauk 1" ihe cried ; but there was do dangtr of 
lliat. The n»d must have been very rougli, for But« waa 
obliged to put his ann around his wife's waint, aud the dust 
must have been very dense, fur she liod raided her handlMf- 
ohief to her eyes. 

" Will you take care of me to-day ?" said Woodbury to the 
Waldos. " 1 shall not go back to Lakeside until evenlug." 
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CnAPTER XXVTL 

DESCRIBIirG CERTAIN TBOITBLBS OF ME. WOODBtTBT. 

Whkh they returned to Mrs. Waldo's parlor, the converei^ 
tion naluraUy ran upon the ceremony which had >ast been Bol- 
piiinized and the two chief actors in it> There was but one 
jiidginent in regard to Bute, and his wife, also, had gjuned 
steadily in the good opinion of all ever since her betrothal 
beside the siok-bed. 

" I had scarcely noticed her at all, before it happened," said 
Woodbury, " for she impressed me as a shallow, ridicnloua, 
little creature — one of those unimportant persons who seem 
lo have no other ubo than to fill up the cracks of society. Bat 
one little spark of affection gives light and color to t)ie most 
insipid character. Wbo could have suspected the courage and 
earnestness of purpose which took her to Lakeside, when the 
fever hod possession of the house ? Since then I have heartily 
respected her. I have almost come to the conclusion that no 
amotuit of triumphant intellect is worth so much reverence aa 
we spontaneously pay to any simple and genuine emotion, 
common to all human beings." 

" I am glad to hear you say so I" exclaimed Mrs. Waldo. 
" Because then you will never fiul in a proper respect to our 
net. Hannah, do you remember, when you lent me Long- 
fellow's Poems, how much T Itkod tliat line about ' afieation F' 
I don't often quote, Mr. Woodbury, because Tin never Bute of 
gotting il exactly right ; but it's this : 

" ' Wliat I Mt««m Id wonm 
la her aSeotion, nut h«r iautlaoii' 



"Aai I believe all men of soaso do." 
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" 1 uamiot Indorse Uie Bentiracnt, precisely in those words,*' 
Woodbnry answered, " I e«tAcm hoth affection and intellect 
In woman, bot tfae first quality mnet be predominant. Its ab- 
sence in man may now aa<) then be tolerated, but to woman it 
u indittp^sable." 

" Might not woman miika the same requirement of man V 
Hannah Thurston suddenly asked, 

"Certainly," he answered, "and with full justice. That is 
one point wherein no one oan dispute the equal rights of the 
sexca. But the capadty to love is a natural qanlity, and there 
is no true afieotioo where the parties are continnally measuring 
their feelings t« see which love* the most. Bute and hi« wift^ 
wiD be perfectly happy so long as they are satisfied with the 
simple knowledge of giving and receiving." 

"That's exactly my idea!" cried Mm. Waldo, in great 
ddi^hL " UasbBni], do you recollect the promises we iiiade 
to each other on our w«dding-day ? There's ncTer a w«dding 
happens but I lire it all 6yer again. We wore Navarino bon- 
nets then, and slcevea pufl«d out with bags of down, and yon 
wouid lay yoor head on one of them, as we drove along, just 
liice Bute and Carrie to-d»y, on onr way to Father WuMo'h. 
1 Skid then that I'd never donbl yon, never take back an atom 
of my trust in yon — and Fve kept my word from that day to 
tlua, and FIl keep it in this world and the next !" 

Here Mrs. Waldo ootnally burat into tears, bat smiled 
throagb them, like the sudden rush of a stream from whioh 
■pray and rainbow are bom at the same instant. "I am a 
villy old creature," she siud : "don't mind me. Half of my 
heart baa been in Carrie's breast all morning, and I knew I 
should make a fool of myself before the day was out." 

" You're a good wife," said Sir. Waldo, patting her on the 
bead as if ishe had been a little girl. 

Hannah Thunitun rose, with a wild, desperate feeling in her 

heart. A pitiless hand seemed to dutch and crnili It in her 

Ijoiom. So, «he thonght, soma half^drowired sailor, floaiitig 

oo the plank of a wreck, ranit feel wlien the sail that prominetl 

I ft* 



'4«M Utii^ti y»i0iK^ *ivte ^tfa 'h^ 

^ iMT nrtXi \\0f j^:Tmui UUA inlM» ^ttum unrv^ Jl' 

H^A 4f rrv«r • urn, lF*UitfM»> taOff: "ilMlft IIIIIIIfllliF OlIXIEXi'' 

^•u*>0 -^ V list r^a» -iuvTt n 'hft laon^ naimcp «f 

ilfyy^t\Mi^gi yf.MTAfH/t, "^ -m .ftflffltud: tifrnnuui '^i 

,»iijr, «u{ iFHM*it mM«*5uirj?tfMn vi ittt wit yuunierifL rr nbmss^ 

^tH44 ifAf^ 4 :^itiMA 4C 'V'vviHnrT. f&ii iuK -vi* inBcaBBC^ 
Hnf. Jtr dw|^*i3wwbi iuv 4)^rnit ^ t im^grj^^ ikin "ii ier inn. "^Tm 

fHA tinii«u*^t« 4iw< 'l^itii^n ^^ ail* ^iiMri^j>ir ai ^aiair inu «r 

K/<y^ «twt4-^7< "vM^ * A-irir iifttp^y^^ JSfc^, «kir Uint ttiisej snakcuw 
4rV»v>» f.K« pfytm^ifti f,i % fM$K\ h^aar, ^sMfit ^^jr^ h, buc iuziimL 

A4 t^f^ t/x^ Jaj»»^ />f %\^, VfniAf^ \^ idi^, rf0¥t mA pen Mr 

iKf\iMt h^l ftK^i« Sf4^fxy^\ iU^Af^ khti fnh that ft gmre Lin «br» 
fMffUHfftiry ffffWMT Uf tVmt'j^fm mftn*dhinff of the emodoa vfaidi 
hft4 utpmUfftiift inff, Uh4\ hti tltrtUi no, nhe never could bare 
m^ \t\m HHiAUi To tbin ruAn, </f all men, she would cootiDiie 
i// M^Mrfi li^ i>/|tj«lky, What<7ver weaknefl^es others might 
dliwi^/t<«r, Im At U^Mki fthoiild onljr know her in her strength. 
'I1i«< f ifAt of tha dny {iaimmkI rftther tamely to Woodbury, and 
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as he rode down tfie valley during the sweet and solemn 
COming-OQ of the twilight, he was conscious of a sensation 
which he had not esperieneed since the days of his early triiJs 
in New York. He well remembered the melancholy Sabhalli 
evenings, when he walked along the deserted North River 
piers, watching the purple hills of Staten Island deepen inui 
gray as the sanset faded — when all that he saw, the qaiei 
vessels, the cold bosom of the b»y, the dull red houses on the' 
shores and even the dusky heaven overhead, was hollow and 
unreal — ^whcu tliere was no joy in the Present and no promise 
in the Future. The same hopeless chill came over him uow. 
All the life had gone out of tlie landscape ; its colors were 
cold and raw, the balmy tonic odor of the goldoo-roda and 
meadow marigolds seemed only designed to conceal some 
rank odor of decay, and the white iVont of Lakeside greeted 
him with the threat of a prison rather than the welcome of a 

On the evening of the second day Bute returned, as de- 
lighted to get back as if he had made a long journey. The 
light of his new life still Uy upon him and gave its biinian 
transfiguration to his face. Woodbury aludied tiie change, un- 
consciously to its subject, with a curiosity which ho had never 
before acknowledged in similar cases. He saw the matj's su- 
preme content in the healthy clearness of his eye, in the light, 
elastic movement of his limbs, and in the lively satisfaction with 
which ho projected plana of labor, in which he was to perform 
the principal part. He had taken a fresh interest in life, and 
was all courage and activity. In Carrie, on the other hand, 
the trustful reliance she had exhibited appeared now to have 
assumed the form of a willing and happy submission. Slic 
recognised the ascendency of ses, in her husband, without 
being able to discern its nature. Thus Bute's pliun comniou- 
Bense suddenly took the form of rough native intellect iu h«r 
eyes, and confessing (to hersell', only) her own deficienoy, 
her affection was supported by iho pride of her respect. Her 
old aunt had whispered to her, before they left Tiberiua: 
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" (hairline, yon're a lucky gsl. Y'r husband's a proper nice 
Bian as ever I gee, and eo well set-up, too. You'll both b« 
wtll to do, afore you die, if you take keer o' what you've got, 
and lay up what it brings in. I sfaouldu'c wonder if yon WM 
able to Mud your boys to Collidge." 

This suggestion opened a new field for her ambition. The 
thought seemed still a scarcely permitted liberty, and slie did 
not dure to look at her face In the glass when it passed 
through her mind ; but the mother's instiiict, which Inrka, un- 
suspected, in every maideu's breast, boldly asserted its ex- 
istence to the young wife, a»d eba began to dream of tlie 
future reformers or legislators whom it might be her for- 
tunate lot to cradle. Her nature, as we have already more 
than oDc« explained, was so shallow that it could not coataiu 
more than one set of ideas at a time. The acquired aSeo- 
talioBs by which she had hitherto been swayed, beiug driven 
from the held, her new faith in Bute possessed her wholly, 
lod she became natural by the easiest transition in the world. 
Characters like hers rarely have justice done to them. Oen- 
erally, they are passed over as too trivial for serious inspeo- 
tJon : their follies and vanities are so evident and transparent, 
that the petit verre is supposed to be empty, when at tho 
bottom may He as potent a drop of the honey of human lovei 
as one can find in a whole huge ox4iom of mead. 

Now began for Woodbury a life very different from what 
he had anticipated. Bute took possession of his old steward- 
ship with the joyous alacrity of a man doubly restored to the 
world, and Mrs. Carrie Wila>u fidgeted about from moruing 
QDtil night, fearful lest some neglected duty in her department 
might be seen. The careful respect which Woodbury ex- 
erciaed towards her gave her both courage and content in her 
new posilioQ, while it preserved n certain distance between 
them, She soon learned, not only to understand but to share 
Bute's exalted opinion of bis master. In thia respect, Wood- 
bury's natural tact was unerring. Without their knowledge, 
he {guided those who lived about liim to the exact places. 




whiuh lie desired them to filL In any European hoiiseliolii 
Bucb matters would have settled tbeinsclvea withoul truublv ; 
but in America, where t)ie vote of the hired ueatralises tlial 
of the hirer, and both have an equal chnoee of reaching the 
Presidential ehair — where the cook and chambermaid may 
hflfipen to wear more costly bonnets than their mistress, and 
to have a livelier interest in the current fashions, it requires 
uo Utile skill to harmonize the opposite features of absolute 
equality and actual subjection. Too great a fatniliarity, ao- 
cording to the old proverb, breeds contempt ; too slnet an 
assertion of the relative positions, breeds rebellion. 

Xhe man of tme cultivation, who may fraternize at will 
with the humblest and rudest of the human race, reBoi*ves, 
nevertheless, the liberty of selecting his domestic associates, 
Woodbury insisted on retaining his independence to this ex- 
tent, not from an assumption of superiority, but from a resist- 
ance to the dictation of the uncultivated in every tiling that 
concerned his habits of life. He would not have hesitated to 
partake of a meal in old Meliuda's cottnge, but it was always 
a repugnant sensation to liini, on visiting the Herryfields, 
when an Irish laborer from the field came in his shirt-sleeves, 
or a strapping mulatto woman, sweating from the kitchen fire, 
to take their places at the tea-table. Bute's position was 
above that of a oomniou laborer, and Woodbury, whose long 
Indian life had not accustomed him to prefer lonely to social 
flls, was glad to have the company of bis wedded assistants 
at breakfast and dinner, and this became the ordinal^ habit ; 
. but he was careful to preserve a margin sufficient for his own 
1 freedom and convenience. Carrie, thougli making occasional 
mistakes, brought so much good-will to the work, that the 
housekeeping went on smoothly enough to a bachelor's eyes. 
If Mrs. Blake's favorable judgment had reference to this aspect 

I of the case, she was sufficiently near the truth, but it) another 
respect she certainly madu a great mistake. 
It was some days before Woodl>ury would confess to him- 
self the disturbauee whmli llie new household, though so con- 
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reniently regulated, oooaaioued him. The eight of Bute's I 
clear moniiag litce, the stealthy gUoce of ileli^lu nntli w)iii-b J 
lie fuUowed the movementa of hU beaiuJug tittle wife, la 
prepared the broakfoat'table, the eager and absurd luaucouTreB I 
which she perpetrated to meet him for jost orm aeooud (long 1 
enough for the purpose), out^de the kitcfaen-door as be re- 1 
turned from the £eld — nil theie tbiags eisgularly annoyed I 
Woodbury. The two were not opeuly demonalnitive in their [ 
nuptial oontent, but it was constantly around them like ta I 
atmosphere. A thousand tokens, so minute tlint idonu thay I 
meant nothing, combined to expreea the eternal joy which ' 
tuan poMeasee in woman, and woman in man. It pervaded 
the mansion of Lokeude from top to bottom, like one of those I 
powerful ecenta which cling to the very wall« and oatmot Im | 
washed oat. When he endeavored to avoid seeing it or sniv 
mising its existence, in one way, it presunted itself to him ill 
another. When, a§ it Bometimea happened, cither of tha | 
parties became oouscious tbat he or the had betrayed a littl* 
too much tcnderneae, the simulated indifference, tlie uunalural 
gravity which followed, made the bright features of their new I 
world all the more painfully diii!tinct by the visible wall which 
it built ap, temporarily, between him and tliem. He ww 
isolated in a way which left him no power of protest. Tltejr 
were happy, and his hnTnan sympathy forbade him to resent ll} ' 
they were ignorant and uncultivated, in ooiuparison to hlmaclf^ | 
and his pride oonid give him no support ; they were sinoers, ' 
and his own sincerity of character was called upon to ruoog-l I 
niae it ; their bond was saored, and demanded hie ravereuoch 
Why, then, should he be disturbed by that wtuch enlisted all 
Ills better qualities, aod peremptorily checked the eiordse of 
the opposite ? ^Vhy, agiunst all cotnmon-senso, all ^ntls in- 
etiuota, all reooguttiou of the tollieat htuuan duty, should h« I 
in this new Paradise of Love, be the euvioua terpeat rathe« 
tlitin the protecting angel f 

The feeling vfU olearly there, wbat«var might be its aspla- 
nation. There worn tl'ues when ho sought to reuou It away 
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as the iitiagiiiary juMloaiy of a new landed proprietor, -who 
preeeiiU to hluiBelf the idea of ownership in every po*- 
eible form in order to enjoy it the more thoroughly. Lake- 
side WM hiB, to the Bm^Iest stone inside hi« boundary fence, 
and the mossiest shingle on the barn-roof; but the old bouse 
— the riial heart of the projierty — now belonged more lo 
others than to himself. The dead had signed away their -B- 
tercst in its warmth and shelter, but it was havntcd in every 
chanibfr by the ghosts of the living. The uew-made husbuiid 
and wife tilled it wilh a feeling of home, in which he had no 
part. They lia<l nsurped his right, and stolen the oomlbrt 
which ought to belong to him alone. It was their house, anci 
he the tenant. As he rode down the valley, in the evenings, 
and from the bridge over Roaring Brook glanced across the 
meadows to the annriy knoll, the lore, which was not his own, 
looked ftt htm from the windows ghnimering in the sunset and 
•cemed to say : " You would not ask uie to be yoar guest, but 
1 am here in spite of you !" 

Woodbury, however, though his nature was softened by the 
charm of a iie^thy setiliment, was not usually imaginative. H9 
was not the man to endure, for any length of lime, a menud or 
moral unrest, without attempting to solve it. His natural ]>ow- 
ers of perception, his corrt-et instincts, his oalra judgment, and 
his acquired knftwledge of life, enabled him to interpret him* 
self as Weil as others. He never shrank from any revelation 
which bis own heart might make to him. If a wound smarted, 
be thrust the probe to the bottom with a steady btmd. Tlie 
pmn was none the lees, aftenvards, perhaps, but he could esti- 
mate when it would heal. He possessed, moreover, the virtue, 
so of^cn mistaken Sx egotism, of revering in himself die ns]ii- 
rutioDs, the Sijcrifioes, and the SAnctitiee which he revered iu 
other men. Undemtaadiug, eoriectly, his nature a« a man, 
his perceptions were not easily ooufused. There are persons 
whose moral nature Is permanently unhinged by the least 
licGsise: there are others who may be ted, by circnmstancA, 
into far graver aberrations, and then swing back, withmit 
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eHbn, to :bcir former aHegntj. He bek»(^ to the latter 

It was not long, therefore, before he had aarreyed the vrhale 
^oand of hb> iltslnrbatice. Sitting, bte into the night, in hie 
libmiy, bv would lay dowo bis book beside the joss-stick, 
whidi smouldered away into a rod of Tliit« asbea in its bostt 
and (jnietly deliberate npon bis pondoa. He recalled evurr 
Mnsalion of annoyaoce or impatience^ not diggaisiog its ioiiu- 
tice or coiioealiug from himself its inhvreot MtfishDees, whtk- 
on the oth«r band he admitted the powerfiil source from wtiieh 
it sprang. Ue laid no particular blame to hb Datore, from ths 
&ct that it obeyed a imiversal law, and (leccired hlmeelf by no 
promise of resistance. Half the distress of the race la isuisM 
by their fighting battles which can nerer be derided, Wood- 
bury's knowledge simply taught him how to conceal his trouble, 
and that was all he desired. He knew that the ghoel which 
had entered Lakeside must stay there nntit he ehoold brio^ 
another ghost to ditilodge it. 

Where waa the sweel phantom to be found ? I^ in booio 
impatient mottient, he almost envied Bute the po^^esdon of the 
attached, conSiling, insipid creatm'e, in whom Uie former wno 
so unspeakably content, hia good sense told him, the D«xt, 
that the mere capacity to love was not enough for the ne«»da 
of a life. That which is the consecration of marruige doe« not 
alone constitute marriage. Of all the women whom he knew, 
but one could offer him the true reciprocal gifts. Towards 
her, he acknowledged himself to be drawn by an iulereat much 
stronger than tbat of intellect — an interest which might grow, 
if he allowed it, into love. The more he saw or learned of 
this woman, the more admirably pure and noblit his faoin 
acknowledged her to he. He had come to look tipon her errors 
with a gentle pily, which taught him to avoid asstuting them, 
whenever the lURault might give her pain. Was the iiard, 
oxacting iiiaiiner iu which she claimed dehi»ive rights — sot, 
indeed, Rpocially for herself; but for all her wx — the reanlt of 
her potiition as a champioa of those riglils, or waa it an iiit6 
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gral p&rt of herself? Tbit was the ooe imporlttnt question 
which it behooved him to solve. To what extent was the false 
natnre superimposed upon the true notuan beneath It ? 

I, that he should come to love her, and, im- 
probable as it might seem, should awaken an answering love 
in her heart, would she unite her fate, unconditianaUi/, to his ? 
Would she not demand, in advance, security for some unheiird- 
of domestic liberty, as a partial compensatioD for the bgal 
rights which were still withheld ? One of ber fellow-chninpi- 
onesses bad recently married, and had insisted on retaining her 
He had read, in the newspapers, a contract 
drawn up and signed by the two, which had diBgnsted him by 
ila cold business character. He shuddered as the idea of 
Bannah Thurston presenting a similar contract for his signa- 
ture, crossed his mind. "No!" be cried, starting up : "itia 
incredible I" Nothing in all his intercourse with her sug- 
gested such a suspicion. Even in the grave dignity of hn 
manner she was entirely woman. The occasional harahneaa 
of judgment or strength of prejudice which repelled him, were 
faults, indeed, but faults that would melt away in the light of 
a better knowledge of herself. She was at present in a posi- 
tion of fancied antagonism, perhaps not wholly by her own 
fkClJoD. The few men who agreed with her gave Iter false ideas 
of their own sex: the others whom she knew misunderstood 
And mlarepreeented her. She thus stood alone, bearing th« 
burden of aspirations, which, however extravagant, were splen- 
didly earnest and nn selfish. 

Mrs. Blake's words oame back to Woodbury's memory and 
awakened a vague confidence in his own hopes. She was too 
cl«ar-eyed a woman to be easily mistaken in regard lo ono of 
her sex. Her bantering proposition might have been intended 
to convey a serious oounsel. " A strong woman can only b« 
overcome by superior strength." But how sliould this strength 
(supposing be possessed it) bo exercised ) Should he oruah 
iwr maaculine claims under a weight of argument ? fmposst 
ble: if she were to be (xnvinced at all, it must be by tte 



bMvUgaOfta 



» tfcro^^ krra. Tben was wwtlwr fonr 
oMni^ '**^** ****'*' Ct imLBcoQi^ 
« force oT l u n g w g vUefa wnpphniii wil, * wannili of pa MJ cui 
wtiA ikmrma i unit ii inn — bat amA «nngi^ *&^ >b mnpl j 
I>(n«,>ad AcmBatlin«bifiM«heaoild«MR>>cit. Tbeqaee- 
tkn, tberefiir^ vaa at taot nsnowwl U> this : shoold be clierislt 
the iDlenM he wintAy Mt niil it grew to tlw (mskod he pre- 
pared, and leere to Eite iu retwii, free aa becsme e wamaa 
or fettered with eespiboas prorisions? 

This, hoveT«r, was % qnestioa not so easy to deade. Were 
be mre of esating a reci^wal iaterest, tbe Taitare, be t^ 
Tonld be jostified to his own heart ; bat Dolhing in her maa* 
oer led bim lo Baq>ect that she more thao lolente<d him — in 
distincrtkni to her fbrmer bo«tiIe aUiUule— and there b no man 
of gentle nature bat shrinks from the posaibiiity of a EutarB. 
" Ah," said he, " I am not so roang as I llKnight. A joang 
man wonld not slop to consider, and doubt, am) Teigb proba- 
biliues. If I (ail, my secret b in sacred keeping ; if I win, I 
mnst win every thing. Am I oot trying (o keep up a youthful 
&cnlty of self-illusion which is lost forever, by demanding an 
ideal perfection in woman ? No, no I I must cease to ebcnl 
myself: I must not demand a wanner flame tliad I can gire." 

Sometimes be attempted to thrust the subject from his 
mind. The tleliberations iu which he had indulged aeeued lo 
him cold, material, and unworthy thu sanction of love, Tbejr 
had the effect, however, of making Hannah Thnrstou's image 
an abiding gn est in his thoughts, and the very Cimili«rity with 
his own donbla rendered them lesa formidable lliau at first. A 
life crowned with the blisa he pusaionately desired, might re- 
ward the triaL If it failed, his future could not be more bar< 
ren and lonely than it now loomed betbre bim : how barren, 
bow lonely, every sight of Bole's face constantly reenggested. 

The end of it all was a delcruii nation to seek Hannah 
Thnrston's society — to court u friendly intimacy, iu which he 
aliuulil not allow his heart to be oouipromisod. So far til 
might gu with safety to himaell^ and iu uo case, according to 
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hi§ \'iews, conld tht^re be dnnger to her. His acqaiunUmce 
with the widow, which hud been kept np hj nn occaaionol 
brief visit, and the present aondition of the lutter's healtli, gave 
him all the opportunity he needed. The Catawba grapes were 
already ripeuing on tlie trellises at Lakeside, and he would 
take the earliest bunches to the widow's cottage. 

The impresaioo, in Ptolemy society, of a strong antagonism 
between himself and Hannah Thurston, was very general. 
Even Mrs. Waldo, wIiohb opportunities of seeing both were 
best of all, fancied that their more cordial demeanor towards 
each other, in their later interviews, was only a tacitly nnder- 
atood armistice. Woodbury was aware of this impression, and 
determined not to contradict it for the present. 

Thns, tormented fi-om without and within, impelled by an 
outcry of his natnre that would not be silenced, without cod- 
sdonsnesa of love, ho took the first step, knowing that it might 
lead him to love a woman whose ideas were repugnant to all 
his dreams of marriage and of domestic peace. 



HAVTtAH TBITBeTOK: 



CHAPTER XSVUL 




ts trmcB hassah TECBOToy, ixfio, bab bbm txodblxb. 

Wmo! Woodbory made his first appearance at Xha cottage^ 
Um Widov Thurston, who bad act seen him jitnoe bis retani 
from the Lakes, frankly expressed her pleasure ta bia socMCy. 
It was one of her fiirorable days, and she waa sitting to h«r 
well-eu*hioned rocking-cbMr, with her leet apon n stool. She 
had grown frightfuJly thin and pale during the sumtDer, but 
the Hoes of phyeicri pain had almost entirely paMed awajr 
fi-om her &ce. Her expression denoted great weabieM and 
langnor. The calm, resigned spirit which reigned in hor ^^8 
was only troubled, at times, when they rested on iter daughter. 
She had concealed from the latter, as much as possible, the 
BwiAness with which her vital force was i^miniBhing. lest she 
Bhould increase the care and anxiety which was beginning to 
tell npon her health. She knew that the end was not far off: 
fibe could measure its approach, and she acknowledged in ber 
heart how welcome it would be, but for her daughter's sake. 

" It's very kind of thee to come, Friend Woodbury," saii 
she. " I've been expecting thee before." 

"Iour;ht to have come sooner," siud be, "but there have 
been changes at Lakeside." 

" Yes, I know. The two gnests that will not be kept onl 
have come to thy home, as they come to the ht>mp3 of others. 
We must be ready for either. The Lord sends them both.*^ 

"Yes," said Woodbury, with a sigh, "but one of them is 
long in coming to me." The aweet serenity and trnth of the 
old woman's words evoked a true reply. All that sbo said 
came from ti S-r.Trt, too oincore for disguise, and spoke to his 
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imdisgiiised self. There would have been something approach- 
ing to s,icrilege in an equivocal anever. 

She looked at him with a sad, serious inquiry in her glance. 
"I see thee's not hasty to open thy doors," she said, at 
lost, " and it's well. There's always a blessing in store for 
them that wait. I pray that it may come to thee in the Lord's 
good time." 

" Amen I" he exclaimed, earnestly. An irresistible impulse' 
the next moment, led him to look at Hannah Thurston. She 
was Betting in order the plants od the little flower-stand before 
the window, and her face was turned away from him, but there 
«aa an indefinable iutcotness in her attitnde which told him 
tuat no word had escaped her ears. 

P»e8ently she seated herself, and took part in the conversa- 
tion, which tiu-ned mainly upon Bute and his wife. Tlie light 
from the sooth window fell upon her face, and Woodbury 



noticed thai it had 






what thinner and « 



e a weary 



anxioua expression. A pale %'iolet shade had settled under tho 
dark-gray eyes and the long lashes drooped their fringes. No 
latent defia:ice lurked in her features: her manner was grave, 
almost to sadness, and in her voice there was a gentle languor, 
like that which follows mental exhaustion. 

In alt their previous interviews, Woodbury had never been 
able entirely to banish from his mind the consciousness of her 
exreptional position, as a woman. It had tinged, without hia 
having suspected the fact, his demeanor towards her. Some- 
thing of the asserted independence of man to man had modi- 
fied the deferential gentleness of man to woman. She had, 
perhaps, felt this without being able to define it, for, though 
he bad extorted her profound respect he had awakened in hor 
a diapoution scarcely warmer than she gave to abstract quali- 
ties. Now, however, she presented herself to him under a 
different aspect. He forgot her masculine aspirations, seeing 
in her only the faithful, anxioos daughter, over whom the 
ihadow of her approaching loss deepened from day to day. 
The former chill of his presence did not return, but in ita place 
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ft subtV Wiirmtti seemed to radiate from hini. 6«fbre, liia 
vord^ Lad uxcit^J her intellect: now, thvj addraaseij tJiatn- 
aelvea Lo ber teeliugi. A« ths aonversiUion adv.inced. »ba re- 
covered her oauot animation, yet Btill pi-eaervod the purdj- 
feminine character irhich be hud addressed in her. Tbc pou- 
tions which lh*y had previoosly oi^cupied wore temiiontrUy 
fijrgotten, and at parting each vaguely felt the existentw al 
imsiupected qaalities in ihe other. 

During this first visit, Hannah Tharston indulged without 
reserve, io the eatlsloction which it gave to her. She nivrays 
found it far more agreeahle to Ukc thou to dislike. Wood- 
bury's lack of that enthusiasm which in her sonl was an erar 
burning and mounting fire — ^his cold, dispafisionatc povrer of 
judgment — his tolerance of what she considered perverted 
liabita of the most reprehensible character, and bia bdifliersno* 
to those wants and wrongs of the race which continually appeal* 
ed to the Reformer's aid, had at firnt given her th<} impresaioit 
that the basis of his oharacter was hard and selliKli. She had 
since luodlGod this view, granting him the high attrihuto* of 
truth and charity ; she had witnessed the manifestation of bis 
pbyainal and moral conrage ; but his individuality etill pra- 
served a cold, statuesque beauty. His mastery over himsdf^ 
she supposed, extendud to his in(«I]ectu^ passions and his 
affectJona. He wonid only be swayed by them so far aa 
seemed to htm rational and convenient. 

His worde to her mother recalled to hei mind, she knew 
not why, the description of her own fiither's death. It was 
possible that an equal capacity for paaaion might here again he 
hidden under a oold, immovable manner. She had sounded, 
tolerably well, the natnrm of th« men of whom she bad seen 
most, during the past mx or eight years, ord lind found that 
their own noreserved proteatationa of feeling were the mcasare 
of their capacity to feel. There wns no necessity, indaed, to 
throw a plummet into their stream*, for they had egou^calljr 
set up their own Nilometunt, and Die doptli nf tha oiUTenl 

d inOiontwl at tho ntrboo. She began to suapeut, now, that 
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abe bad been mistaken in judging Woodbury by the same test. 
Tbe tbougbt. wetcomo as it was from a brond, liumaue point 
of view, nevertheleBB almost involved n persoual humiliation. 
Her Ktrong tense of justice commftnded her to rectify the mlt 
lakt, while her reuogoiiion of it weakened her faitb in her 
bOL 

In a few daya Woodbury came again, and as before, on n^ 
errand of kindness to her mother. She saw that bis visits gavt 
pleasure to the latter, and for that renson alone It was her duty 
to desire tbem, but on this occasion she detected an independ- 
ent pleasure of ber own at his u|ipearaiic-e. A certain friendly 
familiarity soemed to be already established between them. 
She had been drawn into it, she scarcely knew how, and could 
not now withdraw, yet the cotisciousness of it began to agitate 
her in a singular way, A new power came Erom Woodbury's 
presence, surrounded and assitiled ber. It was not the cliill of 
lus uuexcitable intellect, stinging bor into a balf-indlgnant re- 
sistunoe. It was a warm, seductive, indefinable magnetism, 
wbioh inspired ber with k feeling very much like terror, lu 
weight lay upon ber for boiirs after be had gone. Whatever 
it was, its source, she feared, must lio In lierself ; he seemed 
utterly nnoonscious of any design to produce a particular Im- 
pression opOD her. Kis manner was as IVank luid natural as 
ever : he conversed about the l>oofcs wbieh he or she had re- 
cently rend, or on sabjecti of general interest, addressing much 
of bis discourse to her mother rather than herseli^ She no- 
ticed, indeed, tliat he made no reference to tbe one ^incstion 
on which they differed so radically; but a Hltle reflection 
showed ber that he had in no former case commenced the dis- 
cussion, nor had he ever been inclined to prolong it when 
started. 

Their lallc turned for a white on the poets. Hannah Tlmrs- 
lon liad but slight acqimbiance with Tennyson, who wna 
Woodbury's favorite among living English authors, and he 
pramjsod to bring her die book. He repeated the Ktunios de- 
Mrip^e of Jephtha'a Daughter, in the "Dream of Paii 
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Women," the tnsijestic rhyllim and BUjierl> Debreu- spiril of 
which not only ohitrmed her, but hor mother also. The old 
woman bad a natnral, though very uncultivated taste for 
poetry. She enjoyed nothing which was purely iais^uativs: 
verse, for ber, must have a devotional, or at least au ethiotl 
character. In rhythm, also her appreciation waa limited. She 
delighted most in the Btatcly march of the heroic mcasnrc, wii) 
next to that, in the impetuous rush of the dactytio. In yoatl. 
her favorite poems bad been the " DavitUs" of Thomas Elwood, 
Pope's " Essay on Man," and the lamenting sing-song of He- 
fine Weeks, a Nantucket poet, whom history has forgotUn. 
The greater part of these works she knew by heart, and would 
often repeat in a monotonous chant, resembling that in whicfc 
she had formerly preached. Hannah, however, had of lato 
yeare somewhat improved her mother's taste by the careful 
selection of poetry of a better character, especially Alilton'a 
" Christmas Hymu," and the works of Thomson and Cow- 
per. 

Woodbury returned the very nert day, bringing the prom- 
ised volumes. He was about to leave immediately, but tlis 
widow insisted on his remaining. 

" Do ait down a while, won't thee ?" sdd she. " I wiali di«s 
would read me something else : I like to hear thy voice." 

Woodbury could not refuse to comply. Ho enl down, 
tnmed over the leaves of the first volume, and finally scleotod 
the lovely idyll of " Dora," which he read with a pure, di»* 
tinot enunciation. Hannah Thurston, busy with her sewing at 
a little stand near the eastern window, listened Intently. At 
the close she tnmed towards hitn with softened eyes, and ex- 
claimed: "Howflimple! how beau tif oil" 

" I'm greatly obliged to thee, Maxwell," ftwd the widow, 
addressing Woodbury for the first time by his familiar namo. 
''It is always pleasant," she added, smiling, "to an old 
woman, to receive a kiodnesfi from a yoitog man." 

" Bui it ought to be the young man's pleasure:, ss it is hi* 
^'ity, to iflvo it," he answered. " I am glad that you tike my 
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^vorite autlior. I have bronglit along 'The I 
Idiss TbuTSton : ytm have certaioly heard of it ?' 

" Oh ycB," said she, " I saw sevenil critical notioes of it 
when it was first pabliglied, and have always wished U 
read it." 

" It gives a poetical view of a subject wo bsTO somfitimeH 
discussed," he added playfully, " and I am not quite sure ihst 
yoa will be satisfied with the olose. It sbonld uot be read, 
however, as a serioiu argument cu either ude. TeanyMmr I 
suspect, chose the subject for its picturesquo effects, ratb«f 
tlian from any intentioual moral purpose. I confess I think he 
is rightr We may find sermooa in poems as we find Uiem lu 
stones, but one should be as niioonacioua of the fact aa t 
oiiier. It seems to me that all poetrj which the author dOuM 
sii^ns, in advance, to be excessively moral or pious, is 
less a failm-e," 

"Mr. Woodbury I Do yoo really think so?" exclaimed 
Hannah Thurstoo, in surprise. 

" Tfts ; bat the idea b not original with me. I picked it op 
somewhere, and finding it true, adopted it as my own. Theia 
was a fandful illustration, if I rscoUeut rightly — that poetry ia 
the blossom of Literature, not the fruit ; therefore tiial while 
it saggesta the fruit — white iia very odor foretells the futura 
flavor — ii must be content to be a blossom and nothiag more. 
The meaning was this : that a m^rul may breathe Uirough a 
poem from beginning to end, but most not be plumply ex- 
pressed. I don't know the laws which govern the minds of 
poets, bat I know wiien they give me moet ple^ore. Apply 
the test to yourself: I shall be interested to know the result." 
Here, for instance, ia ' The Princess,' which, if it has a par- 
tioular moi'al, has one which you may possibly reject, bitt I am 
sura your enjoyment of pure poetry will not thereby be 
lessened." 

" 1 shall certainly read the book witli all the more interest 
from what you have swd," she frankly replied. " You have 
very mncb more literary cultivation ihan I, and perhaps it is 
10 
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pnmimptuous in me to dispute your opinion ; but mj natim 
l<sid$ mo to hiMior an earnest feeling for trath and hmnanitj, 
etf n when it;» expression ia not in aooordance with literary 

^^ t honor such a feeling also, whenever it is genmnei liov 
ever expre«^se^V* Woodbury answered, ^^bat I make a dis- 
tuiotion l^xwetm the feeling and the expression. In other 
word5« the eiK^k may have an admirable character, and jet the 
roast may l)e spoiKnl, PoHok is considered orthodox and 
liyron heretical, but I am sure you prefer the 'Hebrew Melo- 
dies' to the " Course of Time.' " 

^^ Hannah, I guess thee'd better read the book first,^ said 
the widow, who did not |>ereeive how the conversation had 
drifted away from its subject. " It is all the better, perhaps, 
if our friend differs a little from thee. When we agree in 
every thing, we don^t learn much from one another." 

** You are quite right. Friend Tlmrston,'* said Woodbury, 
rising. ** I should be mistaken in your daughter if she ac- 
cept ihI any opinion of mine, without first satisfying her own 
mind of its truth. (^>od4>y !" 

Uo took the widow's hand with a courteous respect, and 
thou oxtendtHl his own to Hannah. Hershe held gently for a mo- 
wunxx while he wud : *^ Remember, I shall want to know what 
Iw^M^^Hion the iH>em makes on your mind. Will you tell me ?" 

*' Thank you. I will tdl you," she said. 

Strange to say« the boldest oulogiums which had ever reached 
llHunah Thurston's ears, never came to them with so sweet a 
weUvMue as Woodbury's parting compliment. Nay, it was 
soar\M'1y a c^mipHment at all ; it was a simple recognition of 
that i^rtUHit seeking for truth which she never hesitated to 
claim for herself. Perhaps it was his supposed hostile attitude 
which gave the wonis their value, for our enemies always have 
\\n at a disadvantage when they begin to praise us. Politicians 
g\> into obscurity, and statesmen fall from their high places, 
ruined, not by the assaults but by the flatteries of the opposite 
party. 



I 
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She ooulcl no longer consider Woodbnry in the light of an 
enemy. His presence, hb words, his self-possesBed manner 
fiuled to excite the old antngonism, which always marred hei 
intellectual pleasnre in his society. One by one the disoord- 
ont elements in her own natnre seemed to be withdrawn, or 
rather, she feared, were benumbed by some new power whiith 
he was beginning to manifest. She found, with diRrany, that 
instead of seeking, as formerly, for weapons to corabat bJa 
views, her mind rather inclined to the discovery of reasons for 
agreeing with them. It mattered little, perhaps, which course 
she adopted, so long as the result was Truth ; but the fact that 
she recognized the change as agreeable gave her uneasiness. 
It might be the commencement of a process of mental sab- 
jection — the first meshes of a net of crafty reasoning, designed 
to ensnare her judgment and lead her away from the high aims 
she priied. Then, on the other hand, she reflected that such 
a process presupposed intention on Woodbury's part, and 
how could she reconcile it with his manly honesty, liis open 
integrity of character? Thus, the more enjoyment his visit* 
gave her while they lasted, the greater the disturbance whiob -i 
they left behind. 

That new and indescribable effluence which his presence gave " 
forth not only continned, but seemed to increase in power. 
Sometimes it affected her with a singular mixture of fascination 
and terror, creating a physical restlessness which it was almost 
impossible to subdue. An oppressive weight lay upon her 
breast; her hands burned, and the nerves in every limb trem- 
bled w^ith a strange impulse to start op and fly. When, at night, 
in the seclusion of her chamber, she recalled this condition, her 
checks grew hot with angry shame of herself, and she clenched 
her hands with the determination to resist the return of such 
wuakness. But even as she did so, she felt that her power of 
will had undergone a change. An insidious, corrosive doubt 
eecmed to have crept over the foundations of her mental Ufc : 
the forms of futh, once firm and fiur as Ionic pillars under tlia 
cloudless heaven, rocked and tottered as if with the first me 
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l^rihroes of an cnrtliqanke. Wben she TvofJled her M 
ifor the fvcred vanae of Woman, a mocktng demon 001 
rted tbffli w1iU{>ered to her that erea in good tjiero wen lli 
I 'Meeds of harm, &ad thai slw ind estinatad. ia -raoit^, the (ndt 
of her TtuDiein-, -'God give mo strength !" abc vhimierD^ 
" MrcDgth to conqn«r donbt. strength to keep the truth tm 
which I have lived wjd which mosi soon be my only life, 
strength to rise oat of a ehameful weakness whioh I ca 
-mderslnnd I* 

Then, ere ^e slept, a hope to whioh she duperatdjr oil 
came to smooth her nneasy piUow. Hot own fntnre life n 
dSffw from her present. The ho«r wm not (ar ofli; «he kiunr, 
vhen her quiet Tears in the cottage most oome to im end. 
6h6 coald not ehat her eves to the &ct that her mother^B tisp 
on earth was short ; and short as it was, she would not olnnd 
K% hy antietyfor the lonely existence beyond it. She resoltit*- 
F^yihrwst berowB future from her mind, bat it was iitivertlisleM 
always present in a ragne, horering form. The aDcortaJntyof 
her fate, she now thought, — the dread anticipation of ootning 
Borrow— had shaken and minerred her. No doaltt Iter old, 
steadfaft eelf-^elia^(^e and BelT^wolidence would udert (hwk* 
eelTee,an«r the period of trial had been passed. ShenuHt^mly ' 
have paljence, for the doubts whi<4i ^e could not now satwer 
would then surely be solved. With this consolation Vt bar 
heart — with a determinntion to possess patienoe, which abit 
found much more easy thnn the attempt to possess herself of 
mil, she woidd oloee facr w^ing eyea and couil the refroahiDg 
oblivion of sleep. 

Bat sleep did not always come at her coll. That Idea of 
the sad, solitary fUture. so near at hand, wonld not be txof 
fiised. If 9he repelled it, it came back i^iain tn comfiany with 
a still more terrible gfiost of the Past — her early but now 
hopeloe* drenni of love. nHirn she (riod to <g^1 that dnam « 
deliiMoD, all ibe forcM of her iialttre gave hnr tho lio— all the 
fibres of her benrt, Ireoibliiig (n diriutist hanuoiiy uudor the 
tonob of the tormenting niigel, betrayed her, desfairingij, to 
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her own self. The crown of independence which she had w^on 
bruised her brows ; the throne which she olfumed was carved 
of ioe; the hands of her sister women, toiling in the saitia 
path, were grateful in their help, but no positive pulso of 
strength throbbed from them to her heart. The arm which 
alone conld stay her must have firmer muscle than a woman's ; 
it must uphold as well as clasp. Why did Heaven give her 
the dream when it must be forever vain? Where was the 
man at the same time tender enough to love, strong enough to 
protect and assist, and juRt enough to acknowledge the equal 
rights of woman ? Alas 1 nowhere in the world. She could 
not figure to herself his features ; he was a far-off unattaina- 
ble idea, only; but a secret whisper, deep in the sacredest 
shrine of her soul, told her that if he indeed existed, if he 
should find hia way to her, if the pillow under her cheek were 
his breast, if his arms held her fast in ihe happy Eubjectlon 
of love — but no, the picture was not to be endured. It was 
a biisB, more terrible in its hopelessness, than the most flH-fid 
grief in its cert^nty. She shuddered and clasped her hands 
crushingly together, as with the strength of desperation, she 
drove il from her bosom. 

Had her life been less secluded, the traces of her internal 
straggles most have befia detected by others, Her mother, 
indeed, noticed an imusual restlessness iu her manner, but at- 
tributed it to care for her own condition. With the ex- 
ception of Mrs. Waldo, they saw but few persons habitually. 
Miss Sophia Stevenson or even Mrs. Lemuel Styles occasionally 
called, and the widow always made use of these occaeiong to 
persuade Hannah to restore herself by a walk in the open air, 
Wlion the former found that their visits were thus put to good 
service, they benevolently agreed to come regularly. The 
relief she thus obtained, in a double sense, cheered and invig- 
orated Hannah Thurston. Her favorite walk, out the Mnlli- 
gauBville road, to the meadows of East Alauga Creek, took 
her in a quarter of an hour from the primly fenced lota and 
•tiff houses of the vUIage to the blossoming banks of the 



M-intltng str«3n), to the swaet bceafJi of tbe Heentc<1 fgnm, »4 
the tangled duckets of aldar, over whivh )H(torftwet4 and 
clematis ran riot ond •trore for tlie monopoly of fiqpport. 
Here, all her vague menUl trouble died away like the memarf 
of an oppressive dream : eho Ar^w re§igDntion froaa everjr jm- 
peot of Nature, and confidence Ui lierself from the crowding 
assoniations of the Putt whi«fa the 1knd6fa(>« iiis)Mi-et], 

Mrs, Waldo, of course, soon beeame aware of Woodbury'd fr0. 
qaent viflilE. He bad made do secret of tbem.aeb^ always iraUed 
at l(ie Parsonage at tiie same time, and she hati shared equftllj 
ill the ripening vintage of Lakeside. Bat he lind npoken much 
laore of the Widow Thurston than of her daughter, and thu 
fonuer bad been cqnally free in expressing li«r pleasuro at his 
viaitA, so that Mrs. Waldo never doubled the continiianoc of 
the old Bntj^;ooism between Hannoli and Woodbury. Tbcjr 
reciprocal sjlenoa in relation to each oilier ooaSrmed ber in 
this supposition. She woe sincerely vexed at a dislike whii4i 
ssemed not only onraasonable, but unnatural, and grew so ia)> 
patient at the delayed ccmciliatifln thqt she finally efioke bw 
mind on the subject. 

" Well, lliuinnh," she said, one day, when WoodbaiyU 
nmnc had bet^n incidentally nieationed, " I really think it is tims 
ihai you and lie should practise a little charily towards tMob 
othtr. I've been waiting, and wailing, lo ane your prejudtcea 
begin to wear away, now llini you know him better. Yoa 
can'l think how it worries me Ibat two of my best fneitdt, 
who arc so right and gensilite in nil other acts of their Utm, 
should be so stubbornly set against each «llioj'." 

"Projudieiis? Does h« think I am alubhornly cc( agamet 
him?" Hannah Thurston cried, tha warm color mounting inU 
her face. 

"Not he! He says noihing about you, and that's the wwM 
of ii. Yon say nothing iibout him, either. But anybody out 
tee it. There, I've vesed you, and I suppose I oiip;ht not to 
luiwa oiumud my fuouili, but [ love yon *o dosrly, ilaniiah— J 
lar« liim, loo, as a dear friend*— oad I ean't 6>r tliu tifa of na 
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see wby yon are blind in the tnilti itnd goodnoaa in eooh other 
thai I see in both of yon." 

Here Mrs. WalJo bent ovor her nnd kiRsoH her ohwk n* a 
mother might have done. Tlie color fadml from Ilaiiiiali 
Thurston's face, na she uiiswerod : '^ 1 know you arc a dear, 
good friend, and as euub yon cannot vex me. I do not know 
whether you have mistaken Mr. Woodbury'ti feelings: you 
certainly have mistaki^n mine. J <lid hia chiiriielcr, at tirNt, in- 
ju3tici>, I will coiifcus. Perhaps t may have had a prejudice 
•gsfaisl hin, bat 1 am not aware that I liavo ona now. I 
hoMot litjn OS a noble-minded, juat, and DnKoHiith man. Wo 
haT« difibrettt views of Mfc, hut in this nwpnoi he )ia» taught 
nie, by hi« tolerunoe towards ti>e, to t>e at least eiiually tolerant 
towards him." 

" Yon make loe happy !" cried Mrs. Waldo, in unfeiKued 
ddig:bt ; but the next instant iihe aildod, with n. tugli j " Uut, in 
«pit9 of all, you don't seeiD to me like frieuilB." 

This oxplanattoB added another Iroulile tn Uniinah TliiuV' 
ton's mind. It was very poBsible that Woodbury iiui|>eet«d 
ber of chatri^bing an nnfrioiidly prejudii:e againut him. 
had assuredly given him oauss fur sacb a 8uspicioti, and if Atm 
one woman in Ptolemy, who, atler her molhM-, Icncw ber b 
had received tbis impreesioii, it would ant l>e itrange it h« 
shared it. In »ueh oaae, what fiuatln cii>fiiiiil<;ration, what for> 
giving Idiiduees Ind be not t-xbiliitud toward* hnr f What 
Mber man of her aoqaaintance would have a«ted with thu Kune 
magnanimity^ Was it not Iibt duty to nndeoeive liaar~--vA 
by word«, but by meeting him frankly and grateJUly— 4>y ex- 
Ubitiiig to hciB, in aonie indireot way, bor conildeiiGe in tia 
f 

eonapired to make lam lUn oanuw of lur 

Btnigglod to regain ber IVeedoin, 

eauu^Ud hcradtr fai tb* w«b wUdi U§ 
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CHAPTER yyiY 

m WHICH A. CBI8IS APPB0ACHK8. 

One ciuiiiot play with fire without burning one'a lingen. 
Woodbury supposed that he was pursuing aa esperiroeDt, 
which might at any moment be relinquished, long after a de«p 
and irresistible interest in its object had taken full possession 
of him. Se«ng Hannah Thurston only as a daughter — con- 
versing with her only as a woman — her other character ceased 
to be liabitually present to bis mind. After a few visits, the 
question which he asked himself was not: "Will I be able to 
love her?" but; "Will I be able to make her love me?" Of 
his own ability to answer the former question he was entirely 
satisfied, though ho steadily denied to himself the present »]c* 
istenco of paEsion. He acknowledged that her attraction for 
liira had greatly strengthened— that he detected a new p)casur« 
in her society — that she was not unfemininely cold and bard, 
as he had feared, but at least gentle and tender: yet, with oU 
this knowledge, there oaine no passionate, perturbing thrill to 
his heart, such as onoe had heralded the approach of lore. Sbo 
bad now a permanent place in his thonghts, it is true: he 
could scarcely have shut her out, if he bad wished : and aO 
the new knowledge wliieh he bad acquired prompted bini to 
stake his rising hopes upon one oourageouB throw, and trnst 
the future, if he gniued it, to the deeper and truer develop- 
ment of her natnre which would follow. 

At the next visit which he pwd to the cottage afl«r Mrs. 
Waldo's holf-rcproncld'ul complaJut, the iViendly warmth with 
which Qanuah Thurston received him sent a dolicious throb 
veetnesB to his heart. Poor nannob I In hur anxiety to 
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ba just, A« fa«i totallf for^ttna nrhat har treatment of SmIi 
Wattlee, &am a unular inipiilM, hud bronght apon her. Sh« 
oolf saw, in Woodbury's face, tlw grat«fiij reoo^itioD o( hor 
iiuiui«r towanls liim, and lier ooasclene« becfttoc quiet nt once. 
T^ key-Bo4e «Lnjck «t greivling g»ve ita chu-aoter to tiie inter- 
Tiew, which Wooibury prokuigied much beyond lii« iiHaal 
habit. He bad D^vw been gq aUractive, but at the enme tiine, 
hi)) presence had never befure caused her Biicih vtigue n aritL 
Ai\ tb« c«id iadifEH«nu^ whl<^ eJie had onee intagioed to bo 
bi« iM'^Jominaat obarfteterisUo, had Uleltt^d lik« a snow-wreatii 
in tlM sUD^Iuita : « soft, ft-nrm. pliaut graoe diffused itaelf orer 
his &iU.ures Aud for», aud a happy uniter-ourrent of fe«liiig 
made itself beard in his lightest words. He drew ber genuine 
aelf to the light, before she suspected how much she bad 
allowed hiia to see : abe, who had resolved that he libould ooJy 
know ber in h«r etj^ngtb, had made a voluntary confession of 
her weakueas I 

Hannah TliurstoD was proud as she was pure, and this weird 
and dangeroos power in the man, wounded as well a£ dis- 
turbed her, She felt sore that he exerdsed it nnoonadoualy, 
and therefore he was not to be blamed ; but it assailed ber in- 
dividual freedom— 4ier ooveiod iudcpendonce of odaer minda — 
none the less. It was weakness to shrink irMn the encounter: 
it was bamiliaduD to acknowledge, as she must, that imr 
|K>w«Ts «f rosistaooe diminished with each attack, 

Woodbury rode home that eveiiing very slowly. For the 
first time atuce Bute's marriage, as he luoked acroae the mead- 
ows to a dusky white apeck that glimmered from the kitoll in 
the darkeaing twilight, there was no pang si bis heart. "I 
foresee," be said to biuiself, " that if I do nut take care, I afattil 
IffTO tim girl madly iind passionately. 1 know her pow in b« 
tnte tenderxiess and purity ; I see what a wealth of woman 
iun4 is hidden under her miKiakun aims. But is she not too 
lofUly pure — too ideal in her aspinitions^for my winning? 
Can die hear the kno^dedipe oC luy life ? I canDvl span; her 
the u^t. U «be uomtw to mc nt hut, it mu<t be with Kvovy 
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veil of the Paal lifted. Tber« dare be no mystery faciiveeD 
us — 110 skeleton ii) our cupboard. If she were less true, less 
noble — but no, there can be no real sRcrament of marriagti, 
without previous confeasioo. I am laying the basia of relAliotis 
that Htretcli beyond this life. It would be a greater irrong to 
eUrlok, for her sake, than for ray own. It mu^t come (o tbts, 
and God give her atrengtb of heart equal to her etrengtli of 
mind 1 " 

Woodbury felt that her relation to him bad changed, and 
he could eatimalc, very nearly, the ebaracler which it had now 
assumed. Of her struggles wiih herself — of the paitifu! im- 
pi-ession which his visifs left behind — he had, of course, not 
the slightest presentiment. He knew, however, that no sus- 
picion of his feelings had entered her breast, and be had 
rensona of his own for desiring that she should remain inuo- 
ceut of ibeir CKisteuce, for the present. His plana, here, came 
to un end, for the change in himself interponed an anxiety 
which obscured his thonghts. He bud reached the point where 
all calculation ftuls, and where the strongest man, if his {las- 
sion he genuine, must place his destiny in the hands of 
Chance. 

But there is, fortunately, a special chance provided for cases 
of this kind. All tbe moods of Nature, all the little auddents 
of life, become the allies of love. When the lover, looking 
back from his post of assured fortune over the steps by which 
he tittainc'l it, thinks ; " Had it not been for such or such a 
oiroumstance, I might have wholly missed my bappineas," bs 
does not recognize Uiat all the powers of the earth and air 
were really iu league with him — that his success was not the 
riiirnale he supposed, but that his failure would h.'ive bueo. It 
is well, however, that this delusion should come lo silence th« 
voice of pride, and temper his huurt with a gnttoful humility : 
for him it is oocossary that ''fear and aorrow fiin the fir« of 
joy." 

Woodbury had do sooner intruatoil Co Chauce the fiirtiier 
developmuut of hxa bte, tliun Cliauoe generously requiteil tbe 
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truBt. It was oertaml7 a wonderful coinoideDoe that, fts ha 
walked into Ptolemy on a golden afternoon in late September, 
quite Dnoertaiti whether he should this time cat! at the widow's 
cottage, he should meet Hannnli TburstoD on foot, just at the 
juuotioD of the Anacreon and Mulligansrille higliwap. It 
was Miss Sophia Stevenson's day for relieving her, and she had 
gone out for her accustomed walk up the banks of the stream. 

Aa Woodbury lifled his hat to greet her, his face brightened 
with a pleasure wliicb be did not now care to conceal. There 
was a hearty, confiding warmth in the grasp of his hand, as he 
stood fece to face, looking into her clear, dark-gray eyes witli 
an expreseion as frank and un embarrassed as a boy's. It was 
this transparent warmth and frankness which swept away her 
cautious resolves ata touch. In spite of herself, she fell that 
»i inttmate friendship was fast growing up between them, and 
she knew not why the consciousness of il should make her so 
uneasy. There was surely no reproach to her in the fact that 
their ideas and habits were so different ; there was none of 
her friends with whom she did not differ on points more or 
less important. The current setting towards her was pure 
and crystal-clear, yet she drew back from it as from the rush 
of a dark and turbid torrent. 

" Well-met !" cried Woodbury, with a familiar playfulness. 
" We are both of one mind to-day, and what a day for out-of- 
doors I I am glad yon are able to possess a part of il ; your 
mother is better, I hope ?" 

"She is much as usual, and I should not have left her, bat 
foi tlie kindness of a friend who comes regularly on this day 
of the week to take my place for an hour or two." 

" Have you this relief but onee in seven days ?" 

"Oh, no. Mrs. Styles comes on Tuesdays, and tboM two 
(Unpi, I find, are auffioient for my needs. Mrs. Waldfl would 
ivUvra mo every afternoon if I would allow ber." 

" If you ore half as little inclined for loody wJk» m I ■m," 
■sd Woodbury, " you will not refiiae iny n 
daj. I see yon are going out th« Bui« 
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"My favoriio walk," she answered, "U in the oieAdoin 
yonder. Il ta the wildest and most secluileil epoC in t^ ndgb- 
borbood of the village." 

"Ah, I have noticed, froat the road, iu pusmng, the besaST 
of those elms and chimps of nlder, and tJie pictnrcaque corrw 
of the creek. I should like to make a ueantr aeqaaiiit«ic« 
with tliem. Do yon fee! snfEcient confidence in mj apprecift- 
tioDof Nature to perform the introd action ?" 

"Nature is not esdnsive^" said she, adopting lii« gay tone, 
"and if she were, I tbtnk she could not extjnde yoii, who have 
known her in her royal moods, froia bo simple and uuprctciid- 
ing a landscape aa this." 

" The comparison is good," he answered, walking onward 
fey her side, " but you have drawn the wrong inference. I 
find that every landscape has an individual eharacter. The 
royal moods, as yon rightly term them, may impose upon oi, 
lihe hninan royalty; bat the fact that you hare been pieMUled 
at Court does not necessarily cause the homblest mjin to op«n 
his heart to you. What is it to yonder ahier Ihtokets ths( I 
have looked on the Himalayas? What doesE.istAtaugaCrc^ 
care for the fact that I have floated on the Ganges ? If the 
scene has a aout at all, it will recognize every one of yoiir fool* 
Steps, and turn a cold shoulder to me, if 1 come with any sach 
pretensions." 

Hannah Thurston landed at th» easy adrmtneas with wlwh 
he had taken np and applied her words. It was a Ught, graoM- 
fill play of intellect to which she was nnaocoatouiei) — which, 
Indeed, a year previous, would have atrnck ber aa trivinl nod 
unworthy an earnest mind. Bnt she had learned something 
in that time. Uer own mind was no longer content to move 
in iu former rigid channels; she acknowledged tliv rJirerfal 
hrighlness which a eitnbeam of fancy can difiiise o\'er the tobtir 
coloring of thought. 

He ict down the movable n^ls from the panel of fiinoo 
which gave admittance into the meadow, and pat them up 
jguo aJler they bad entered. Tlje tarf was thick md diy, 
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with a deligUlfuI elaslieily whioh lifted the feet where they 
pressed it. A ^e^r paces brought them to the edge of the belt 
of thickets, or rather islands of lofty shrubbery, between whitii 
the cnttle had worn paths, and which here and there enclosi^d 
little peninsulas of grass and mint, embraced by the swift 
dtrcam. The tall autnnmal flowers, yellow and dusky pur- 
ple, bloomed on all sides, and bunches of tlie lovely fringed 
gentian, blue as a wave of the Mediterranean, were set among 
the ripe grass like sapphires in gold. The elms which at in- 
tervals lowered over this picturesque jnngk-, had grown up 
since the Talley-bottom was cleared, and no neighboruig trees 
had marred the superb symmetry of tlieir Umbs. 

Threading the winding paths to tlie brink of the stream, or 
bauk again to the open meadow, as the glijupees through the 
labyrinth enticed theni, they slowly wandered away from the 
road. Woodbury was not ashamed to show his delight in 
every new fragment of landscape which their exploration dis- 
closed, and Miss Thurston was thus led to make him acquainted 
with her own selected gallery of pictures, although her exclu- 
sive right of possession to them thereby passed away forever. 

Across one of the bare, grassy peninsulas between the thicket 
and the stream lay a huge log whioh the spring freshet had stolen 
from some saw-miU far up the valley. Beyond it, the watery 
windings ceased for a hundred yards or more, opening a space 
for the hazy hills in the distance U> show their pur])le crests. 
Otherwise, the spot was wholly seduded : there was not a 
dwelling in sight, nor even a fence, to recall the vicinity of 
huiuau life. This was the enticing limit of Uaunah Thurston's 
walks. She had not intended to go so far toniay, but "a 
spirit in her feet" brought her to the place betbre she was 
aware. 

" Ah 1" cried Woodbury, as tliey emerged from the tangled 
paths, " I see that you are recognized here. Nature lias inten- 
lionally placed Ibis seat for yon at the very spot where you 
have at onoe the sight of the hills and the sound of the water. 
Uow miwcal it is, just at this poiutl I know yon shig here, 
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tometimeB; 70a cannot hdp it, with 8odi an aoo(»n|Mmi- 
ment." 

Slie did not answer, bat m flitting smile betrayed her assent. 
Thej took thdr seals on the log, as if by a silent understand- 
ing. The liquid gossip of the stream, in whidi many v<noes 
seemed to mingle in shades of tone so delicate tiiat the ear 
lost, as soon as it caught them, soonded Inllingly at their feet. 
Now and then a golden leaf dropped from the overhanging 
efan, and quivered slantwise to the ground. 

^ Ah, that roninds me,'' said Woodbury, finally breal^ng 
the peaceful, entrancing silence — "one of those exquisite sougs 
in ^ The Princess' came into my head. Have you read the 
book? You promised to teQ me what impresapn it made 
upon you.'' 

" Your judgmoit is correct, so fiir," she answered, ** that it 
IS poetry, not argument But it could never have been writ- 
ten by one who believes in the just rights of woman. In the 
first place, the Princess has a very &ulty view of those rights, 
and in the second place she adopts apian to secure them which 
is entirely Impracticable. K the book had been written for a 
serious purpose, I should have been disappointed ; but, taking 
it for what it is, it has given me very great pleasure." 

'* You say the Princess's plan of educating her sex to inde- 
pendence is impracticable ; yet — ^pardon me if I have misunder- 
stood you — ^you seem to attribute your subjection to the influ- 
ence of man — ^an influence which must continue to exercise the 
same power it ever has. What plan would you substitute for 
hers?" 

^ I do not know," she answered, hesitatingly ; ** I can only 
hope and believe that the Truth must finally vindicate itsel£ 
I have never aimed at any thing more than to assert it." 

" Then you do not place yourself in an attitude hostile to 
man ?" he asked. 

Hannah Thurston was embarrassed for a moment, but her 
frankness conquered. *' I fear, indeed* that I have done so^" 
she said. '^ There have been times when a cruel attack ba^ 
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driven me to resistance. Ton can aoarcely appreciate our 
poaUion, Mr. Woodbnry. We could bear open and honorable 
hostility, bnt llie conventionalities which protect ns against 
that offer iia no defence from sneers and ridicule. The very 
term upplied to ns — ' strong-minded' — Implies thai weak minds 
are our natural and appropriate inheritance. It is in humnn 
nature, I think, to forgive honest enmity sooner than covert 
contempt." 

*' Would it satisfy yon that the sincerity and nnselfishness 
of your aims are honored, though the nimB themselves are 
accounted mistaken." 

" It is all we conld ask now 1" she eiclaimed, her eyes grow- 
ing darker and brighter, and her voice thrilling with its eame«t 
Bwectness. " But who would give us that mnch ?" 

"7" would," said Woodbnry, quietly. "Will you pardon 
ma for saying that it lias seemed to me, until recently, as if 
you suspected me of an active hostility which I have really 
never felt. My optnions are the result of my experience of 
men, and yon cannot wonder if they differ from yours. I 
should be very wrong to arrogate to myself any natural sufie- 
riority over you. I think there neVer can be any difficulty in 
determining the relative fights of the sexes, when they truly 
understftnd and respect each other. I can unite with you in 
desiring reciprocal knowledge and reciprocal honor. If that 
shall be attained, will you trust to tlie result ?" 

"Forgive me: I diet misunderstand you," she siud, not 
answering his last question. 

A |>au9e ensued. The stream gurgled on, and the pnrpU 
biDs smiled through the gaps in the autumnal foliage. " Do 
yon believe that Ida waa happier with the Prince, tmpp<^i*in|[ 
ho were faithful to the piclvre he drew, than if "he IupI r»- 
aaaatd at the head of her college ?" he suddenly iwktMl, 

" Ton will si-qnit me of hostility to your iei whw I My • Ym.' 
Tbe Prince promised her equality, not snlgeetton. Il h m4 
tint die noble and eloquent dose of ibt po«a iboidd ht Hu 
rooM imaginative part." 



TWiODeo^»>crEf^ vaVeSef in bcTTOtoe fired Wbodbary'fl 
hu-yo^ H» ^nrt ppocestcd wbbs^ her words and denumded 
to be bearL Tbp •»«fiiaaiBg hiuoMej of their talk had liit>aght 
kT-« to iki£ T«ri:« ^i^' frvakaeas viiere tbe asDcdties of feeling, 
w^ikfe iuie T£i«cuieiTefr froca the gaae of the world, steal op to 
ihe&s^i mi KiUZt 7YT«aI thecr features. ~Noy''he said, warin- 
ir ani earserJ V. *- t&e pkcsi« is not imaginative. Its oonnter- 
fors ex5<;« L= ;be bean oc eTerx tme man. There can be no 
ideal pefi^cdoQ in marrutge beeaose there is nooe in life ; bnt 
is can. az>d sh^>a^ embodj the t^idexest auction, the deepest 
tTBS^ the oiTiT^est <2iantT« and the purest fidth whidi hnman 
aatore is capable of manijtesting. L tor one man, found my own 
dream in the words v^f the Prince. I haTe not remained im- 
married from, a $el&h idea of independence or from a want of 
reireieace for woman. Becanse I hold her so high, becaose I 
seek to set her side br side with me in lore and duty and con- 
fidence. I cannot profime her and myself by an imperfect onion. 
I do not understand lore withoat the most absolute mutual 
knowledge, and a trust so complete that there can be no ques- 
tion of rights on either side. Where that is given, man will 
never withhold, nor will woman demand, what she should or 
should not possess. That is my dream of marriage, and it is 
not a dream too high for attainment in this life l^ 

The sight of Hannah Thurston's face compelled him to 
pause. She was deadly pale, and trembled visibly. The mo- 
ment he ceased speaking, she rose from her seat, and, after 
mechanically plucking some twigs of the berried bittersweet, 
said : " It is time for me to return.*' 

Woodbury had not intended to say so much, and was fear- 
ful, At first, that his impassioned manner had suggested the 
secrot he still determined to hide. In that case, she evidently 
dcsNirod to escape its utterance, but he had a presentiment tlua 
hur agitation was owing to a different cause. Could it be 
that ho had awakened the memory of some experience of love 
through which she had passed ? After the first jealous doubt 
which this thought inspired, it presented itself to his mind as 
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a relief. The dnty wtich pressed npon him would be more 
lightly performed ; the test to whioh he Bust first Bnbjeet 
her would be surer of Bucceas. 

Ab they threaded the embowered paths on their homeward 
way, he said to her, gravely, but cheerfully : " You see. Miss 
Thurston, your donbt of my sex has forced me to show myself 
to you as I am, in one respect. But I will not regret the con- 
fessioD, unless you should think it intrusive." 

" Believe me," eho answered, " I know how to value it- 
Ton have made me ashamed of my nnbelief." 

" And yon have confirmed me in my belief. This is a sub- 
ject which neither toan nor woman can rightly interpret, 
alone. "WTiy should we never speak of that which is most 
vital in our lives ? Here, indeed, wo are governed by con- 
ventional ideas, springing from a want of troth and purity. 
But a man is always ennobled by allowing a noble woman to 
look into his heart. Do you recollect my story about the 
help Mrs. Blake gave me, under awkward circumstance b, 
before her marriage?" 

"Perfectly. It was that story which made me wish I* 
know her. What an admirable woman she is 1" 

"Admirable, indeed t" Woodbury exclaimed. "That was 
not the only, nor the best help she gave me. I learned from 
her that women, when they are capable of fHendship — don't" 
miaunderstand me, I should say the same thing of men — mM' I 
the most devoted friends in the world. She ia the only oooi 
soling figure in an episode of my life which had a gnst inflow 
ence npon my fate. The story ia long sinoe at an end, bnt' I 
should like to tell it to yon, some time," 

" fi'yon are willing to do so, I shall be glad to hew another 
instance of Mrs. Blake's kindness." 

" Not only tb.tt," Woodbury conihiiied. " bot Still another 
[lortion of my history. I will not press my caafidenM u 
you, but I shall be glad, very glad, if yoq will khuUy c 
to receive tL Some things in mylifb sa^«at qaestknu whi 
I have tried to answer, and ckhioc I mvt bare a woe 
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help. I know yon are all troth and candor, and I am wiffiog 
to place my doubts m joar hands.** 

He spoke earnestly and eagerly, walking by her side, but 
with eyes fixed upon the ground. His words produced in 
her a feeling of interest and curiosity, under which larked a 
singular reluctance. She was still unnerved by her former 
agitation. ^^ Why should you place such confidence in me ?" 
she at length Altered. *^ You have other friends who deserve 
it better." 

*^We cannot always explain our instincts/* he answered. . 
*' I must tell you, and you alone. If I am to have help in 
these doubts, it is you who can give it.*' 

His words seized her and held her powerless. Her Quaker 
blood still acknowledged the authority of those mysterious 
impulses which are truer than reason, because they come from 
a deeper source. He spoke with a conviction from which 
there was no appeal, and the words of refusal vanished from 
her lips and from her heart. 

" Tell me, then," she said. " I will do my best. I hope I 
may be able to help you." 

He took her hand and held it a moment, with a warm pres- 
sure. ^ God bless you !" was all he said. 

They silently "^turned up the road. On reaching the gate 
of the cottage, he took leave of her, saying : " You will have 
my story to-morrow." 13h face was earnest and troubled; 
it denoted the presence of a mystery, the character of which 
she could not surmise. 

On entering the cottage, she first went up-stairs to her own 
room. She had a sensation of some strange expression having 
come over her fSsice, which mast be banished from it before she 
could meet her mother. She must have five minutes alone to 
lliink upon what had passed, before she could temporarily put 
it away from her mind. But her thoughts were an indistinct 
chaos, through which only two palpable sensations crossed each 
other as they moved to and fro— one of unreasoning joy, one 
of equally unreasoning terror. What either of them portend- 
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ed she oonld not ^ess. She only felt that there was no stable 
point to which she could cling, but the very base of her being 
seemed to shift as her thoughts pierced down to it. 

Her eyes fell upon the volume of ^* The Princess,^' which l&y 
upon the little table beside her bed. She took it up with a 
sudden desire to read again the closing scene, where the 
heroine lays her masculine ambition in the hands of love. The 
book opened of itself, at another page : the first words ar- 
rested her eye and she read, involuntarily : 

** Ask me no more : the moon may draw the 8e% 

The doud may stoop from heaven and take the shape^ 
With fold on fold, of mountain and of cape, 
Bat oh, too fond, when have I answered thee 7 

Ask me no more 

" Ask me no more: what answer could I give? 
I love not hollow cheek and Ikding eye, 
Yet oh, mj friend, I would not have thee die : 
Ask me no more, lest I should bid thee live ; 

Ask me no more. 

"Ask me no more: thy fiite and mine are sealed. 
I strove against the stream, and strove in vain: 
Let the great river bear me to the main 1 
Ko more, dear lore, for at a touch I yield — 

Ask me no mora.'* 

The weird, uncontrollable power which had taken 
of her reached its dimax. She threw down the book 
burst into tears. 



HASTTAH TBtTESTO*: 



CHAPTER XXX, 
UK. woodbubt'b COITPSeSlOS. 



TowAEDs erening, on Saturday, Buto called at the cottage, 
and sfler inquiring concernuig tho n-idow's coixlitioD, and 
giving, in return, a most enthusiostio report of Carrie's n«- 
compli-sliments, he produced a package, with the remark : 

" Here, Miss Hannah, 'a a book that Mr. Max. give me for 
you. He says you needn't be in a hurry to send any of' em 
back. He got a new lot from New York yiaterday." 

She laid il aside until night. It W88 late before her mother 
slept and xhe could be certain of an hour, alone, and eecare 
from interruption. When at last all was quiet and the fire 
was burning low on the hearth, and the little clock ticked like 
a strong ptilse of health, in mockery of the fkding life in tJie 
bosom of the dear invalid in the next room, she took tlio book 
in her hands. She turned it over first and examined the paper 
wrapping, as if that might suggest the nature of tho nnlcDovii 
conteots; then slowly imtied the string and unfolded the 
paper. Wlien the book appeared, she first looked at the back ; 
it waa Ware's " Zenobia" — a work she bad long desired tO 
possess. A thick letter slipped out from lietween the blank 
'eavps and fell on her lap. On the envelope wa'i her name 
only — " Hannah Thui-stoa" — in a clear, firm, mascuhno hand. 
She laid the volume aaide, broke the seal and read the letter 
through from be^nniog to end : 

"Dkak Miss Tbdbsto^: — I know how much I have asked 
of yon in begging permission to write, for your eye, tbo rtory 
which follow*. Therefore I havo not allowed mywif to BtJBid 
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sliivering on ihe brink of a plunge wliicli I have detonnincii 
to make, or to postpone it, from tbe fear that the venture of 
confidence which I now send out will come to sliipwrcck. 
Since I have learned to npprodate the truth and nohlcnosB of 
your nature — since I have dared to hope ihat yon honor me 
with a friendly regard — moat of all, since I find thai the feel- 
iuga which I recognize as the most intimate and sacred jwrtioD 
of myself seek expression in your presence, I am forced lo 
make you a participant in the knowledge of my life. Whcthi-r 
it be that melancholy knowledge which a tender human charity 
takes under its protecting wing and which thenoeforwtu-i) 
BleepB calmly in some shadowy corner of memory, or that evil 
knowledge which torments because it cannot bo forgotten, I 
am not able to foresee. I will say nothing, in advance, to 
secure a single feeling of sympatliy or conaidcrntiou which 
your own nature would not spontaneously prompt you to give. 
I know that in this step I may not be acting the part of a 
friend ; but, whatever consequences may follow it, I entreat 
you to believe that there is no trouble which I would not 
voluntarily take upon myself, rather than inflict upon you a 
moment's unnecessary pain, 

" Hare you ever, in some impartial scrutiny of self, di*- 
covered to what extent your views of Woman, and your wpl- 
rntlons in her behalf, were drawn from your own nature f AfA 
you not inclined to listen to your own voice aa !f it wor« lh« 
ooIlectiTe voice of your sex ? If bo, you may t<i ■oma czt«at( 
accept me as an interpretation of Man. It 
nor worse than the general average of m«n. My p 
vxntAgtM are, that I was roost carefully Mtd . 
«diKatct!,an(i thatmy opportoiuiiesof knowiKg « 
bewo greater than is osuaL A coiwdeniiMU mmif n 
nature ought to be the basis of all tlMories <f « ' 
you will agree with me, tbiu far; and ifc awrfw 
present conjcaaion may change yuvr fat«» id 
me, I ehall have, at leart, tba pwtU mmii^im <^ k 
tkat I bare added sometUas U> jnar teM* ' 
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"Let me add <m\v ib\%. before t commence my narrsliT^^ 
thtit it treats eniirely of the orcnrrenceB of my life, irhi(4r ItatB 
bronght me near to ^omnn throagh my emotions. It fa n\r 
experience of the nex, so far as that experience hitoi tafcm a 
deeper hold on my heart. Ton are aot flo cold and unsrmpft- 
tbetic as to repel tbe subject. The instinl^t wlitch ha^ led mt 
to choose yon as the recipient of my eon&derire c.innot he 
fulse. That same instinct tells me that I shall ueitber withhold 
nor seek to extenuate whatever directly concerns myself I 
dare not do either. 

I " My natare was once not so calm and self-subdnod as it 
may seem to yon now. As a yonth I was ardent, Impetaoox, 
aiid easily controlled by my feelings. In the heart of almost 
any boy, from Berenteen to twenty, there is a trnln laid, ajtfl 
Wiuting for the mateh. As I approached the latter age, mine 
Avas kindled by a girl two years younger than fnynelf, tbe 
daughter of a friend of my father, I suppose all early passions 
hare very mnch the same character; they are intense, absorb- 
ing, unreasoning, bnt generally shallow, not from want of dio- 
cority but from want of development. The mmnal attaobment 
necessarily showed itself, and was taoilly permitted, bat with* 
out any express engagement. 1 had never surprised her with 
any sadden declaration of love: our relation had gradually 
grown into existence, and we were both so happy therein that 
we did not need to question and discuss our feelings. In faot, 
wp were rarely sufficiently alone to hare allowed of such con- 
fidences; bP'> we sought each other in society or in our re- 
spective family circles and created for ourselves a half-priTaoy 
in tlie presence of others. Nothing seemed more certain to 
eitlier of us than that oiir fktes were already united, for We 
accepted the toWrnnoe of our attacliment as n :ianotion of its 
f\iture seal npon our lives. 

"After my father's failure and deilb, however, I dis(M>Trred, 
with bitterness of heart, that it waa not alont- tny pw-uitiary 
proapeuts which had cJiaiiged. Her fcther, a shrewd, hard 
man of businem, wna one of tbe very few who prospered in ■ 
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eeason of gGnernl nun — who pL'ihaps foresaw Lbo crash and 
prep&red himBelf to take advatttnge of the aplniidid opportuni- 
ties which it ofierm). His wenltli was doubled, probahlv 
trcbled, in a year: bo won advuntagoB wbich compelled the 
most exdusive eirdes to receive him, and hU family dropped 
their old aesociations as fast S8 they familiarized tlicmselvcs 
with the new. I saw this change, at first, without the alighle.tl 
misgiving: my fiiith in bmnan nature was warm aud fresh, 
and the eattofied bliss of my affections disposed me to judge 
flU men kindly. I only refrained from asking the father's ns 
eistance in my struts, from a feeling of delicacy, not becnuso 
I had any suspicion tbat it woold not be given. Littl« by 
little, however, the conviction forced itscU' upon my wiiid that 
I was DO longer a welcome visitor at the house : I was dropped 
from the list of guests invited to dinners and entertainments, 
and my reception became cold aud constrained. From Uiu 
sadness and uneasiness on the face of my beloved, 1 saw that 
iffering for my sake, and on qnestionin^ her she did 
deny that she bad been urged to give me np. She assured 
nevertheless, of her own constancy, and exhorted me to 

patience nntil my prospects ahould improve. 
It was at thia juncture that Miss Rvwington (Mrs. Tilake. 
yoQ will remember) became a comforting angel to both of ut. 
She had remarked our attachment from ita first stngu, and wilb 
her profound scorn of the pretensions of weallli, •ho deter- 
laiticd to assist the course of troe love. We m«l. M if by 
accident, at her Other's house, and she generally cmitrired ibaC 
we ahouM have a few uiDutes alone. Tlina, w*ertl naah' 
paaaed away. My position had not odvancod, bi'^Mf I h»A 
CT«7 thing to learn when I first took it, I«it I tefpB to h»*» 
more confldcacG in myself^ and remained dMtfAd mJ hnyvloL 
I was not distTiHied by the liict that ny W a w * 
Ciiled lu keep her appointoientji, bat 1 eoM Mt W 
mg, now, ttiat when she did mfpemr, wSm ammud ■ I 
Rrore to make the iuterTWw* as abort >• y«aAb. 
"Tbere was soawtking in Min T 
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wliidi I could uot uiiiIorstaii<]. I misled the frttak, h&utj 
sjtnpathy with feithfa! and [jerscsonted love, whtv)] alie had 
given me. A restless anxiety, pointing to one thing or 
another, but never towards the truth, took possession of 
One day on muking my pre-arranged call, I found SHas Rem* 
ington alone. Her face was grave and sad. She saw my look 
of disap|)oiuljnent : she allowed me to walk impatiently np and 
down the room three or four times, then she arose and seized 
me by both hands. * Am I mistaken in yon?' she asked: 
'Are yon yet a man V 'I am trying to prove it,* I answered. 
'Then,' she said, 'prove it to me. If yon were to have a 
iv>otli drawn, would yon turn back a dozen times from 
the dentist's door and bear the adie a day longer, or woald 
you go in at once and have it out f I sal dowu, chilled lo 
the heart, and aaid, desperately : 'lam ready for the opem- 
tion I' She smiled, but there were tear§ of pity in her eyes. 
She toll! me as kindly and tenderly as pcssible, all §bc had 
learned ; tliiit the girl who possessed my unquestioning fuith 
was unworthy of the gift: that the splendors of the now ciTvIe 
into which she had ascended had become indispensable to her: 
that her attachment to me was now a simple embarrassment: 
that her beauty had attracted wealthy admirerg, one of whom, 
a ahaUow-brained egotist, was reported to be especially favored 
by her, aiid that any hope I might have of tier constancy 
to me must be uprooted as a delusion. 

"I tried to reject this revelation, hut the evidence was 
too clear to bo discredited. Nevertheless, I insisted on sooing 
the girl once more, and Miss Remington brought about th« 
interview. I was too deeply dt appointed to bo indignant: 
she flhowod a restless impatience to be gone, as if some reit> 
nimt of conscience still spoke in her heart. I told her, Mii]ly, 
that I saw she was changed. If her attachment for tne had 
faded, as I feared, I would not despotically press mine u|ion 
her, but would retcuso her from the mockery of a duty which 
her heart no longer acknowledged. I expected a penitent 
confession of the truth, in return, and was tlienttbrc wholly 
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unprepared for the ^ngrj reproncLes ehe henped npon me. 
*Veryfine!' she cried ; 'I always thought there was no «m- 
picionvhem there waa lovol lam lo bo aouuiieil of Iklftu- 
hood, from a jealooe whim. Il's very easy for you to giv« up aa 
Utachmcnt that died out long ago I' But I will not repeal 
her expresBioDB further. I ehould never hnvo oomprehendt-d 
them wilhoQt "Miaa Remingtoa's aseUtanoe. She was vext-'d 
that I should have dUoovcred her want of Mth and ^ven hei- 
back her freedom : ahe should have been ibc firet to break the 
bonds. I laughed, in bitterness of heart, at her words; 1 
ooitld give her no other answer. 

"The shock my affections reoeiyed waa deeper than I oared 
to show. It was renewed, when, three months afterwards, 
the faithless girl married the rich fool whom she had preferred 
to me. I should have become moody and cynical but for the 
admirable tact with which Miss Remington, in her perfect 
firiendship, softened the blow. Many persons sDpi>oac that a 
pure and exalted relation of this kind caiinot exist between 
man and woman, without growing into love — in other words, 
that friendship seeks lis fuItUmeut in the same sex and love 
in the opposite. Ido not agree with this view. The thought 
of loving Julia Remington never entered my mind, and she 
would have considered mo as wanting in sanity if I had iuli- 
inated such a thing, bnt there was a happy and pt-rfeci con6- 
denoe between us, wliioh was my chief support in those days 
of misery. 

" I accepted, eagerly, the proposition to become the Calcutta 
agent of the mercantile house in wlucli I was employed. The 
shadow of my disappointment still huug over me, and there 
ir«re now but few associations of my Ufe in New York to 
make the parting 4it1icult. I went, and in the excitement of 
now scenes, ui the absorbing duties of my new sitiiatioit, in 
the more masculiou strength that oame with maturity, I grad- 
ually forgot the blow which had bean struok— or, if I did not 
forget, the sight of the soar no longer recalled the pain of the 
wound. Mevertlieless, it had made me soapicions aad f«arf\il. 
17 



I qnesdooed crerr nang mcfiittrion of mj heart, and nap' 
pf«wii the vhispen of iadpient af&cCioDy decemuned that 
ao woman shoold erer again deceive me as the first bad done. 
The jean gilded away, ooe bj one; I had aiowfj a e quiie d the 
hahtt of seif-^mtroL oa which I rdied as a natural and siiffi- 
cant goard for mj heart, and the loDging for woman's partner- 
ship in fife, which no man can ever whoDr suppress, a;gain began 
to make iLwif heard. I did not expect a recurrence of the 
paaaon of joath. I knew that I had changed, and that love, 
theretbrev most come to me in a different form. 1 r«. membered 
what I heard at home, as a boj, that when the original forest 
is deared awar, a new forest of different trees is developed 
from the naked soiL Bat I still suspected that there most be 
a &milT likeness in the growth, and that I should reoogniae its 
spronting germs. 

^ Between ^xe and six vears ago, it was necessary that I 
should vidt Eorope, in the intere:^ of the house. I was ab- 
sent from India nearly a year, and during that time made my 
first acquaintance with Switaerbnd« the memory of which is 
now indissolubly connected, in my mind, with that song which 
I have h«ard yon sing. Bat it is not of this that I would 
speak. I find myself shrinking from the new revebtion which 
most be made. The story b not one of goilt — not even of 
serious blame, in the eves of the worid. If it were necessarv. 
I could tell it to any man, without reactance for my own sake. 
Men« in certain respects* have broader and truer views of life 
than women ; they are more tender in th^ judgment, more 
guarded in their condemnation. I am not justi^ring myself, 
in advance, for I can acquit myself of any intentional wrong, 
I only feel that the venture, embodied in my confession, is about 
to be sent forth— either to pitying gales that shall waft it safely 
back to me, or to storms in which it shall go down. Recollect, 
dear Miss Thurston, that whatever of strength I may po8ses8 
you have seen. I am now about to show you, volantarily, my 

weakness. 
*< Among the psstengers on board the steamer by which I 
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retumeil to India, there was a lady who had been recom- 
mended to my care by some matual acquaintaoce in England, 
She w.ia tlie wife of a physician in the Company's Service who 
was Bta'ioned at Benares, and who had Bent her home with 
her cWl Iren a year and a half befora The latter were bft in 
England, while she returned to share the exile of her husband 
until he should be entitled to a pension. She was a thoroughly 
refined and cultivated woman, of almost my own age, and 
shrank from coutaot with the young lubs of cadets and the oe- 
tentatioue indigo-plant era, with their beer-drinldng wives, who 
were ^most the only oihi-T passengers. We were thus thrown 
continually together, and the isolation of oc«an-life contributed 
to hasten our intimacy. Little by little that intimapy Rrew 
deep, tender, and powerful. I told her the humiliating story 
of my early love which you have just read, and she described 
to me, with tearful reluctance, the unhappiness of her married 
life. Her husband had gone to England eight years before, on 
leave of absence, on purpose to marry. She had been found 
to answer his requirement^), and ignorant of life as she was at 
that time, ignorant of her own heart, had been hurried into 
the marriage by her own family. Her father was in moderate 
drcnmstanccs, and he had many daughters to provide with 
husbands ; this was too good a chance to let slip, and, na it 
was known that she had no other attachment, her hesitation 
was peremptorily overruled. She discovered, too late, Oiat 
there was not only no point of sympathy between her husband 
and hersell^ but an absolute repulsion. He was bold and 
Bteady-hnnded as a surgeon, and had performed some daring 
operations which had di.-tiuguishpd him in his profession ; bu'. 
ha was hard, selfish, and tyrannical in his domestic rehidons, 
and his nnfortunate wife could only look forward with dread 
to the coDtinual companionship which waa her doom. 

" I had been sure of rcoogniang any symptom of rotntniny 
love in my heart — but I was mistaken. It took ihu form of 
pity, and so lulled my suspicions to sleep that ray power of 
will was drugged before I knew it. Her own heart wm wrt 



rotful towards her. Poor woman ! if she had vret 
dreamed of love the dream had beca forgotteD. Sli« was ig- 
norant of the iatat spell which had come upon as, and I did 
not detect my own pasEion until its reflection was thrown 
back to me from her innocent face. When I had discovered 
the truth, it waa too late— too late, I mean, for her happiness, 
not too late for the honor of both our lives. I could not ex- 
plain to her a danger which she did not suspect, nor could I 
embitter, by an enforced coldness, bcr few rerowning happy 
days of our voyage. With a horrible fescination, I saw bur 
drawing nearer and nearer tbo brink of knowledge, and ray 
lips were sealed, that only could have uttered the warning cry. 

" Again I was called upon to suft'er, but in a way I had 
never anticipated. Tbo grief of betrayed love is t-ime, bcaide 
th« despair of forbidden love. This uew experience showed 
me how light was the load which I Lid already borne. On 
the one side, two hearts that recognised eaoh other and woold 
have been faithful to the end of time ; on the other, a moa- 
stroits bond, which hud only the sanction of human laws. I 
rebelled, in uiy very soul, agunst the mockery of that \^iH 
marriage, which is the basis of social virtue, forgoiiing that 
Good miiat voluntarily bind itaelf in order that Evil may not 
go free. The boimdiess tenderness towards her which Lad 
suddenly revealed itself must be stifled. I noiUd not «Tea 
press her bund warmly, lest some unguarded pulse should be- 
tray the secret ; I scarcely dared look in her eyes, lest mioe 
mlglit stab her with the sharpness of my love and my sorrow 
in the same glance. 

" It was all in vaiu. Some glance, some word, or touch of 
hand, on cither side, did come, and the thin disgnifle waa 
torn away forever. Then wo spoke, for the consolation of 
speech seemed less guilty than the ogony of sUmco. In the 
moonless nights of the Indian Oct^an we walked the dock with 
hands secretly claspod, with silent tears on our cheeks, with 
a pang in our sonls only softeued by the knowlodg« that b 
was mutual. Kfitbdr of na, I think, then thought of dijt[itttlitg 
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our fate. But aa the voyage drew near its end, I was hannt- 
ed by wild fanciefl of escape. I couJd not sabdue my nature 
to forego a fulfilment tbat seemed possible. Wo might find 
s refuge,! thouglit, iu Java, or Celebes), or some of tlie Indian 
Isles, and once beyond tbe reach of pursnit what was the rest 
of the world to us? What was wealth, or name, or station ? 
— they were hollow sounds tons now, they were selfish cheats, 
always. In the perrened logic of passion all was clear and 
fair. 

" This idea so grew upon me that I was base enough to 
propose it to her — I who should have given reverence to that 
ignorance of the heart winch made her love doubly sacred, 
strove to lam it into the instrument of her ruin ! She heard 
me, in fear, not in indignation. 'Do not tempt me 1' she 
cried, with a pitiful supplication ; ' think of my children, and 
help me to stand up against my own heart I' Thank God I 
was not deaf to that cry of weakness ; I was armed to meet 
resistance, but I was powerless against her own despairing 
fear of surrender. Thank God, I overcame the relentless Belfish- 
1 of my ses ! She took from my hps, that night, the only 
I ever gave her — the kiss of repentance, not of triumph. 
It lefl no stain on the purity of her marriage vow. That was 
our true parting from each other. There weie still two days 
of our voyage lefl, but wc looked at each other as if through 
the bars of opposite prisons, with a double wall between. Our 
renunciation was complete, and any further words would have 
been an unnecessary pang. We had a melancholy pleasure in 
still being near each other, in walking side by side, in the 
formal touch of hands that dared not clasp and be clasped. 
This poor consolation soon ceased. The husband was w^ting 
for her at Calcutta, and I purposely kept my state-room when 
we arrived, in order that I might not see him. I was not yet 
«ure of myself. 

"She went to Benares, and afterwaids to Afeonit, and I 
never saw her again. In a little more than a year I heard she 
was dead ; ' the fever of the country,' they sai^ I was glad 




' ^ '*r«wUaii^ w» iMCter iSnr Emt dmn iwr fifr bad 
41; ii^^MT. ':rh«sn t:hai: lid» had bceoine a porpcOHiL infidelicr te 
iMJtr^. iMsixh partdcd dut nemniy of my pnwimu and ^w 
m^^ {y»rh»p<9. n ^w^ttfjer rsmtgaasiaa dun if she had lins jksUwi 
f/> mj mskiTMM. riad lad hopeicM ai was duB episode of ir 
liiV^, it /v^nfaiiMd an ^etOKot of comjS^rt:^ and ratoreti t&e 
hiiiiitu**^ wKush mj inc duiappoiatnKns had deatrojvd. Mj 
^^ P-^ h0gr WM i^Kfitle, xeanieT and eoaaotins. aad I 
fom^ a^idft fr^^m iM approru^heft. It has now witbLrawn 
tb#^ pafit, h«it itA iniliKfM% 4Cill remabM, in diu — that thedeare 
iSr>r thiU fnlfilnMnt <!yf painiofL «>f orfaieh ii& has thiu £ir chcatied 
!»«, hsM n/vC fi[rf>wn fxM in mj heart. 

^ TTMTe ari^ M<ne Batarea which rewmble those plaata tibai^ 
fim xftffT a mtfi^ hkjumnminf^ — oatoTM in which one paffrtna 
mfuntft U> i^irharMt the, oapamien lor affectioD. I am not one of 
th^m^ J el f \lj%ow that I po^nen the virtue of fidelity. I kaow 
that f fttill wait for the fort one that shall enable me to manifesl 
it« T>o fon, an a woman, judge me onworthj to expect that for- 
tnne ? Yorj are now acquainted with my history ; try me by 
the nsurrpA innUndM of your own nature, and according to than^ 
f;arr1oti ffT cffttdemn me. I have revealed to yon my dream of 
th#) true marriage that is possible — a dream that preveota me 
from nUKipinff to a anion not hallowed by perfect love and 
faith. If avn I forfeite<l the right to indulge this dream longer ? 
Would I l/e gnilty of treason towards the virgin confidence of 
Momn noble woman whom God .may yet send me^ in offering 
hur a heart which is not fresh in its knowledge, though fresh 
in itA irnmorial dosires ? I pray yon to answer me these ques* 
tiofM ? Do not blamo your own truth and nobility of nature, 
which have brought you this task. Blame, if you please, my 
HcHlshnosH in taking advantage of them. 

" I linvo now told you all I meant to confess, and might here 
nioso. Hut one tliotight occurs to me, suggested by the sad- 
dvn rcoollootion of the refbrm to which you have devoted 
yourself. I fear tliat all reformers are too much disposed to 
measure the notions and outward habits of the human raoei 
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without examining (lie liiflJen oanses of those actions. There 
IS some bnsis in our nature for all general customs, both of 
bod^r and mind. Tlie mntual relation of man and woman, ia 
Society, is determined not by a conscious exercise of tyranny 
on the one aide, or subjection on the other. Each sex has its 
peeuliaii mental and moral laws, the differences between which 
are [>erhaps too eabtle and indcfin&ble to be distinctly drawn, 
but they are as palpable in life aa the white and red which 
neighboring rosea draw from the selfsame soil. When we 
have differed in regard to Woman, I have meant to speak sin- 
cerely and earnestly, out of the knowledge giiioed by an nn- 
fortunato experience, which, nevertheless, has not touched the 
honor and reverence in which I hold the sex. 1 ask yon to 
remember this, in ease the confidence I have forced upon you 
should hereafter set a gulf between us. 

" I have deprived myself of the right to make any request, 
but whatever your judgment may be, will you let me hear it 
from your own lips? Will you allow me to see you once 
more ? I write to you now, not because I should shrink from 
speaking the same words, but because a history like mine ia 
not always easily or clearly told, and I wish your mind to be 
uninfluenced by the sympathy which a living voice might 
inspire. 

" On Tuesday next you will be free to take your accustomed 
w^k. May I be your companion again, beside the stream ? 
But, no : do not write : you will find me there if you consent 
to aee me If you do not come, I shall expect the written evi- 
dence, if not of your continned respect, at least of yonr forgive- 
ness. But, in any case, think of me always as one man who, 
having known yon, will never cease to honor Woman. 
" Your friend, 

"Maxwell Woodburt." 
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CHAPTER XXXX 



UT WHICH THE STBOMO-UIN-DBD WOUXN BECOUBS WEAK. 

It did not require the Bound of a living voice to inspire 
Hannah Thurston with sjmpathy for the story which she had 
just read. Never before had any man so freely revealed to 
ber the sanotitiea of his experience of women. Completely 
absorbed in the recital, she gave herself up to the first strong 
impressions of alternate indignation and pity, without reflect- 
ing upon the deeper Bignificance of the letter. Woodbury's 
second episode of passion at first conflicted harshly with the 
pure ideal In her own mind ; the shock was perhaps greater 
to her than t)ie confession of actual guilt would have been to 
a woman better acquainted with the world. Having grown 
up in the chaste atmosphere of her sect, and that subdued life 
of the emotions which the seclusion of the country creates, it 
startled her to contemplate a. love forbidden by the world, yet 
justifying itself to the heart. Nevertheless, the profound pity 
which oamc upon her as she read took away from her the 
power of condemnation. The wrong, she felt, was not so mach 
in the love which had unsuspectedly mastered both, as in the 
impulse to indulge rather than suppress it; but having been 
suppressed — ^passion having been purified by self-abnegation 
and by death, she could not withhold a tender human charity 
even for this feature of the confession. 

Woodbury's questions, however, referred to the future, no 
less tliaa to the past They hinted at the possibility of a new 
love visiting his heart. The desire for it, he confessed, had not 
grown cold. Deceit and fate had not mastered, in him, the 
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immortal yearning: waa lie unworthy to receive it? "Try 
mo," Ue had written, "by the saci-ed ingtincls of yoiir own 
nature, and according to them pardon or condemn me." Bbc 
had already pardoned. Perhaps, had ehe read the same words 
coming from a stranger, or as on inciilent of a romance, she 
wowld have paused and deliberated; her natural severity 
would have been alow to relax ; but knowing Woodbury as 
she had latterly learned to know him, in his frankness, his 
manly firmness and justice, his noble consideration for herself 
her heart did not delay the answer to hts questions. He had 
pot her to shame by voluntarily revealing his weakness, while 
she had determined that she would never allow him to dia- 

Little by little, however, after it became clear that her sym- 
pathy and her charity were justifiable, the deeper questions 
winch lay bidden beneath the ostensible purpose of his letter 
crept to the surface. In her ignorance of the coming confeA- 
siou, she had not asked herself, in advance, why it should hare 
been mode; she supposed it would be its own CTplaimlion. 
The reason he had given waa not in itself sufficient, but pre- 
supposed something more important which he had not ex- 
pressed. Ko man makes snob a confidence fVom a mere feeling 
of curiosity. Simultaneoiisly vnih this question came another 
— why shoidd he fancy that his act might posably set a gidf 
between them F Waa it simply the sensitiveness of a nature 
which would feel itself profaned by having its secrets misun- 
derstood ? No ; a heart thus sensitive would prefer the secu- 
rity of silence. ^Vas he conscious of a dawning love, and, 
doubtful of himself, did he ask for a woman's truer interpr» 
tation of his capacity to give and keep faith ? " It is oniel in 
him to ask me," she said to herself; "does he think my heart 
is insensible as marble, that I should probe it with thoughts, 
every one of which inflicts a wound 1 Why does he not 
soikI his confession at once to her t It is she who should heat 
it, not I ! He is already guilty of treason to her, in asking 
the qitestion of fM /" 
17* 
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She put the leiter suddenly on the Ubl(x, and half roee 
from her ohair, in the excitement of the thought. Then, as if 
rtniok by a Rlnnning blow, she droppcil back again. Her face 
grow oold mid deadly pale, and lier arms fi'll nervcle^>e at hur 
rides. Her eyes ilosed, and her brenth came in long, labored 
BJgbB. After a few minutes elie sat up, placed her elbow on 
die table and rested her forehead on hor liand. " I uin grow- 
ing idiotic," she whispered, with an attempt to smile ; " mj 
brain is giving way — it is only a woman's brain." 
' The fire had long been extinct. The room was oold, and s 
chill crept over her. She rose, secured the letter and the 
book, and went to bed. As the balmy warmth stole over her 
frame, il seemed to soften and thaw the painful constrictioa 
of her heart, and she wept herself into a sad quiet. " Oh, if 
it shoyld be so," she said, "I must henceforth be doably 
wretched I What shall I do? I cannot give up ihe trutba 
to which I have devoted ray life, and they now stand beiwe«n 
my heart and the heart of the noblest man I have ever known. 
Yes : my pride is broken at last, and I will confess to myself 
how much I honor and esteem him — not lov€ — but even there 
I ai[i no longer secure. We were so far apart — how ooald i 
dream of danger ? But I recognize il now, too late for him 
— almost too late for mel" 

Then, again, she doubted every thing. Tlie knowledge had 
come too swiftly and suddenly to be accepted at ouoe. H« 
conid not love her; it was preposterous. Until a few daya 
ago he had thought her cold and severe : now, ho acknowl- 
edged her to be trne, and bis letter simply appealed to that 
truth, unaoBpiuious of the secret slumbering in her heart. Q« 
had spokoTi of the possibility of a pure and exnltnd fri^iKbabip 
between the sexes, sach as already existed between lumdelf 
and Mm. Blake : perhaps he aimed at nothing more, in this 
instance. Somehow, the thought was not so consoling ns it 
ought properly to have been, and the next niomtnt the shilfol 
explanation which she had biUlt np tumbled into ruins. 

Slie slept but little, that night, and all l\w next ilay vroit 
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about bcr ilittics m if In a droam. She knew that her mother's 
eye sotiietimea rested uneasily on her pale face, and the con- 
fesGion of her trouble more than once rose to her tongue, but 
phe rcBolutely determined to poatponc it until the dreaded 
crisis was past. She would not agitate the invalid with her 
confiised apprehensions, all of which, moreover, might prove 
themselves to have been needless. With every fresh conflict 
ill her mind her judgment seemed to become more unsteady. 
The thought of Woodbury's love, having once revealed itself 
to her, would not be banished, and every time it returned, it 
seemed to bring a gentler and tenderer feeling for him into her 
heart. On the other hand her dreams of a career devoted to 
the cause of Woman ranged tbemselvea before her mental 
vision, in an attitude of desperate resistance. " Now is the 
test !" they seemed to say : " vindicate your sex, or yield (■o 
the weakness of your heart, and add to its reproach !" 

When Monday came, it brought no cessation of the struggle, 
but she had recovered something of her usual self-control. She 
had put aside, temporarily, the consideration of her doubts ; 
the deeper she penetrated into the labyrinth, the more she 
became entangled, and she made up ber mind to wait, with as 
much oalniness as she could command, for the approaching 
solution. The forms of terror, of longing, of defence and of 
submission continually made their presence felt by turns, or 
chaotically together, but the only distinct scusaiion she per- 
mitted herself to acknowledge was this : that if her forebodings 
were true, the severest trial of her life awaited her. Ilei 
pride forbade her to shrink from the trial, yet every hour 
that brought her nearer to it increased her dread of tbe meet- 
ing. 

Her mother's strength was failing rapidly, and on this day 
she re<iuired Hannah's constant attendance. When, at last, 
the^ Iftlter was relieved for the night, her fatigue, oombined 
with the wakeful torment of the two preceding utgbt!^ com- 
pletely overpowered her and she slumbered fast and heavily 
until moniing, Her first waking thought was — "The da; 
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come, and I am not prepared to meet liim.'' 1 
was dull Aoii windless, and as she looked upoo liie vnlley 
her window, a ihiok blue film enveloped the diiitaut woods, tbi 
dark pines and brown oaks mingling with it iDdi^tiu(!tJy, whil 
the goldeji and orange tints ur the maples shone throagh. He 
physical mood corresponded with the day. The forces of ha 
spirit were slu^ish and apathetic, and she felt that the rraiat 
aiice which, in the contingency she dreaded, must be inattfl 
would be obstinately passive, rather than active and BelAxm 
tained. A sense of Inexpressible weariness stole over fan 
Oh, she thought, if she only could be spared the trial I To! 
how easily it might be avoided I She needed only to omit b* 
accustomed walk : she could write to him, afterwards, lut 
honor his confidence as it deserved. But an instinct told he 
that this would only postpone the avowal, not avert iL K'ah 
was wrong, she had nothing to fear ; if she was right, it 
be cowardly, and unjust to him, to delay the answer she mm 
pve. 

Her mother had slightly rallied, and when Mrs. Stylg 
arrived, st» usual, early in the aflemoon, the invalid could b 
safely left tn her charge. N^evertbeless, Hann^, after havinj 
put on ber bonnet and ahawL, lingered in the room, with a tasi 
anxious hope that something might happen which would g^vi 
her a pretext to remain. 

" Child, isn't thee going ?" the widow finally asked. 

" Mother, perhaps I had better stay nith thee this sAei 
noonp" was the hesitating answer. 

'' Indeed, thee shall not do any such thing I Thee's not bMi 
thyself for the last two days, and I know thee alwnya coma 
back from thy walks fresher and better. Bring me a handtU 
of gi^ntians, won't thee?" 

"Yes, mother." Slie stooped and kissed the old womaa'i 
forehead, and then toil the house. 

The sty was etill heavy and gray, and there was an opprey 
BJve warmth in the air. Crickets chirped lood among thn dyinj 
Weeds along the gord mi -paling*, ftnd orowi cawed hoarBctj 
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from the tups of the elms. The road was deserteJ, as far aa 
she could see, bm ihc sound of farmerB calling to their oren 
came distinctly aoross (he valley from the fields on the eaatBm 
hill. Nature seemed to he benumbed, in drowsy balf-con- 
ecionsness of her being, as if under some narcotic influence. 

She walked slowly forward, striving to subdue tho anxious 
beating of her heart. At the junction of the highways, she 
stole a glance down the Anacreou road : nobody was lo be 
seen. Down the other : a farm-wagon wna on its way home 
from Ptolemy — that was all. To the first throb of relief suc- 
ceeded a feeling of disappointment. The ivalk through the 
meadow-thickets would be more lonely than ever, remember- 
ing the Inst time she had seen them. As she looked towards 
their dark-green mounds, drifled over with the downy luft« 
of the seeded clematis, a figure suddenly emerged from the 
nearest path and hastened towards her across the meadow ! 

He let down the bars for her entrance and stood waiting 
for her. His brown eyes shone with a still, happy light, and 
his &ce brightened as if struck by a wandering annbeam. He 
looked ao Irank and kind— so cheered by her coming — so un- 
embarrassed by the knowledge of tho confession he bad made, 
that the wild beating of her heart was partially soothed, and 
she grew calmer in his presence. 

" Thank yon 1" he said, as he took her hand, both in greeting 
and to assist her over the fallen rails. When he had pat tht^m 
op, and regained her side, he spoke again : " Shnli we not go 
on to that lovely nook of yours beside the creek f I have 
taken a great liincy to Uie spot ; I have recalled it to my 
memory a thoufiand times since then," 

"Yes, if you wish ii," she answered. 

As they threaded the tangled p.ilhs, he spoke cheerfully 
and pleasantly, drawing her into talk of the autnmnal plants, 
of the wayward rapids aud tiddies of the stre.im, of all sights 
and sounds around them. A biitray quiet, which she mistook 
for strength, took possession of her heart. Shu reached the 
ledodcd oooTn, with a feeling of timid expi^jtanoy, it is true, 
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bat with scarcely a Ixm& of Iter former overpoverlng dv 
There ]&y ibe log, as if awaiting lh«m, and ibe stream gtagM 
OODtentedlf srgiuid ibc poiui, and the hi lis olosed loftOj' 
tbroogh blue vapor. i^ the vallwy, like the eatruic« to an 
Alpine gorge. 

As soon 9S they were saated, Woodbury spoke. " Can yon 
answer my quefitlonft?" 

" Yon have made that easy for me," abe replied, in a low 
v<uce. " It seems to me rather a (jueation of ciiarai-ler 1 
of experience. A man naturally £dae and inixHislant migbl 
have the same tustoiy to r^te^ but I am sure }»n nri? cme. 
Yon should ask those queatiooa of your uwn heart; wber« 
you are sure of giving fidelity, you would commit no treason 
in bestowing — attachment." 

She dared not utter the other word in her mind. 

"Iwaaoot mistaken in you I" he excUiined. "Yoa hare 
the one qu.tlity which I denuuid of every man or womai 
whom I couilde; you diatiuguish between what is true in 
human nature and what Is conventionally true. I must shonr 
myself to you as I am, though the knowledge should give yon 
pain. The absolution of the sinner," he added, smiling, 
already halt'-pronounced in liis confession." 

" Wliy ahoidd I be your eonfessor?" she asked, "llw 
knowledge of yourself which you hare confided to me, thus 
far, does not give me pain. It has not lowered yon in ttky 
esteem, but I feet, nevertheless, that your ooufideEice is a gift 
which I have done nothing to deserve, and which I ought not 
to accept unlesa — nnlwe I were able to make some return. If 
I had answered your qiiestiuus otherwise, I do not thfaik H. 
would have con\-inoed you, agaioai your own feelings. With 
your iatogrity Qf hearty you do not need the aid of a wo 
whose oxperieoDO of life ia so much more Hmiied than ynwv.** 

She spoke very slowly and deliberately, and the smtteooM 
kerned to come with an eflort. Woodbniy w«r that her 
clear vieioit had picroud tJiroiigb lii» flinuy ttratngem, and 
gueastd that alio must utxieiuiarily suapect the tnitli. Still, ha 
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b&ck ftma the final Tentiire upon which eo mnch de- 
pended, lie would fimt sound the depth of her engpioioDs. 

" No man," he said, gently, " can be iudependeni of woiuan'a 
jttdgraent, without lose to himBcIf. Iler purer nature is a 
better gujdo to bim than his own clouded instincts. I should 
not have attributed a different answer to your true self, but to 
the severe ideas of duty which I imagined you to posnees. 
You were right to suppose that I had already answered for 
myself, but can you not uiidersland the joy of hearing it thus 
confirmed? Can you not appreoinle the happy knowledge 
that one's lieart baa not been opened in vain ?" 

"I can understand it, though I have had little experience of 
snCh knowledge. But I hnri not supposed that you needed it, 
Mr. Woodbury — least of all from me. We seem 1j3 have had 

BO little in oommon " 

" Not so I" he interrupted. " Opinions, no matter how 
powerfully they may operate to shape our lives, are estcmal 
oircnin stances, compared with tlie deep, original springs of 
character. Ton and I have only differed on the outside, and 
henoe we first clashed when we came in contact ; but now I 
reoogniEC in yuu a nature for which I have sought long and 
wearily. I seek some answering recognition, and in my haste 
have scarcely given you time to examine whether Miy features 
in myself have grown Ihmiliar to yon. I see now that I was 
hnaty : I should have waited until the first false impression 
was removed." 

The memory of Mrs. Waldo's reproach arose in Hannah 
Thamon'M mind. " Oh no, you mistake me I" she cried. " I 
am no longer unjust to you. Bat you surpai^s me in magna- 
nimity as yoii have already done in justice. Yon surprised 
me by a sacred confideuco which ia generidly accorded only to 
ft tried friend. I had given you no reason lo suppose that T 
was a friend ; I had almost made myself an enemy." 

" Let the Past be past ; I know yon now. My confidence 
was not entirely magnrmimous. It was a test." 
'And I have stood it?" she faltered. 
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"Not yet," Le answered, and his voice tremliled into a 
■weet and solemn strmn, to which every nerve in her body 
seemed to listen. " Not yet I Ton must hear it now. I 
qneBtioned you, after yon knew the history of my heart, tn 
order that yon might decide for yonrself as well as me. IiOre 
pnrifiea itself at each rcMirn. My nnfortiinate experience has 
not prevented me from loving again, and with a purity and in- 
tensity deeper than that of my early days, because the passiog 
was doubted and resisted instead of bdng received Id my 
heart as a coveted gnest. I am beyond the delusions of youtli, 
but not beyond the wants of manhood. I described to yon, 
the other day, on this spot, my dream of marriage. It WM 
not an ideal picture. FTiinnah Thurston, I thought of you f" 

The crisis had come, aiid she was not prepared to meet it. 
As he paused, she pressed one hand npoa her heart, as if it 
might be controlled by physical means, and moved h«r lips, 
but no sound came front ihem. 

"I knew you could not have anticipated this," he continued; 
"I should Iiave allowed you time to test me, in return, bnt 
when the knowledge of yonr wom.^y purity and geiitJenoss 
penetrated me, to the overthrow of all anbigonism based on 
shallow impressions, I parted with judgment and wilL A 
power stronger than myself drove me onward to the pmnt I 
have now reached— 'the moment of time wliich must deoide 
yonr fate and mine." 

She turned upon him with a wild, desperate energy in lier 
face and words, " ^V"hy did you come," she cried, " to drive 
me to madness ? Was it not enough to undermine the fonti- 
dations of my faith, to cmsh me with the cold, destroyiug 
knowledge yoa have gained in the world ? 51y life w!w tixed, 
l>eforc I knew you ; I was sure of myself and satisfied Wttli 
the work that vae before me; bnt now I am sury of nothing. 
You have assailed me nntil you have discovered my weakness, 
aud you cruelly lesir down every prop on which I try tr> leant 
If I oould bale you I should regain my strength, but I caonot 
do that — you know I cauuoti" 
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He Aid not TuisiDterpret her excitement, wbleli jielfled mora 
than it assailed. " No, Hunnah !" be said tenderly, " I would 
^ve you Btreuglh, not take it from yon — the strength of my 
love, and sympathy, luid encouragement. I know how these 
aims bnvo taken hold upon you: they are built npon a baHi<t 
of earneat truth which / recogniic, :uid though I differ 
with yon as to the ends to be atiaincd, we may both onligbten 
each other, and mutual tenderness and mutual respect gnrem 
our relations in this as in all else. Bo not think that I would 
make my love a fetter. I can trust to your nnture working 
itself into harmonj' with mine. If I find, through the dearer 
knowledge of yon, that I have misunderstood Woman, I wilt 
atone for the error; and I will ask nothing of you but that 
which I know you will g^ve — the aeknowledgmenl of the 
deeper truth that is developed with the progress of life." 

She trembled from head to foot. " Say no more," she mur- 
mnred, in a faint, hollow voice, "I cannot bear H. Oh, what 
will become of me ? You are noble and generona — I waa 
learning to look op to you and to accept your help, and now 
you torture me !" 

Ho was pitiless. He road her nioi-e truly than she read 
herself, and he saw that the struggle must now be fought out 
to its end. Her agitation gave him hope — it was tlie sin-ge 
and swell of a rising tide of passion which she resisted with the 
last exercise of a false etrengtb. He must seem more cruel still, 
though the conflict in her heart moved him to infinite pity; 
His voice assumed a new power as he spoke again : 

" Hannah," he said, " I vivst speak. Remember that I am 
pleading for all the remaining years of my life — and, it may 
be, for yours. Here is no question of subjection ; I offer yon 
the love that belie\'eth all things, hopeth all things, endur^th 
all things. It is not for me to look irreverently into youf 
maiden heart : but, judging you, as woman, by myself, as man, 
yon must have ilreamcd of a moment like this. You moat 
have tried to imagine the face of the unknown beloved ; yod 
PQuat hftve prefigured the holy oonfidetice of lov« wliioh wonid 
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force yon to give your fate into his liands; yoa mast have 
drawti the blessed life, united with his, the community of in- 
terest, of feeling, and of faith, the protecting support on his 
side, the consoling tenderness on yours " 

She seized his arm with the hand nearest him, and grasped 
it convulsively. Her head dropped towards her breast and 
her face was hidden from his view. He gently disengaged the 
hand and held it in his own. But he would not be silent, in 
obedience to her dumb signal : he steeled his heart against her 
pain, and went on : 

" You have tried to banish this dream from your heart, but 
you have tried in vain. You have turned away from the con- 
templation of the lonely future, and cried aloud for its fulfil- 
ment in the silence of your soul. By day and by night it has 
clung to you, a torment, but too dear and beautiful to be re- 
nounced ^" 

He paused. She did not withdraw her hand from bis, 
but she was sobbing passionately. Still, her head was turned 
away from him. Her strength was only broken, not sub- 
dued. 

" Remember," he said, " that nothing in our lives resembles 
the picture which anticipates its coming. I am not the man 
of your dreams. Such as I fancy them to be, no man on the 
earth would be worthy to represent him. But I can give you 
the tenderness, the faiith, the support you have claimed fi'om 
him, in your heart. Do not reject them while a single voice 
of your nature tells you that some portion of your ideal union 
may be possible in us. The fate of two lives depends on your 
answer : in this hour trust every thing to the true voice of your 
heart. You say you cannot hate me ?" 

She shook her head, without speaking. She was still sob- 
bing violently. 

'^I do not ask you, in this moment, if you love me. I can- 
not stake my future on a venture which I feel to be perilous. 
But I will ask you this : catUd you love me ?" 

She made no sign : her hand lay in his, and her face was 
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bent towards hor boaom. He took her other hand, and hold 
ing them both, whispered : "Hannah, look at me." 

She turned her head slowly, with a helpless submission, and 
lifted her face, Her cheeks were wet with tears, and her 
lovely dark-gray eyes, dimmed by the floods that had gushed 
from tliem in spite of herself, met his gaze imploringly. The 
strong soul of manhood met and conquered the woman in that 
glance. He read his triumph, but veiled his own conBcionsnesa 
of it— curbed his triumphant happiness, lest she slionld taka 
al.inii. Softly and gently, he stole one ann around her waiat 
and drew her to his breast. The violence of her agitalJon 
gradnajly ceased ; then, lifting her head, she withdrew from 
his clasp, and apoke, very softly and falteringly, with her eyas 
fixed on the ground : 

" Yes, Maxwell, it is as I have feared. I will not say that I 
love yon now, for my heart is disturbed. It is powerless to 
act for me, in your presence. I have felt and struggled against 
your power, but yon have conquered me. If yoii love me, pity 
me also, and make a gentle use of yonr triumph. Do not 
bind me by any promise at present. Be satisfied with tha 
knowledge that has come to me — that I have been afraid to 
love you, because I foresaw how easy it would be. Do not 
ask any thing more of me now. I can bear no more uwlay. 
My strength is gone, and I am weak as a child. Be mag- 
nanimous." 

He drew her once more softly to hia breast and kissed her 
lips. Tliere was no resistance, but a timid answering pressure. 
Ho tissed her again, with the passionate clinging sweetness of 
a he:irt thai seals an eternal claim. She tor« herself loose from 
him and cried with a fiery vehemence: " God will cnrso yon 
if you deceive me now 1 Yon have bound me to think of you, 
day and night, to recall your looks nnd words, to — oh, Max- 
well, to what hare you not bound ray heart !" 

" I would bind you to no more than I give," he answered. 

" I ask no promise. Let us simply be free to find otir way to 

I the full knowledge of each other. When you can trust yonr 
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Ufe to me, I will take it in tender and rereMBt keeping. 
trust mine to you now." 

She did not yeutaro to meet his eyes sgAJn, but bIi« took bi 
outstretched hand. He led her to the edge of th« peoitisiild 
and they stood thus, nide by side, while the liquid, tinktinj 
semitoues of the water made a contenlud acoomi>ntiim«nt 6 
the holy silenca In that silence the hearts of both were buij 
He felt that though hia nature had proved the stronger, h 
waa not yet completely won : she was like a bird bewUderct 
by eaptnre, that sits tamely for a moment, afraid to t^y iu 
wings. He mnst complete by gentleness what he bad begUB 
by power. She, at the moment, did not think of tscape. Sba 
only felt how hopeless would be the attempt, either to adTsno« 
or recede. She had lost the strong position in which she btA 
flo long been intrenched, yet could not subdue her nund to the 
inevitable aarrender. 

"I know that you are troubled," he said at last, and 111* 
considerate tendemcsa of his voice fell like a balm upon h€r 
heart, "but do not think that you alone have yield^ to a 
power which mocks human will. I spoke tnilj', when I sail 
that the approach of lore, this time, had bew met with doubt 
and resistance m myself. I have first yielded, and thus knowl- 
edge came to me while you were yet ignorant. From tlurt- 
ignorance the consciousness of love cannot, perb^s, bA bom. 
at once. But I feel that the instinct which led me to i 
you, has not been false. I can now appreciate something of 
your struggle, which is so much the more powcrftil than iny 
own as woman's stake in marriage is greater than man's. L^ 
tia grant to each other an equally boundless tmut, and in thai 
pure air all remalurag doubt, or Jealousy, or fear of compro- 
mised rights, will die. Can you grant me this maoh, Hannah f 
It is all I ask now." 

She had no strength to refuse. She trusted his ntanhood 
already with her whole heart, though (breseeing wfaAt suelt 
"It is myself only, that I donbt," t 
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" Be kind to me," she added, after a pau§e, releasing her 
hand from his clasp and liaU' turning away : " Consider bow I 
have failed — how I have been deceivBd in myself. Another 
voman would have been justly proud and happy in my pluee, 
for she would not have had the hopes of years to uproot, nor 
have had to luiswer to her heart the accasation of disloyally to 
hnmanity." 

" We will let that acciiBation rest," he soothed her. " Do 
not think that you have failed : yoa never seemed bo strong to 
me as now. There can be no question of conflicting power 
between two eqtial hearts whom love unites in the same des- 
tiny. The time will come when this apparent di8C()rd will ap- 
pear to you as a ' harmony not understood.' But, nntil then, 
I shall never say a won! to you which sltall not be meant to 
solve doubt, and allay fear, and strengthen confidence." 

" Let me go back, now, to my mother," she said. " Heaven 
pardon me, I had almost forgotten her. She wanted me to 
bring her some gentians. It Is very late and she will be 
alarmed." 

Ho led her back through the tangled, briery paths. She 
took bis offered band with a mechanical submission, but the 
touch thrilled her through and through with a sweetness so 
new and piercing, that she reproached herself al each return, 
M if the sensation were forbidden. Woodbury gnthored for 
her a bunch of the lovely fringed gentian, with the short au- 
tnmn ferae, and the downy, fragrant silver of the life-everlast- 
ing. They walked side by side, silently, down the meadow, 
and slowly up the road to the widow's cottage. 

" I will deliver the flowers myself,*' eud he, as they reached 
the gate, " Besides, is it not best tliat your mother should 
know of what has passed?" 

She could not deny him. In the next moment they were in 
the little sitting-room. Mrs. Styles expected company to tea, 
and took her leave as soon as they appeared. 

"Mother, will thee see Mr. Woodbury?" said Ilannah, 
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opening the door into the ac^^^^^^ rOoitt« where A4 
sat^ comfortably propped up in her bed. 

^Thee knows I am always $^ad to b^ him," ^amo fht 
answer, in a faint voioe. 

They entered together, and Woodbury htid th« flowBtv M 
her bed. The old woman looked firom one to another with a 
glance which, by a sudden clairvoyance, saw the trutii. A 
new light came over her &oeb '^ Harwell f* she cried; 
" Hannah I" 

^^ Mother I" answered the daughter, ainkiBg on her knees 
and burying her face in the bed-clothes* 

Tears gashed from the widoVs eyes and rolled down hef 
hollow cheeks. ^' I see how it isi," i^e said; '^I prayed tliat 
it might happen* The Lord blessea me once more before I 
die. Ck>me here. Maxwell, and take A mother's bleaaing. I 
give my dear daughter freely into thy hands.** 

Hannah heard the words. She felt that l^e bond, that 
consecrated by the blessing of her dying mother, dared not be 
broken. 
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CnAPTER VTTn 

nr WHICH ALL KEI'RBAT IB CUT OF*. 

"Come batk to-morrow, MnxwelJ," the Widow Tburstoo 
had 8£U(3, as be took an affecilionate leave of her ; " como back, 
and kt me henr wbat thee and UtuuiuU have to say. I am too 
weak now to talk any more. My life lias been bo little ac- 
quainted witb sudden viaitaiions of joy, tbat ibis kuowlc-dgfi 
takes hold of my strength. The« may leave uie too, Haouali; 
I think I could flleep a little." 

Tlio latter caroftilty smoothed and arranged tiie pillows, and 
left the invalid to ^epose^ Woodbnry was waiting for her, in 
the door leading from the sitting-rooin to tbe halL " I am 
going home now," be said ; " can you give mo a word of hope 
and comfort on tbe way ? tell me that yon trust me I" 

" Oh, I do, I do 1" she excbumed ; " Do not mistake either 
my agitadon or my silence. X believe tbut if I could once be 
in harmony with myself, what I have heard from yonr lips ti> 
day would make me happy, I am like my mother," she 
added, with a meluncboly smile, "I am more uuouatonied to 
contempt than ho»op." 

He led her into tJa« hall and closQil tbe door behind them. 
He put one arm proteutingly aronnd ber, and she felt herself 
Biippoited agwiidt ike wotld. " Hereafter, Uannab," he whis- 
poiod, " no one can strike at you except ibrotigh mo- Good- 
by nntil KHnorrov l" He bent his bead towards her face, 
and their eyes met. Ba Iwamed wvtli a softened fire, a dewy 
tendeniKiB and aweetnesB, before which her soul shivert.'<l and 
tingled in whtin iliroba of bliss, so quick and sharp a« to touch 
tbe verge of pom. A wondertiil, unknown fascination drev 
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her lips to his. She felt the pasdonate pressure ; her frame 
trembled ; she heard the door open and dose as in a dream, 
and blindly felt her way to the stidrcase, where she sank upon 
the lower step and buried her face in her hands. 

She neither thought, nor strove to think. The kiss burned 
on and on, and every throb of her pulses seemed to break in 
starry radiations of light along her nerves. Dissolving rings 
of color and splendor formed and &ded under her closed lids, 
and the blood of a new life rustled in her ears, as if the spirits 
of newly-opened flowers were whispering in the summer wind. 
She was lapped in a spell too delicious to break — ^an exquisite 
drunkenness of her being, beside which all narcotics would 
have been gross. External sounds appealed no more to her 
senses ; the present, with its unfinished struggles, its torturing 
doubts, its prophecies of coming sorrow, faded far away, and 
her soul lay helpless and unresbting in the arms of a single 
sensation. 

All at once, a keen, excited voice, close at hand, called her 
name. It summoned her to herself with a start which took 
away her breath. 

"My dear girl I Good gracious, what's the matter!" ex- 
claimed BJrs. Waldo, who stood before her. **I saw your 
mother was asleep, and Pve been hxmting you all over the 
house. You were not asleep, too ?" 

" I believe I was trying to think." 

" Bless me, haven't you thought enough yet ? I should say, 
from the look of your face, that you had seen a ghost — do, it 
must have been an angel ! Don't look so, my dear, or I shall 
be afraid that you are going to die.*' 

. " If I were to die, it would make all things dear," Hannah 
Thurston answered, with a strong effort of self-<sontrol ; " but 
I must first learn to live. Do not be alarmed on my account. 
I am troubled and anxious : I am not my old self." 

"I don't wonder at it," rejoined Mrs. Waldo, tenderly. 
'' You must see the loss that is coming, as wdi as the rest 
of us." 
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" Yes, I know that my mother oaq never recover, aiid I begiu, 
already, to ehriiik from the parting, as if it were close !U hitnil." 
" Oh, my dear," cried Mrs. Waldo, melting into tears, " don't 
you aee the truth yet? Dou't you Bee that tbe parting ia 
close at hand ? I was afrAid you did not kuow ; your mother, 
I was sure, woald not tell you ; but, puttlug luyaelf in your 
place, I did not thiak it right that you should be kept in iguo- 
raace. She is failing very &aL" 

Hannah Thnraton grew very pale. Her friend led her 
through the door, and out lato the littlft garden in the rear of 
the cotlnge. Some wind, far away to the west, had Ufled 
into a low arch the gr&y concave of cloud, and through this 
arcJi tha sinking sua poured an intense, angiy, brasiiy light 
over the tree-tops and along the hillside Gelds. They leaned 
agunst the paling at the bottom of tlie garden, and looked 
silently on the fiery l«t)dsca)>e. Honuab was the first to ipeok. 
" You are a good friend to me,'' she sold ; " 1 thank you for 
the knowledge. I kserw th« blow tmttl (>oroe, bat L hoped 
it might be delayed a little longer. I mnet bear it with what 
strength I may." 

** God wiU help yoi^ Hannah," said Mrs. Waldo, wiping 
away her tears. "He measures tine burden for ilte back that 
is to bear it." 

Woodbury walked home alone, without wailing, am uaual, 
for Bute and the boggy. He threw back his tihoiildera and in- 
baled long draughts of the fresher evening air, with the reliuf 
of a man who Ikas performed a trying task. He had full oonfi- 
dence in the completvness of his victory, yet he saw haw mr- 
rowly he had escaped defeat. Had his mind not boea pr«- 
vioualy ocoupicd with lliis woman — had be not juateUwteA to 
the secret of her nature— had he not been bold anou^ U> n^m 
his tbrtiine on the inherent power of his maDboad, b» nuMt 
have failed to break down those ramparU of bim pridft winch 
she had bnilt up around her heart. A man nf ifcritoy|fnw4 
edge would have omleavored Ui amqmr by raMmoa^-woaid 
have been stnng- bj' her fiurue uMrtioa af iBdnmiilMMM^ 
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Utterly inistaking tbe eouive from wbencft it sprsng. Ja U 
it simply aroused a glorious sense of power, which he knc 
how Co curb to tbe needs of tbe moment. It lliriiled hi 
with admiration, like the mngnificent resistance of some wi 
nlare of ibe steppes, caught in the banter's lasso. It betnin 
an nnsuapeeled capacity for pai^sion which nould satiety t) 
cravings of his heart. This is no tame, insipid, femittine era 
tnre, he thought; but a full-blown woman, s]>l(>iiclfd in 111 
powers, splendid in her faults, and nnupjiroadmble in tiu 
irtith and tenderness wbioh would yet bring Uci- uniare int 
harmony with his own. 

A part of tbe power he had drawn from her secme*] to b 
absorbed into his own being. The rapid flow of hia Ijlooi 
lifted his feet and bore bim with winged steps dowo the viill«i 
His heart oyerleaped the nncertainties yet to be solved, aai 
stood already, deep in the dometftic future. Aft«r crossini 
Koaring Brook, he lefl tbe road aad struck across bis OWU' 
meadows and fields in order to select a site, at ouee con\'ctii«n| 
and picturesque, for the cottage which he must build fur Buta 
Of course there could not be two households at Lakeside. 

Tbe next day made good tbe threat of the brassy sunset 
It rained La wild and driving gusts, and the sky was filled with 
the rifled gold of tbe forests. Woodbury paced bis libnirjr 
Impatiently, unable to read or write, and finally beonme so 
restless that he ordered dmner au hour before his uccitstotaecl 
time, to Mrs, Carrie Wilson's great dismay. Bute was no }t>ai 
astonished when Diamond and the buggy were demanded 
"Why, Mr. Max.!" be exoJainied ; "you're not goin' out auuh 
a day as this ? Can't I go for yon V 

•' I have pressing business, Bute, that nobody can attend to 
but my»cl£ Don't let your tea WMt for me, Mrs. Wilaou : I 
may be late," 

Leaving the happy pair — bappy in the rain which kt>pt 
them ail day to uacli other — to their wonder mid thtdr auxiims 

niises, Woodbni-y drove through the wind, and nun, ai)>) 
q>Uuii]ing nmd, to the Widow Thurston's oolUgti. Uaonah 
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met liim witb an air of toiiehing frankness and reliance, clasp- 
log luE hand wiih a tender firmness which atoned for the 
eilence of her IJps. She looked pale and cxliansted, bnt 
a floft, rosy flnsh passed over her face and faded away. 

" I will tell mother jou have come," she snid. The nert 
moment she reappeared at the door of the siok-room, and 
beckoned him to enter. 

The widow was still in bed, and it was plainly to be seen 
that she would never leave it again. The bouquet of gentian 
and life-overlasting stood on a little table near her head. Her 
prim Qoaker cap was luierumpled by the pillow, and a light 
fawn-colored shawl enveloped her shoulders. She might have 
been placed in the gallery of the meeting-house, among her 
sister Friends, without a single fold being changed. Her tliin 
hands rested weakly on the coverlet, and her voice was 
Boarcely above a whisper, but the strong floul which had sus- 
ttuned ber life was yet clear in her eye. 

The daughter placed a chair for Woodbury by the bedside. 
He sat down and took the old woman's hand in both his own. 
She looked at him with a gentle, affectionate, motherly benig- 
nity, which made his eyes dim with the thought of his own 
scarcely-remembered mother. 

"Maxwell," she said at last, "thee sees my days on the 
earth are not many. Thee will be honest with me, therelbre, 
and answer me out of thy heart. I have not had many oppor- 
tanities of seeing thee, bnt thee had my contidence from the 
first Thee has had thy struggles with the world ; thee is old 
enough to know thyself, and I will beheve that thee bast 
learned to know Hannah, truly. She is not hke other girls: 
she was always inclined to go her own way, but she baa never 
foiled in her duty to me, and I am sure she will not fail in her 
duty as thy wife." 

Hannah, sitting at the foot of the bed, started at these 
words. She looked imploringly at her mother, but did not 
Bpeak. 

"Yea, Hannah," contitinud the old woman, "I have no 
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fenrsfitr thee, when thee once comes to nndersltnil Uiy 
plncc as a n'omnn. Thee was ftlwap more like th,r father thsta 
like me. I see that it has not been easy for thee to gire op 
thy ideas of indepeudeure, btit I am sure thnt ttiy biisbaad 
■ft-ill be geiitle and forbearing, bo that theo will hardJj- feel the 
yoke. Will thee noi, Maxwell?" 

"I will," Woodbtiry replied. "I huve told your danghtor 
that I impoae no conditions npon our naion. It vaa tho 
pnrity and truth of her natnre which drew me a]most aguost 
my will, to love bor. I have such entire faith in thnt truth, 
that I believe we shall gmdnally come into complete harmnny. 
not only in our feelings and aspirations, but eT#n In our 
external views of life. I am ready to sacrifice irhatcrer 
individual convictions may stand in the wny of onr mutual ap- 
proach, and I only ask of Hannah that she will allow, not 
resist, the natural progress of her heart in the knowled^ of 
itself" 

" Thee hears what he says ?" said the old woman, turning 
her eyes on her daughter. " Maxwell has ftnswePod the que» 
tion 1 intended to nsk: he lovee thee, Hannah, as tbM 
deserves to be loved. The thought of leaving lliee alone In 
the world was a cross whicli I conld not bring my mind tO 
bear. The Lord has been meroifhi. He has led to tlieo the 
only mau into whose bands I can deliver thee, with the ow^ 
tainly that he will be tby stay and thy happiness whon I am 
gone. Tell mc, my daughter, does thee answer his aSbelJoii 
in the same spirit?" 

"Mother," sobbed Hannah, "thee knows I wonld ebow 
tliee my heart if I could. Majwel! deserves all the honor and 
giatitiidc I am capable of giving : he has been most nohle and 
just and temler towards me: I cannot reject him — it is not in 
my nature — and yet— don't think hard of me, mother — it had 
all come so suddenly. It ia so new and strange—" 

Bore she piiiuied and oovervd iior ftice, unable to speut 
further. 

"It seems thnt I know thee better than I tiiougfat," said 
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the widow, and soinettiing liko a smile flitted over her wasted 
features. "Thee neodn't say any thing more: ray mind is 
at rest. Come nearer to me, here, and seat thyself at Max- 
well's side. I have a serious concern npon me, and yon nmt!t 
both bear with me while I tell it." 

The daughter came and ae^tted herself at the head of the 
bed, beside Woodbury. The mother's right hand seemed to 
feel for faers, aod she gave it. The other found its wiiy, she 
knew not how, into hia. The old woman looked at them both, 
and the expression of peace and resignation left her eyes. 
They were filled with a tender longing which she hesitated to 
put into words. In place of the latter came tears, and then 
her tongue was loosed. 

" My children," she whispered, " it la best to be plain with 
you. From day to day I expect to hear the Master's call. I 
have done with the things of this life ; my work is over, and 
now the night cometh, when I shall rest. The thought came 
to me in the silent watches, when I Ufted up my soul to the 
Lord and thanked Him that He had heard my prayer. I 
thought, then, that nothing more was wanting ; and, indeed, 
it may be unreasonable of me to aiik more. But what I ask 
seems to be included in what has already happened. I know 
the instability of earthly things, and I should like to ace with 
these eyes, the security of my daughter's fate. Maxwell, I 
lost the little son who would have been so near thy age liud he 
lived. Will thee give me the right to call then * son' in his 
placet Is thee so sure of thy heart that thee could give Han- 
nab thy name nwo? It ia a foolish wish of mine, I know ; but 
if you love each other, children, yon may be glad, in the 
coming time, that the poor old mother lived to see and to 
bless your union !" 

Woodbury wait profoundly mot-ed. He tenderly kissed the 
wasted hand he held, and swd, in a hushed, reverential voice : 
" I am sure of my own heart. With your daughter's ronsoni, 
It shall he as you say." 

" Mother, mother !" cried Hannah : ■' I cannot teave thee !'" 
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"Thee slinll nni, child. 1 would not ask it of th««^ 
well knows wliat I mean : nothing shall be clmitged ' 
J live, hut yon wil! not l>e parted for long. Najr, )ierfaii]vvl 
I am Belfl§h in this thing. Tell me. honesil/, my ubildraBfT 
wonld it make four vedding 9ad, when it shontd bs j 

"It wii] make it sacred," Woodfenry onsweird. 
"I will not ask too much of thee, Haniinh," the widow cqb-'I 
tinned, "What I wish would eive me a feeling^ nf comfoT*] 
nnd security ; but I know I ought to be ^aUf^ed withont it. 
have had my own conceme on thy acoeitnt; I aaw » tlioray 
path before thve if thee were obliged to walk throagi)< IHi 
alone, and I feared thee would never willingly bend thy nod 
to wear the pleasant yoke of a wife. If 1 knew thnt ttiy lol I 
was fixed, in truth ; if I could hear fbee apeak the word 
which tell me that I have iiot lost a daughter bm. gninect a 
Bon, the Inst remmning billeniess would be taken from ( 
and I would gladly arise and go to my Father I" 

All remaiuing power of resistance was token away H 
Hannah Thurston. She had yielded so for thnt ahe conld i 
longer retreat with honor. Woodbury had tFikeii, nlmost eTeil'.| 
before ho claimed it, the first plato in her thoughls, and thoogl 
tbo Btill scarcely eonfesoed to hers«if that nhe loved him i 
I Aer husband should be loved, yet her whole being was pvnv-l 
1 1Ksi«d with the presentiment of coming love. If bIm sMIDb 
ftebly strove to bent hack tho rising tide, it was not from feur'T 
of her inability to return the trust he gave, but rather a mor I 
fihanical efibrt to retain the independence wbiuh nho ftlt to bail 
gradually slipping from hor grasp. Her mnthdt'f worjwl 
showed her that she, also, foreboded this strugg^le and dotibtM' f 
its Boliition ; she had, alas ! given her cause to mistmst iha^M 
nnexpccted emotion. Towards men— towards Woodhwy, T 
especially — slio had showed herself hard ntiii nnJuHt in thav | 
mother's ey«s: Could she refu!q> to n-moTO the uiisfioksa' I 
dotibt b y postponing a union, which, she aeknowl<idg»*>t in Her;' j 
^^^^n|'d«tlned to come? Could she longer hold bacJc Uer 
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entire fkkh from Woodbury, with hia partiDg ki«s of j-eslerf 
Btill wnrm upon her lips? 

She leaned forward, and bent her head upon the old wo- 
man's breast. " Mother," ehe Baid, in a soaroely audible voice, 
" it shall be as thee viahes." 

The widow tenderly Btrofced her dark-brown hidr. " If I 
were not sure it was right, Hannah," she «aid', " 1 would give 
thee back thy consent. Let il be soon, pray, for I see that 
my sojourn with you ia well-uigh its eud." 

" Let it be to-morrow, Hannah," Woodbury tlien said. 
"Every thing shall he afterwards as it was befoi-e. I will uot 
take you from your mother's bedside, but you will simply give 
me the right to offer, and her the right t« receive, u son's help 
and comfort." 

Il was 8o arranged. Only the persons most intimately ton- 
neoted with both — Waldos, Merrj-fields, Bute and Carrie — 
vere to be informed of the eircnmstanccs and invited to be 
jireseut. Mr. Wiildo, of course, was tc solemnize tlie imion, 
ttiougb the widow asked thai the Quaker form of marriage 
should first be repeated in her pieaence. She was exhausted 
by the interriew, and Woodbury soon took hia leave, to giv* 
the necessary announcements. ^~ 

Hannah accompanied hini lo the door, and when it c 
behind him, murmured to herself : 

" I Btrove >gBiii«t tbe Mreiuii, and itrvvo in rtia — 
Let the great river bear me to the main I" 

The Wtddos were alone in their little pcufof — a)« 
not lonely ; for ihoy were one of those fortumte n ^ 'dfeJ p 
who never tire of ihoir own sodety. Tbe s 
'Woodbury, out of ihe wind and rain, wm 
and they both gr«N*lrd him with hotuly J 

"Husband," cried Mrs. W.'Lldo, "dtt fwikepoor fcflnek 
our stable, beside Dobbin. Mr. Wio« " ~ 

going liome until irf^er tea." 

The clergyman wae hall^vvf i 
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gncst could grasp his arm. " Stay, if you please," h« axld ; •* 
hart: soniething to eay, at once, to both of yoa," 

His voice vas so grave and earnest, that they timed 
tonrards him with a sudden alarm. Something in hia fiw« 
traDqtuli/cd while it peqilcxed them. 

" I onoe promised yon, Mrs. Waldo," he continaed, ** thst 
your husband should perform the marriage eereitiony for m^ 
The lime has oome when I can fulfil my promise. I am lo b« 
married to-morrow I" 

The clergyman's lips receded so aa to exhibit, not only all 
of bis teeth, but also a conMderable portion of tho gums. HU 
wife's dark eyes expanded, her hands involuntarily cams 
together in a violent clasp, and her breath was sitspended. 

"I am to be married to-morrow," Woodbury repeated^ 
" to Hannah Thurston." 

Mrs. Waldo dropped into the nearest chair. " It*e • poor 
joke," she said, at last, with a feeble attempt to laugh { " nod 
I shouldn't have believed yon could make it." 

In a very few words he told them the truth. Tho next 
moment, Mrs. Waldo sprang upon her feet, threw both arms 
around him, and kissed him tempestuously. " I oan't help )t( 
husband 1" she cried, giving way to a mild hysterioal fit of 
laughter and tears : " It's so rarely things happen as they 
ought, in this world I What a fool I've been, to think you 
bated each other I I shall never trast my eyes again, no, nor 
my ears, nor my stupid brains. Til warrant Mrs. Blake was 
a deal sharper than I have been ; see if she is surprised when 
you send her word! Oh, you dear people, how hsppy ytm 
have made me— I'd rather it should come so than tliat boa- 
band should get a thousand converts, and build the biggest 
church in Ptolemy 1" 

Mr, Waldo also was moved, in bis peculiar fashion. H» 
cleared his throat aa if about to commence a prayer, walked 
three times to the door and bock, aquecsing Woodbnry'B 
hand alresh at each return, and finally w«nt to tke M-lndow 
and remarked: "It is very stormy tt>J»y.'* 
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In proportion as the good people recovered from theit 
happy amazmiienl, Woodbury found it difficult to tearhirnaelf 
away. They stormed him with qoestions about the riie and 
progress of his attachmeut, which his sense of delicai^y fbr- 
bada him to answer. "It is enough," he sad, " that we love 
each other, nnd that we are to be married to-morrow.'* 
As he turned hie horse's head towards Ptolemy, a figure 
wra]i|>ed in an old cloak and with a shapeless quilted liood 
Upon the head, appeared on the plank sidewalk ha.^tening 
in the direction of the widow's cottage. It was Mri. 
Waldo. 

The Merryflelda were also at borne when he called. Thelf 
life had, of late, been much more quiet, and subdued than former- 
ly, and hence they havo almost raiiiahed out of this history } 
but, from the frieuilly relation which they bore to Hannah 
Thurston, (hey could not well be omitted from the morrow's 
occasion. The news was unexpected, but did not aecm to 
aatoniih them greatly, as they were both persons of slow peiv 
oeptiona, nnd had not particuhirly busied their minds about 
either of the parties, 

"Fm sure I'm very glad, »s it were," said Mr. Merryfield. 
" There are not many girls like Hannah Thureton, and aha 
deserves to be well provided for." 

" Y», it's a good thing for her," remarked his wife, with 
* little touch of miJice, which, however, was all upon Ihe 
surface; "but Women's Rights will be what they always 
was, if their advocates give them up." 

DarlcnesB was setting down, and the r^n fell in torrente, sa 
Woodbury reached Lakeside. Bute, who had been coming 
to the door every five minutes for the last hour, had heard the 
rnttUng of wheels through the stonn, and tlie Irishman 
was aJrendj" sunnnoncd to take charge of the horse. In the 
fiittiiig-room if, was snug, and bright, and cheerfiil. A wood- 
lire blazed on the hearth, and Mrs. Carrie, with a silk handker- 
chief tied under ber chin, was dodging about tlie tea-tabla 
the kmdiy glow in his heart towards these two I 
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creatures, Woodbary felt that his core wsa complete ; 
bliss no longer had power to disturb him. 

'^ How pleasant it is here !" he said. '^ Yoa really make the 
hoase home-like, Mrs. Wilson." 

Carrie's eyes sparkled and her cheeks reddened with de- 
light. Bate thought : ^' He's had no unlucky business, after 
all." But he was discreet enough to ask no questions. 

After tea, Woodbury did not go into the library, as osuaL 
He drew a chair towards the fire, and for a while watched Mrs. 
Wilson's fingers, as they rapidly plied the needles upon a pair 
of winter socks for Bute. The latter sat on the other side of 
the fire, reading Dana's " Two Years before the Mast.** 

"Bute," said Woodbury, suddenly, " do you think we have 
room for another, in the house ?" 

To his surprise, Bute blushed up to the temples, and seemed 
embarrassed how to answer. He looked stealthily at Carrie. 

Woodbury smiled, and hastened to release him from his 
error. ** Because," said he, " you brought something to Lake- 
side more contagious than your fever. I have caught it, and 
now T am going to marry." 

^^ Oh, Mr. Max., you don't mean it I It's not l^Gss Am Allft 
Smith?" 

Woodbury burst into a laugh. 

"How can you think of such a thing, Bute?" exclaimed his 
wife. "There's only one woman in all Ptolemy worthy of 
Mr. Woodbury, and yet Fm afraid it isn't her.'* 

** Who, Mrs. Wilson ?" 

" You won't be offended, Sir, will you ? I mean Hannah 
Thurston." 

" You have guessed it I" 

Carrie gave a little scream and dropped her knitting. Bute 
tried to laugh, but something caught in his throat, and in his 
efforts to swallow it the water came into his eye& 
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TuE occasion whicti called the fuw friends together at the 
cottage, the next morning, was sad and touching, as well as 
joyful. At least, each one fiilt that the usual cheerful sympa- 
thy with coDBammated love would be out of place, in olrcum- 
stanoes so unusual and solemD. The widow felt that she was 
robbing her danghter's marriage of that sunshine which of 
right belonged to it, but in this, as in all other important de- 
cisions of life, she was guided by "the spirit." She perceived, 
indeed, that Hannah had not yet reached the full conaciouaneHS 
of her love — that the fiied cboracteristics of her mind fought 
continually ag^st her heart, and would so fight wliile any 
apparent freedom of will remained ; and, precisely for this rea- 
son, the last exercise of maternal authority was justified to her 
own soul. In the clairvoyance of approaching death she 
looked far enough into the future to know that, without this 
bond, her daughter's happiness was uncertain : with it, slie 
saw the struggling elements resolve themselves into harmony. 

Woodbnry suspected the mother's doubt, though he did not 
share it to the same erteot. He believed that the fierce 
ness of the slrnggte was over. The clinin was forged, and by 
careful forbearance and tenderness it might bo imperceptibly 
daaped. Tliere were still questions to lie settled, but he had 
already abdicated the right of control ; he hitd tnf rusted their 
solution to the natural operation of time and love. He would 
neither offer nor accept any eiprc.is stipulations of rights, for 
this one promise embraced Uiem all Her nature coulJ only 
bo soothed to content in iu new destiny by tho deeper knonl- 
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«dge which that destiny wonld bring, aud therelon^ 
mother's request was perhaps best for both. It only in 
upon him a more guarded duly, a more watrhlU sclf-oom 
in the nen^esB of their relation to euuh other. 

Mrs. Waldo, unable to sleep all night from the excite 
of her honest heart, was with Hwvab Thurston early iti I 
morning. It was aa well, no doubt, that the latter wns ailowi 
no time for solitary reflection, as the hour npproscb«d- 
ten o'clock the other friende, who had first driven to ti^e Cii^ 
merian Parsonage, made their a):^earaQce m tiie liltle sitii 
room. Woodbury came in company with Mr. Waldo, follow 
by Bate and Carrie. He was siiaply dressed iu bla«b, wicho^ 
the elaborate waistcoat and cravat of a bridegroom. But C 
the oat of hia coat collar, the Friends thi^nselvso would i 
have found fault with liis appar^ His faoe waa coJm t 
serene : whatever emotion h& felt did not appoar i 
eurfhoa 

Mrs. Merryfield, ia a lavender-colored sillc, wfaidi ma 
aallov complexion appear worse than ever, oocoHionnlly rsiM 
her handkerchief to her eyes, although there were do s 
unusual moisture iu theui. 

The door to the iuvalid's room waa open, and the bad k 
been moved near it, so that aho could both seu and oonva 
with Uie company in the sittiTig-rooin. Her spotlns* Ii 
muslin hxmdkerchief and shawl of while orape-aiUt 
scarcely whiter than her fiice, bifl a deeji and ijiUBt octot 
dwelt in her eyes and gave ittt sweetness to her feeble voi« 
She greeted ihem all with a gratefbl and kindly ahvoifull 
The Bolenioity of the hour waa soaroely above thu e 
level of her lile ; it waa an atmosphere in which her s 
moved liglil and free. 

Presently Ilaunub Thurston oHn* into the room. She n 
dsessed iu wliite uiuahn, with a wry pl^ laoa collar aud k 
of white satin ribbou. Her soil dark hair, anadoni«d hf t 
Binglo flower, was brought a little fiirtliM- fbrwvd on ifae li 
pies, giving a gvntkr fcmininn outline to hur liiow. flvr jiui 
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was composeil anil pal'', but, for a spot of red on esr;h rliceW. 
and a §ingularly vagm-, weftry expression in her eyea. Whi.ii 
Woodbury took her band it was iey cold. She rocetved ll-e 
greetings of the others qnietly, and ttien wont forward to tlJu 
liednidc, at the beckon of her mother. The latter had been 
allowed to direct the ceremony according to her wish, and 
the time had now arrived. 

The bridal pair took their aeate in the Bitting-rootn, ride by 
side, and facing the open door where the invalid lay, Tlie 
gnests, on either aide of thorn, formed a half-cirtJe, so arranged 
that she conld see them all. She, indeed, seemed to be the 
officiiLting priestess, on whom depended the solemnization of 
the rite. After a few moments of silence, such as is taken for 
worship in Qnaker meetings, she began to speak. Her voice 
gathered strength as she proceeded, and nssamed the clear, 
chanting tone with which, in former years, she had been wont 
to preach from the gallery where she sat among the women- 
elders of the sect. 

" My friends," she smd, " I feel moved to say a few words 
to you M. I feci that you have not come here without a 
roalinng sense of the occasion which has called you together, 
and that your hearts are prepared to sympathize with those 
which are now to be joined in the sight of the Lord. I have 
asked of them that they allow mine eyes, in the short time 
that is left to me for the things of earth, to look npoh their 
anion. When I have seen that, I can make my peace with 
the world, and. although I have not been in all things a faith- 
ful servant, I can ho]>e that the joy of the Lord will not bo 
shnt out from my soul. 1 feel the approach of the peace that 
passeth understanding, and would not wish that, for my 
sake, the houne of gladness be made the house of mourning. 
Let yonr hearts be not disturbed by the thought of mo. Re- 
joice, rather, that the son I lost so long ago is tbnnd at the 
clcTcnth hour, and tliat the prop for whieh I souglil, for 
strength to walk through the Valley of the Sliiulow, is riieroi, 
fully placed In my hands. For I say unto you all, the puro 
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affection of the human heart is likest the love of the Hearenly 
Father, and they vho bestow most of the one shall deserve 
most of the other !*' 

She ceased speaking, and made a sign with her hand. Hie 
hearts of the hearers were thrilled with a solemii, reverential 
awe, as if something more than a human presence OTershadowed 
them. Woodbury and Hannah arose, in obedience to her 
signal, and moved a step towards her. The former had learned 
the simple formula of the Friends, and was ready to perfonn 
his part. Taking EEannah's right hand in bis own, he spoke 
in a clear, low, earnest voice : '^ In the presence of the Lord, 
and these, our friends, I take Hannah Thurston by the hand, 
promising, through Divine assistance, to be unto her a loving 
and faithful husband, until Death shall separate us." 

It was now the woman's turn. Perhaps Woodbary may 
have felt a pulse fluttering in the hand he held, but no one saw 
a tremor of weakness in her frame or heard it in the firm, 
perfect sweetness of her voice. She looked in his eyes as she 
pronounced the words, as if her look should carry to his heart 
the significance of the vow. When she had spoken, Mr. Waldo 
rose, and performed the scarcely less simple ceremonial of the 
Cimmerian Church. After he had pronounced them man and 
wife, with his hands resting on theirs linked in each other, he 
made a benedictory prayer. He spoke manfully to the end, 
though bis eyes overflowed, and his practised voice threatened 
at every moment to break. His hearers had melted long be^* 
fore : only the Widow Thurston and the newly-wedded pair 
preserved their composure. They were beyond the reaoh of 
sentiment, no matter how tender. None of the others sua- 
pected what a battle had been fought, nor what deeper issaes 
were involved in the victory. 

The two then moved to the bedside, and the old wonum 
kissed thorn both. " Mother," said Woodbury, '' let me be a 
son to you in truth as in name." 

" Richard 1" she cried, ^' my dear boy I Thee is weloomer 
than Richard, for Hannah's sake. Children, have faith in each 



I 



I 



A BTORT OP AUB&ICAIT LIFE. 423 

Ptlier— bear each other's burdeoB. Hannah, ia there peace in 
thy hesrt now ?" 

" Mother, I have promised," she answered ; " I have givfM 
my lifu into Maxwell's hands : peace will come to me." 

"The Lord give it to thee, as He hath given it to tne!" 
She closed her eyes, utterly exhausted, but happy. 

The marriage oertificate was then produced and signed by 
those present, after whitdi they took their leave. Woodbury 
remained until evening, assisting his wife in her attendance on 
the invalid, or keeping her company in the sitting-room, when 
the latter slept. He said nothing of his love, or his new clium 
npon her. Rightly judging that her nature needed rest, after 
the severe tension of the past week, he sought to engage her 
in talk that would oaU faer thoughts away from herself. Ha 
was so succesrf'ul in this that the hours fled fast, and when he 
lefl with the falling night, to return to Lakeside, she felt as if 
8 stay had been withdrawn from her. 

The next mommg he was baok again atanearly hour, taking 
his place as one of the household, as quietly and unobtruuvely 
as if he had long been accustomed to it. Another atmosphere 
came into the collage with him — a sense of strength and reli- 
ance, aud tender, protecting care, which was exceedingly 
grateftil to Haunah. The chaos of her emotions was already 
beginning to subride. or, rather, to set towards her husband in 
a current that grew swifter day after dny. The knowledge 
tbal her fate was already determined silenced at once what 
would otherwise have been her severest conflict; her chief 
remiuiiing task was to reconcile the cherished aims i>f her 
mind with ibe new sphere of duties which encompassed her 
life. At present, however, even this task must be postponed. 
She dared think of nothing but her mother, aud Wood- 
bury's sliare in the cares and duties of the moment became 
more nud more welcome and griiteful. It thrilled her with a 
sweet sense of the kiuship of their hearts, when she heard him 
address the old woman as " loolher" — when his arm, as len- 
deru BLrong, lifted that mother from the bed to the rocking- 
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chair, and back agaio — w heo &li« ea v the wastod £ice brigrhtai 
at hid coouDg, and heard the voice of wandering memoiy (^ 
him, in the wakefal watches of the night. She, too, coonted 
the minntea of the morning until he appeared, and felt tlie 
twilight drop more darkly before the cottage- windows after 
he hod gone. 

Bat, as the widow bad proraised, she did Dot part tbem 
long. On the fifth day aA«r the marriage ehe sank pvacefally 
to rest, towards sanaet, with a gradual, painless fadiniz oat of 
life, which touched the hearts of the watchers only with tbe 
solemn beauty and mystery of death, not willi its terror. 
Her external consciousueds had ceased, some boars before, but 
she foresaw the coming of the inevitable boar, and there was 
a glad reaignation in her farewell to her daughter and her 
newly-found bob. " Love one another !" were ber last, faintly- 
whispered words, as her eyes closed on both. 

Hannah shrank from leaving the cottage before the lost 
rites bad been performed, and Miss Sophia Stevenson, as 
well as Mrs. Waldo, offered to remain with her. Woodbary 
took charge of the arrangements for the funeral, which were 
simple and un ostentations, as became the habit of her sect. 

A vague impression of what had happened w^ floating 
through Ptolemy, but was generally received with an incredu- 
lity far from cousialent with the avidity of village gossip. 
The death of the Widow Thnrston had been anticipated, but 
the previous marriage of her daughter was an event eo •&- 
tounding — so completely unheralded by the usual progiiostjoa- 
tions, and so far beyond the reach of any aupposahte caase — 
that the mind of Ptolemy was alow to receive it as truth. By 
the day of the funeral, however, the evidences bad accumidated 
to an extent that challenged further doubt. But doubters and 
believers alike determined to profit by the occasion to gradfy 
their curiosity under the Christian pretext of showing respect 
to the departed. The rumor had even reached Atauga City 
by the evening stage, and the Misses Smith, having recently 
supplied themselves with lilac dresses, which, as a half-mourn- 
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ing color, wonUI not bo inappropriate, resolred ftiso to attend 
the funeral services. 

Ah the hour drew nigh, the road in front of the little cot- 
tage was crowded with vehicles. It was a mild, Bunny Oo- 
tober .iftemoon, and as the room in which the corpse lay woald 
not contain a tenth part of the gnests, they filled the yard and 
garden and even the side-walk in front, entering the hoase as 
they arrived, to take thai silent look at the dead which is sng- 
gested, let us believe, more by human sympathy than by hu- 
man onriosity. And, indeed, a eolemo loveliness of repose 
rested on the thin, composed features of the uorpso. All 
shadow of pain had passed away, and an aspect of ineffable 
peace and comfort had settled in its place. Her bands were 
laid, one over the other, upon her breast — not with the stony 
presBui-e of deaih, but as if in the light unconsciousness of 
Bleep. Upon the coffin-hd lay a wreath of life-everlasting, iU 
gray, silvery leaves and rich, enduring odor, harmoninng well 
with the subdued tastes and the quiet integrity of the sect to 
wliich the old widow had belonged. Even the Rev. Lemuel 
Styles, to whom the term " Quaker" implied a milder form 
of infidelity, stood for a. long time beside the ooSin, absorbed 
in the beauty of the calm, dead face, and murmured as he 
turned away: " She hath found Peace." 

Two old Friends from Tiberius, with their wives, were also 
in attendance, and the latter devoted themselves to Hannah, 
as if it were a special duty imposed upon theniL Before the 
cofBu-lid was screwed down, tUcy sut for some time beside the 
corpse, with their handkerchiefs pressed tightly over their 
months. Their husbands, with Mr. Waldo and Merryfield, 
bore the coffin to the hearse. The guests gathered around 
nnd in front of the house now began to open their eye» and 
prick their ears. The daughter must presently appear, as first 
of the nioorners, and In company with her husband, if she 
were really married. They had not long to wait. Hannah, 
leaning on Woodbury's arm, issued from the front door of 
the cottage, and alowly passed down iho gravel walk to the 



420 



au4Mi.a thcbston: 



carriage in vmting. Her uiiveileJ face w.is pale aiul j 
I fbandly sad ; lisr cvea were casl down, and none of tfae a 
pao; (^Dgbt their full glaoce. Woodbury*^ oouritciiiauce ij 
dicated the grave aud tender sjiupathy which filled his 
He saw the spectators, withont seeming to notioo thea 
and the keenest curiosity woa halHed by his thorongh I 
possesdoQ. Both were surrounded by an atmosphere of M 
row and resignation, in wliioli all expression of their ool 
nuptial relation was lost. They might Lave li«eti niarrii;d ( 
years, bo far as any thing could be guessed frooi their a 

The other earrlages gradually reccit'eil their occupnou t 
followed, io the order of their nearness to thu dece« 
whether in the bonds of sect or those of friendship, 
these the Waldos claimed a prominent place ami the Hei 
fields were close behind them. The proce-seion wiis DDuauaDj 
large; it seemed, indeed, aa if all Ptolemy were present. 
reaching the Cimmerian churchj'ard, Bute and the farmec 
whose lands adjoined Lakeside wore on hand to assist I 
monmers and their friends in alighting ftom the carriages, lu 
to take care of the hoi-ses. The grave was dug at a little il 
tance from those of the Cimmerians, in a plot of soft, 1 
broken turf Supports were laid across its open mouth, a 
when the coffin bad been deposited thereon, preparatory tab 
lowered, and the crowd had gathered in a silent ring, enoL 
the mourners and their immediate friends, one of the f rietidj 
took off his broad-brimmed hat and in simple, t'loqnent wordu 
bore testimony to the truth and uprightness, to the ChiistJi 
trust and Christian patience of the departed. The two vomet 
again pressed their handkerchiefs violently upon their mogtii 
while he spoke, Woodbury look off his hat and rererenU; 
bent his head, though the other Friend stood bolt upright k 
remained covered. 

Mr. Waldo then followed, with an unrnest, heart-full prnji 
He was Bcorcely aware how much he ricked in ihna voamt 
crating the burial of a Quaker woman, and it was foriunatJ 
that uo Inxity of doctrine could be discovered in Uio bnef m 
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tencea bo uttered. It was not Doctrins, bat Religion, which 
inspired his words, and the most intolerant of his hearers felt 
their power while eecretijr ceuauring the act. He, loo, refer- 
red to the widow's life as au example of pious resiguation, ann 
prayed that the aaiae Chiistian virtue might oome to dwell in 
the hearts of all present. 

When tho ooffio had been lowered, and the first spadefol 
of earili, thuiigh softly let down into the grave, dropped npon 
the hd with a miitSed, hollow roll, Hannah started as if in pain, 
and olung with lioth hands to her basband's arm. Hu bent 
Ilia head to her tace mid whispered a word ; what it was, no 
Other ear than hers uuceeeded in hearing. The dull, rumbling 
fioands ooulinued, until ilie crumbling whisper of the partides 
of earth denoted that the coffin was forever covered from 
Bight. Thon they turned away, leaving the mild Antumn 
sun to shine on the new mound, and the thrush to pipe his 
broken song over the silence of the dead. 

The moment tho churchyard gate was passed, Ptolemy re- 
turned to its gossip. The increduloos fuel was admitted, but 
the mystery surrounding it was not yet explained. In the fen 
tamihea who eonsidered themselves "the upper circle," and 
were blessed with many daughters, to none of whom the rioh 
owner of Lakeside had been indiifereut, there was great and 
natural exasperation. 

" I consider it flying in the face of Providence," aiud Mrs. 
Hamilton Bue to her nusbaud, as they drove horaewurds ; 
'4'or a man like him, who knows what society is, and ought 
to help to pnrtect it from iauaii;:ism, to marry a strong-minded 
woman like she is. And after nil he said against their doc- 
trines ! I should call it hypocritical, / eboald I" 

" Martha," her husband answered, " If I were you, I 
wouldn't say much about it, for a while yet. He's only in- 
sured in the Saratoga Mutual for a year, to try it." 

Mrs. Styles consoled lier sister. Miss Logrand, who at one 
time allowed herself dim hopes of interesting Woodbury iu 
her behalf. "I always feared that be was oot entirely firm in 
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the £uth ; he never seemed incliiied to talk with Mr, S^ki 
aboat it She, too know, is q[iiite an Infid^ and, of eoimei 
be eoold not hxve been ignonnt of H. It*a Terj amd to see a 
mm so misled — ' the lost of the eje^' Hamate" 

^ I should saj it was witchoraft,^ Harriet remarked, with a 
snappish tone ; ^ she^s a very plain4ookin^ f^ — like an owl 
with her big graj eves and straight hair.^ Miss Legraod 
wore ners in ropy ringlets ci great length. 

^ 1 shouldn't have believed it if I hadn*t seen it with mj 
own eyes T exclaimed Miss Celia Smith to her sister, Mm« 
Amelia. *^ I always thought they were dead set against each 
other.** AGss Celia was more inclined to be emphatic than 
choice in her expressions. 

^'TheymadebelieTetheywere,'' her sister replied. ^ She must 
have been a£raid he'd back oat, after all, or thej wouldn't havt 
been married so, right off the reeL It was her last chaneex 
sbe*s on the wrong side of thirty-five, I should say.*' MJM 
Amelia was thirty-three, herself although she only confessed 
»^ twenty-five. The memory of a certain sleigh-ride the 
winter before, during which her incessant fears ot an overturn 
obliged Woodbury to steady her with his arm, was fresh in 
her mind, with all its mingled sweet and bitter. Several 
virgin hearts shared the same thought, as the carriages went 
homeward — that it was a shame, so it was, that this strongs 
minded woman, whom nobody imagined ever could be a rival, 
should sneak into the fold by night and carry oft the pick of 
the masculine flock I 

Meanwhile, the objects of all thb gossip returned to the 
desolate cottage. When they entered the little sitting-room, 
Hannah's composure gave way, under the overwhelming sense 
of her loss which rushed upon her, as she saw that every thing 
was restored to its usual place, and the new life, without her 
mother, had commenced. Her tears flowed without restraint, 
and her husband allowed the emotion to exhaust itself before 
he attempted consolation. But at last he took her, stUl sob- 
bing, to his breast, and iQenlly iqiheld her. 
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" Hauaali," he said, *' my dear wife, how cao I leave you here 
I alone, to these sad asBOciatiotis ? This can so longer be your 
home. Come to me with your bordeD, and let me help you 
to bear it." 

" Oh, Majcwell;" she answered, " you are my help and my 
comfort. No one else has the game right to share ray sorrow. 
My place is beside you : I will try to fill it as I ought ; but — 
Alaiwell — can I, dare I enter your borne as a bride, ooming 
thus directly from the grave of my mother ?" 

" You will bring her blesuiiig iu the freshness of its sanc- 
tity," he said. " Understand me, Ilaiuiah. In the reverence 
for your sorrow, my love is paticat. Enler ray home, now, as 
the guest of iny heart, giving me only the right to soothe and 
comfort, until you can hear, without reproach, the wice of 
love." 

His noble consideration for ber grief and her lonelinesi 
melted Hannah's heart. Through all the dreary sense of her 
loss penetrated the gratitude of love. She lifted her arms 
and clasped them about his neck. " Take me, my dear hus- 
band," she whispered, "take me, rebellioua as I luive been, 
unworthy as I am, and teach me to deserve your magnanimity." 

Be took her home that evening, uuder the light of the riung 
moon, down the silence of the valley, through the gathering 
mists of the meadows, and under the falling of the golden 
leaves. The light of Lakeside twinkled, a ruddy star, to greet 
them, and with its brightening ray stole into her heart the 
first presentiment of Woman's Home. 



CHAPTER XXUV. 



COVCSBSnO THE XKW BOtTSEaOLO OF T'^*ffTI'^ 

I« a daj or two aU (be fiunOkr artido of fitnutore wUdi 
Qannah dcaired to retain, were UMsferred to Lakeside irith her 
(Kmonal eOacta, aod tbe cottage was doeed imtil a nev ten- 
ant codM bo fbani]. In tiie fint comUned d>ocfc of grief and 
chanf^e, the sedoded beauty of her oev home was e^>«eiall7 
grat4iful. The infloenoea of Nature, no leaa than the lender st- 
teiiti'in* of her fanabanil, and the qaiet, reverent respect ct BntA 
and Carriit, gradually aootlied and consoled her. Day after 
day the bulniy southwest wind blew, hardly Btimng the 
Mnoky purple of tiie air, through which glinunored the floa^ 
tug drill* of gowamer or tho etar-like tttfta of wandering 
down. Tlio ilead flowers saw their future reaurrection in 
tliDMi winged, emigrating eeeda; the trees let fall the looeened 
Kplendor of their foliuge, knowing that other summers were 
■lii-athed in the bads left behiad ; oren the sweet grass of the 
meadows bowed its dry crest submisBively over the greeai 
heart of iut perennial lifi^ Every object expressed the infinite 
paiienuo of Nature with her yearly recurring doom. The 
Hiu) himself seemed to vull his beams in noonday haze, lest he 
shuiild smite with too severe a lustre the nakedness of the 
hmditGnpo, aa it Hlowly put oS* its garment of life. 

For years past, she had been deprived of the opporttmitj 
■0 to brciithii thu enchnntment of tbe heavenly season. As 
Roou as iJiu chill of the mombg dew bad left the earth, ahe 
Waut forth to the garden and orchard, and along tbe sunny 
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mar^n of the whitiperiiig pine-wood behind the house, striving 
♦o comprehend the change tliat had come over her, and fit her 
views of life to harmony with it. In the afternoons ehe went, 
»t Woodbury'B side, to t. knoll overhanging the lake, whence 
the laodscape w»8 broader and grander, opening northward 
beyond the point, where now and then a sail flashed dimly 
■long the blue water. Here, sitting on the grassy brink, he 
told her of the wonderful life of the tropics, of his early hopes 
and Htruggles, of the cheating illusions he had cherished, the 
aadder knowledge he had wrested from experience, and that 
immortal philoBophy of the heart in which all things are rccor>- 
oled. He did not directly advert to his pas«on fbr herself, 
but she fell it oontinnally as the ba^s from which his oonft- 
dences grew. He was a tender, trastful friend, presenijog to 
ber, leaf by leaf, (lie book of hts life. She, too, gave him 
much of hers in return. She found a melancholy plei 
Bpeaking of the Past to one who had a right to know it, and 
to whom its most trifling feature wna not indifferent, fler 
childhood, her opening girlhood, her education, her deatro fcr 
til possible forms of cultivation, her nudeveloped arti^lK '!^ 
patliies and their conflict with the aiasociatioiis which v 
ed her — oil these retnmed, little by little, and her h 
joiced to find in them fi'eah confirmalious of t 
judgment, on the strength of which he I 
love. 

In the evenings they generally sat in the Ubcvr. ■!■■ W 
read to her fiytm hia choice store* of Uteratar«, m4 fe^ ifc* 
reading grew earnest mutual talk whi<di t 
her mind. The leleure of his long years ip 
thrown away: he had developed i 

taste for literature by the careful ttair tt As CagiaA i 
French classics, aud was famiiiar i ' 
aud Italian authors, so far as titer a 
translations. He had also ro^-ired, k 
knowledge of the Greek a 
become pure and beBlthj ia | 
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acquiremoiita. H&nnah bad, now and then, pprhaps (tlunig 
this is doubtful, in the ciroumscribe'1 coniniunitv- nf PuAemj), 
flncouiitered men of equal culture, but nose who had Rpokt 
to IiQT ]ks an eqiml, from the recoguition of like (lariAciiiis ' 
her own mind. She aaw, in this intercourse with ht-r 
the commeDcement of a new and inexhaustible iuivllectsi 
enjoyment. That clamor of her iiAtare for the supposed right 
denied to her sex wan, in part, the resuH of a bulBed niAiti 
pasaion, which now saw the coveted sntis&ictioti secnrcd 1 
it ; and thus llie voioe of her torment grew weaker day b) 
day. 

Day by day, also, with scarce a spoken word of lore, 
relations between the two became more fond xad 
Woodbury's admirable judgment taught him patioace. 
eaw the color gradually coming back to the pale leav-es of Uv 
flower, and foresaw the day when he might wear it oQ hi 
bosom. The wind-tossed lake smoothed its surface mnK aai 
more, and gleams of liw own image were reflected back tn him 
from the subsiding waves. The bride gUded into the wlfi) bv 
• gentle, natural transition. She assumed her plate tM bod 
of the household, and Carne, who waa always oerroiulx 
anxious under the weight of the responsibility, trariBferFad it 
gladly to her hands. The eense of her ownership In the Trmwi 
UK* of Lakeside, which had at first seemed ineredibld, grev 
real by degrees, as she came tu exeroiBe her proper nathortof, 
and as her husband consulted with her in regard to tlia pro* 
posed changes in the garden and grounds. All those thingi 
inspired her with a new and delightful interest. The eky of 
her life brightened as the lioriEou grew wid«r. Her Indirid- 
nal sphere of action had formerly been limited on every iilde ;' 
her tastes had beun aecessarily suppressed ; and thi* hard,' 
ntilitarian spirit, from which eho shr.ink, in the nssodations of 
her sect, seemed to meet her equully wborevei' she toroed. 
Her instinct of beauty was now liberated ; for Woodbniy, 
possessing it himself, not only appreciated, but Ruooursged tla> 
ritility in her nature. TTu) rooms look the imprvMion of hor 
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J taste, at first in niiiior details ami then in general arrnnge- 
I nients, and this eitoroal reSeotiou of herself in the features of 
her home reacted upon her feelings, separating her by a «ji«»- 
et&otlf widening gulf from her maiden life. 

The gold of the forests oorroiled, the misty violet bloom of 
the Indian Suimaer was washed away by sharp winds and 
cold rnins, and when winler set in, the fire on the domealic 
he.irth burned with a warm, steady flame. Immediately after 
the marriage, Woodbury had not only picked out a very 
pretty site for the cottage which he must now build in earnest 
for Bute's occupancy, but had immediately engaged masons 
ud carpenters to commence the work. It woa on a low bnob 
or spur of the elevation upon which stood his own house, but 
rer the Anocreon road. Bute and Carrie were in ecstasies 
with the design, which was selected from " Downing'^ Land- 
scape Gardening." It was a story and a half high, with over- 
hanging balconies, in the Swiss style, and promised to ho a 
picturesque object in the view from Lakeside, especially as it 
would just hide the only ragged and unlovely spot in the 
landscape, to the Icfl of Roaring Brook. By great exertion 
on Bute's part, it w.ns gotten under roof, and then iefl for S 
winter's seasoning, before completion in the spring. This 
house and every thing connected with it took entire possession 
of the mind of Mrs. Carrie Wilson, and not a day passed with- 
out her cousiUting Hannah in regard to some int^rmU or 
external arrangement. She would have flowered ehints cur- 
tains to the windows of the " best room" — Hue, with small 
pink roses ; the stuff would be clieap and of course she would 
make tliein herself: would it lie better to have them rnffled 
with the same, or an edging of the coarse cotton lace which 
Bhe had learned to knit ? Bute had promised her a carpet, 
nnd tliey could furnish the room little hy little, so that the 
expense would not he fell. " We mast economiste," she inva- 
riably added, at the close : " we are going to lay somotliing 
by every year, and I want to show Bute thnt I can man^e to 
have every thing nice and tast^, without spending much." 




The little woman still retMoed ber admiration for Ilonnatli, 
perhaps in iin increased degree, now that Woodbary (for whom 
Carrie bad conceived sach a profound reepect) had chosen 
her to be hia wife. She confided to the latter all her wondet- 
ful plans for the future, utterly forgetfiil how they dieted 
from the confidences which she had been accustomed to be- 
stow. Hannah could not help remarking her present nnoon- 
Noiousness of that ambition which she had once pitied as 
mistaken, though she had not the henn to check it. A similar 
change seemed to be taking place in herself. " Ib it alw)i3ra 
80 ?" she reflected. "Is the fulfilment of our special destiny 
sa women really the end of that lofty part which we resolved 
to take in the forward struggle of the race? Was my desire 
to vindicate the just claims of my sex only the blind result of 
the relinquishment of earlier dreams ? It cannot be : but tbis 
much is true— that the restless mind is easily cradled to sleep 
on the beatings of a happy heart.'' 

The strict seclusion of her life was rarely broken. The 
Waldos and Merryfields came once or twice for a brief call, bat 
Woodbury, though he went occasionally to Ptolemy, did not 
urge her to accompany him. Sometimes, on mild daye, he 
drove with her over the hills, re-exploring for her the pic- 
turesque little nooks of the upland which be had discovered. 
Hannah was contented with this ; she knew that Society 
awaited her, afler a time, but it could not now deny her that 
grateful repose, in which she gathered strength, and hope, and 
hamiony with' herself. Indeed, the life of Ptolemy flowed 
more quietly than usual, this season. The Great Sewing-tlnjon 
was not reorganized, because the Cimmerians had dedded on 
a " Donation Party" for Mr, Waldo's benefit, instead of a Fair ; 
the Abolitionists bad not suRicicnt cohesive j)Ower withont 
the aBsistance of Hannah and Mrs. Merryfield, and prepared 
their contributions separately at home ; and thus only tha 
Mission Fund remained. Tlie latter, however, was stimulat«d 
to fresh activity by the arrival of a package of letters, early 
in December, from Mrs. Johiel Preeks (formerly Miss BliBi 
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Clancy), dated from Cuddapah, in the Telngu Couiitrjr. She Uad 
passed a week at Jatnapore, and wa.s shocked to find that her 
brown aameHakc, for whom she bad made the monssclme-de- 
laine fi-ock with taoks, bad been married a year, although not 
yet fonrteen, and exhibited to her a Bpiritual grand-baby, on 
her arrival. She forwarded to Miss Rubanoy Goodwin a letter 
in the Tehigu language from her son Elisha, which the spinster 
had framed and hung up beside her looking-glass, " It's 
more like bird tracks than any thing else," she whispered, con- 
fidentially, " but the sight of it gives rae a deal of comfort," 

Thus, the labors for the Mieslon Fund were resiuned, bat 
the young men who attended looked back to the days of 
the Greikt Sewing-Union with regret. The mixed compositioa 
of the liitter had been its great obai-m, and even the ladies of 
the Fund missed the extended comparison of stuSs and pat- 
terns, and the wider range of nmntua-making gossip which 
they Uad enjoyed during the previoiis winter. The curiosity 
in regard to the Woodburys still continued to be rife; but 
Mrs. Waldo, who was continually appealed to, as their nearest 
friend, for an explanation of the mystery, knew no more than 
any of i he others what had passed between the two before their 
marriage. The first sharpness of publio comment on the oo- 
cnrrence soon gave place to a more just and reasonable feeling, 
Both were popular, in a different way, in Ptolemy. A mod- 
erate amount of good-luck would not have been grudged to 
either, but that they should find it in each other was the 
thought which astounded the community. The strangest 
things, however, soon grow common-place, and all that had 
been aaid or thought, b the first jieriod of wonderment, was 
gradually forgotten. Both Mrs. Styles and Mrs. Hamilton 
Bue rolled at Lakeside, and went home well pleased with the 
kindly courtesy and hospitality which they received. They 
B3W that the husband and wife evidently understood each other 
»oi| were happy in the knowledge : any thing furtJier than 
this the keenest scrutiny failed to discover. Woodbury hud 
the coolness of a thorough man of the worid in turning adde 
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impertinent questions, each aa mftny good [lersona, with tbelr 
unformed American ideas of propriety, iee no harm in asking. 
It 18 true that lie sometimes gave offence in this way, bat hia 
appuent unconsciousness of the fact healed the wound, vrhila 
it prevented » repetition of the impertinence. 

Hannih admired the self-possession of her baHbtuid, as a 
power, the attainment of which was beyond her own reach. 
The characteristic which had most repelled her, on their Srst 
aoqaaintance, was now that which threw around her a oomforU 
ing sense of protection and defence. Il was not a callous o«*a- 
ditloD of his finer emisibilities, she saw ; it was a pan of his 
matured balance and repose of character, yet the latter etUl 
sometimes impressed her almost like coldness, in comparisoo 
with her own warmth of sentiment. For this r^iasoo, perhaps, 
as her love to him deepened and Htrengthened — as his being 
became more and more a blissful uecesaily — his composed, uu- 
ohangfng teaderneBS often failed to satisfy, iu full measure, 
the yeitmuigs of her heart. While she was growing in ilie 
richness of her affections, he seemed to be standing etill. 

With all Woodbury's experience of woman, he had yet 
much to le^rn. No course could have been better chosen than 
the delicate and generous consideration which he exhibited 
towards his wife, up to a certain point. His tuiatake was, thM 
he continued it long after the necessity had ceased, and wh«a, 
to her changed nature, it suggested a consdentious sensa of 
jnstice rather than the watchfulness of love. Ho was waiting 
for her heart to ruach the knowledge which already filled it to 
overflowing, betraying itself daily by a subtle language whioh 
he did not understand. The experiences through which h« 
had passed had familiarized him with the presence of passion 
in himself: his heart did not throb less powerfully, but It 
throbbed beneath a mask of calmness which had been siemty 
enforced upon him. He did not reflect thai bis wife, with all 
the pervading passion of the ripened woman, still possesMMl, 
in this her firet lovn., the timidity of a girl, and oouM nut ask 
tvt that indepeudent ipeeoh «f the heart whioh ke withheld. 
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' Even with regard to tlie questions which hnd so nearly kept 
piem asunder, eho woald hnve preferred &aak dinciiasion to 
ilence. Herp, however, he had prontised her full liberty of 
letioD, and she could not refer to thcnt without a a<>eming 
loubt of liis word. Once or twice, indeed she timidly ap- 
||troachcd the subject, but he had avoided it wilh a gentleness 
ud kindness which she could not resist. She suffered nn re- 
Bi^roaoli to rest upon him, in her inmost thought ; !<he reproftched 
erself for having invoked the proniise — for having obligt-d 
a to raise the thin, impalpable screen which etill interposed 
taelf between their hearts. Mrs. Styles, in reporting her 
frmt, had said: "they look as if they had already been mar- 
led ten ^ears," and she had said truly. That cshn, whieh 
grateful in the first tumnlt of the wife's feelings, which 
lahlcd her lo pass through the transition of her nature in 
Ppeace, now Bomelimea became oppressive in the rush of 
iappy emotions that sou<j;ht but knew not how to find expres- 
~Dn. 
The knowledge that Woodbury had modified his personal 
ihits BO as to avoid oflending her prig'udices, also gavu her 
pam. She learned, from Carrie, that ho had been in the Ijubii 
Jpf drinking a glass or two of claret at dinner, and of smoking 
the libraiy afUir meals, or as he read in the evenings. Now, 
le wine had (lisappeared fiom the table, and he took his cigiir 
tlie garden, or in the veranda. Both tlie habits were still 
tpugnanl to her sense of right, but lote was beginning to 
ih her lulerance. He was, perhaps, partly woaned from 
iho Ihonght, and in that cose it would bo wrong in her 
lead him back to his old subjection; yet, on the other hand, 
rhat saerilice had he nut made for her? and what had she 
nde for him? 

Towards the end of winter, she found that her mind wna 
Ocoining singularly uonfu^ed and uncertain. The recon- 
'latlon with her destiny, the harmony of heart and brain, 
lich she tiee^ned to be on the point of attaining, slid back 
Igttin into something which appeared to be a disturbance of 




tmiperament rather tlian of intellect. Things, trifling in 
thpmselves, exalted or depressed her without any apparent 
rt^oson ; unreasonable desires presented tbemsolvcs to lur 
mind, and in this perp«tual wavering of the balance nf ber 
natnre, nothing seemed steady except her love for her bii«- 
band. She longed, at tiroes, to throw herself upon his braaat 
and weep the ootdession she did not d:u-e to bpeak; but har 
moraeuts of strength perversely oame when he was absent, aod 
her moments of cowardice when be was present. Throng 
fdl the uncertain, nhifUng range of her senaatioDS, ran, nevn^ 
theless, a dazzling thread of some v^uc, foreboded bli^ Ifat 
f<>aiuree of wbiob she could not disiinguish. She oilea i»- 
peutcd to herself the song of Clirohen, in Goolhe's " Egmont," 
which wafl among the works her husband had read with her; 
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DoproaM, 
PeasiTdj brooding Bi 
IrembUoK 



Eorering In fear Bnd in pain: 

l^orrowing to dcntli, or enilting tbe iuigels sbore, 

Blessed nloiie ia tlie heart in its Invol" 



One afternoon she was seized with such an intense lon^ng 
for the smell of tobacco-era oko, that she could scarcely wail 
until Woodburj-, who had ridden into Ptolemy, returned 
home. Aa soon aa he h.id taken off his great-coat and 
kisBed her, as was his wont, she drew him into tbe library, 
" Maxwell," she aud, " I have a favor to ask of you." 
" Have you P I shall be delighted to grant it." 
"You will think it strange," she continned, blushing: 
'' I wish you would light a cigar ; I think I should Gud iht 
imoke agreesble." 

" That is not asking a favor, Ilannah ; it is granting one to 

me. I'll take one of my best, and you shall have a fair trial." 

Hn laughed jileasantly at what he considered a beneToleot 

«Sort on her part to eudm'e hla lavorite indulgence. He 
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placed eaay-chiurB for ttietn, on oppoait« sides of the fire, lest 
her experimeut might fiiil from being overdoiie, and lighted 
one of hia choicest Cahahas. The rich, delicate, aedalive 
odor soou pervaded the air, but ahe held her grouud. lie took 
down Sir Thomas Browne, one of hie favoriteik, imd rcud olouil 
the pleasant patiSfigus. The snowy ftshea lengthened ia the 
cigar, llie flavor of the book grew more choice and ripe, and 
after an hour he tossed the diminutiv« remaining end iuto the 
grate, enying: 

" Well, what ia the result?" 

"I quite forgot the cigar, Maiwell," she answered, "in my 
enjoyment of Sir Thomas. But the odor at firut — you wi!l 
laugh at me — was delightful. I am bo sorry that you have 
been so long deprived of what inuBt be to you an agreeable 
habit, on my account." 

"I have only been acting up to my principles," be said, 
"that we have a right to exercise our individual freedom in 
such matters, when they do not interfere directly with the 
comfort of others. But here. I am afraid. Sir Thomas helped 
to neutralize your repugnance. Shall we go on with liim, a 
chapter and a agar at a time? Afterwards I can take 
Burton and Montaigne, if you are not fully scolimatod." 

He spoke gayly, with a dancing light in liis eyes, but the 
plan was seriously carried oat. Hannah was surprised to find 
in Montaigne a reference to the modern dgcLrine (as she imp- 
posed it to be) of "Women's Rights." It was not a pleasant 
reflection that the cause h.td made no little progress in three 
centuries. The reading of this passage brought up the subject 
in a natural way, and she could not help remarking: 

'' DiscuBsions on the subject vrUI never come to an end, 
nutO we have some practical application of ih« theory, whii^ 
will be an actual and satisfaoVory test of its truth." 

"1, for one, would not object to that," Woodbury answered, 
" provided it could be tried without disturbing too much the 
established order cf Society. If a large class of women 
should at any time demand these rights, a refusal to let the 
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experiment be tested would imply m temr of Hs sooeeflft. Nov, 
I do not believe thst any system cao be sacoessful whidi doei 
not conlain a large proportion of absolate tmthy and wlule I 
cannot think, as yon know, that woman is fitted for the nme 
career as man, I am not afraid to see her make the trial I 
will pledge myself to abide by the resolt." 

^ If all m^ n were as just. Maxwell, we should have no caase 

to complain. After all, it is the right to try^ rather than the 

right to bcj which we ask. The refusal to grant us that doei 

not seem either like the magnanimity of the stronger, or even 

^ an assared £uth in his strength." 

* "Men do not seriously consider the subject," said he. 
"The simple instinct of sex dictates their opposition. Thej 
attribute to a distorted, unfeminine ambition, what is often — 
in you, Hannah, I know it — a pure and unselfish aspiration. 
The basis of instinct is generally correct, but it does not ab- 
solve us from respect for the sincerity of that which assails it.^ 

" I will try to be as just to you, in return !" she exclaimed. 
" I feel that my knowledge has been limited — ^that I have been 
self-boastful of the light granted to my mind, when it was 
only groping in twilight, towards the dawn. My heart drew 
back ft'om you, because it feared a clashing of opinions which 
could never harmonize. 

She was on the verge of a tenderer confession, but be did 
not perceive it. His words, unwittingly, interrupted the cur- 
rent of her feelings. His voice was unintentionally grave and 
his brow earnest, as he said : " I trust, more than ever, to the 
true woman's nature in you, Hannah. Let me say one thing 
to set your mind at rest forever. It was my profound appre- 
ciation of those very elements in your character which led you 
to take up these claims of Woman and make them your own, 
that opened the way for you to my heart. I reverence the 
qualities without accepting all the conclusions bom of them. 
I thank God that I was superior to shallow prejudice, which 
would have hindered me from approaching you, and thus have 
lost me the blessing of my lifel'* 
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He roFe and laid away the book. Every word he had said 
was just and noble, but it was not the fervid, impassioned 
utterance which her heart craved to hear. There were tears 
in her eyes, but he misinterpreted them. 

Ah, the ^' true woman's nature !'' Did he trust to it ? Did 
he know it, in its timidity, in its exacting fondness, in its pride 
of devotion and itA joy of saorifioeP 

Not yet 

19* 
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CHAPTER XXXV. 

m which wb attend akothsb mketebro in favob of 

** womkn's BIGHIB." 

Early in April, Mr. Isaiah Bemis again made his appearance 
in Ptolemy. He had adopted Reform as his professioD, and 
in the course of fifteen years' practice had become a Jack-of 
all-trades in philanthropy and morals. He was readjy at the 
shortest notice, to give an address on Total Abstinence, Vege- 
tarianism (or " Vegetality," as he termed it, with a desire to 
be original), Slavery, Women's Rights, or Non-Resistance, ac- 
cording to the particular need of the community he visited. 

He also preached, occasionally, before those independent 
religious bodies which spring up now and then in a spasmodic 
protest against church organization, and which are the natand 
complement of the Perfectionists in (royemment and Society, 
who believe that the race is better off without either. In 
regard to Spiritualism he was still undecided : it was not yet 
ingrafted upon the trunk of the other Reforms as an accepted 
branch of the same mighty tree, and a premature adherence 
to it might loosen his hold on those boughs from which he 
sucked sustenance, fame, and authority. 

By slender contributions from the Executive Committees of 
the various Societies, and the free hospitality of the proselytes 
of one or the other, all through the country, Mr. Bemis was 
in the possession of a tolerable income, which came to him 
through the simple gratification of his natural tendencies. To 
harangue the public was a necessity rather than a fatigue. 
He was well stored with superficial logic wherewith to over- 
whelm ordinary disputants, while with his hosts, from whom 
DO opposition was to be expected, he assumed an air of arro- 
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gant Buperiority. This was prindpally their own fault. A 
man who hears himself habitutilly called an Apostle and ft 
UartTT, Teiy soon learns to pnl on his robes of s^tship. 
JTone of his snbjects was bold enough to dispute the intel- 
lectual and moral autocracy which he assnmed. Thus, for lif 
teon years, a Moral Gypsy, he had ted a roving life through the 
oounlry, from Miuoe to Indiana, interraptcd only by a trip to . 
England, in 1641, as a "delegate at large" to the "World's 
Anti-Slavery Convention." During all this time his wife had 
supported herself by keeping a boarding-house in a small town 
'{n New Jersey. Ho wait accnstomed to visit her once a year, 
and at such times scrupulously pfud bis board during the few 
weeks of his stay — which cironmstance was exploited as an 
illustration of his strict sense of justice and his conat'.uicy to 
the doctrine of Women's Rights. 

Central New York was a favorite field for Mr. Bemis, and 
he ranged its productive surface annually. His meetings being 
announced in advance in the AnnihUator, bis friends were 
accustomed to have all the arrangerocats made on bis arrit'^ 
On reaching Ptolemy, however, two or three days still int«t- 
vencd before the meeting could be held, on account of Turn 
blely Hall having been previously engaged by the "Mosart , 
Ethiopian Opera," and the " Apalacbicolan Singers.'* ISx. j 
Bemis, as a matter of course, claimed the hospituliiy of tl 
Merryfields in the interval. He was not received with tto] 
expected tmpr€»*ement, nor were bia Orphic utterances &i 
to with the reverence to wbicb be was used. TTie otbflrl 
friends of the cause — foremost among them Setii W itt fa — j 
nevertheless paid their court a 

known, and (i^iiirltually) on bended knees kiMed th> k 
the master. 

The arrangomeuts for the coming i 
discussed. Attention bad been drawn » 
during the previous summer by tlie 
of Teniperance, and it was dvs«rd4a •• aa^ncc ife i 
inipresiiioD. The Iter. Am«fia T ' 
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bat ms muble to leave ber congregation ; and Besria flt Pf hff 
wee more profitably engaged in lectoring before Tarioaa 
Utersij aisodations, at ooe hundred dollnra a oiglit (paj-able 
only in gold). Mr. Cliubback, of Mtruida, could be depended 
upon, but be vu only a star of the Beoond magnitnde, and 
Bometbbg more waa absolutely required. 

" We must get Miss Thurston — I me.in Mrs. Woo-ibnry — 
again. There la nothing else to be done," remarked Mr. 
Bemig, drawing down his brows. He had not forgotten that 
the people of Ptolemy had freely given to her the applatias 
which they had withheld from his more vigorous oratory. 

"I rather doubt, as it were," said Mr. Merryfield, "whelhar 
Hannah will be willing to speak." 

"Why not?" thundered Bemis. 

"She's lived very quietly since her marriage, and I 
shouldn't wonder if she'd ohanged her notions somewhat." 

"J shouldn't wonder," smd Seth, drawing np his thick 
nostrils, "if her husband bad forbidden her ever to speak 
again. If he could bully her into marrying him, he oonld do 
that, too." 

" Tou're mistaken, Seth," exclaimed Mr. Merryfield, color- 
ing with a mild indignation, "there's nothing of the bnlly 
about Woodbury. And if they two don't lore each other 
ainceroly, why, S.irah and me don't I" 

"We can eauly find out nil about it," said Mr. Berraa, 
ri«ng and buttoning his coat over his brond obest. "Mr. 
Wattles, will you oome with me ? We will constitute our- 
selves a Committee of Invitation." 

Setti, nothing loath, put on his hat, and the two started on 
their errand. It was but a aliort walk to Lakeside, which 
they reached soon after Woodbury had taken his customary 
place in the library, with a cigar in his mouth and a volume 
of Pepys' Diaiy in his hand. Hannah sat near him, quiet and 
happy : she was not only reconciled to her husband's habit, 
but enjoyed tlie book and talk which accompanied it more 
than any Other part of the day. On this oooasion they vrwn 
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inter i-u pled by Bute, who announced the visitors in the fol- 
lowing style : 

"Miss' Woodbury, here's Seth Wattles and another man 
108 come to see yon." 

Haonah rose with a look of disappointment, and turned 
towards her hnsbund, hesitatingly. 

" Shall I go, also?" he asked. 

"I would prefer it, Maxwell; I have no private businesa 
with any one." 

Bute had ushered the visitors into the tea-room. The door 
(o the library was closed, but a f:unt Cuban perfume was per- 
Mptihle. Seth turned towards Mr, Bemis with elevated eye- 
brows, and gave a lond sniff, as much as to say: "Do you 
notice thatF" Tlie latter gentleman scowled and shoolc his 
liead, but s:ud nothing. 

Presently the door opened and Hann.ih made her appearance, 
followed hy her husband. She concealed whatever emhiuraas- 
nient she may hnve felt at the sight of Mr. Bemis, frankly 
gave him her hand, and introduced him to her husband. 

"Be sealed, gentlemen," said the latter, courteously. "I 
would ask you into the library, but I have been smoking there, 
«nd the room may not bo agreeable to you." 

*' Hem 1 we are not — exactly — acciistomed to such an at- 
BOsphere," said Mr. Bemis, taking n chair. 

Woodbury began talking upon general topics, to allow hia 
[uesta time to recover from a slight awkwardness which was 
irident in their manner. It was not long, however, before 
Mr. Bemis broached the purpose of his visit. " Mrs. Wood- 

ry," said he, "you bftve beard that we are to have a meel- 

» on Wednesday evening?" 

"Yes." 

" We have been disappointed in getting the Rev. Amelia 
Parker, and tliu advocacy of The Cause is incomplete nnleas a 
woman takes part in it. I have therefore come to ask your 
leeistauce. We wish, this time, to create an impression." 

It was not a welcome message. She knew that sucb ft test 



must come, some lime ; bnt of hie she had been imable to 
apply her mind steadily to any eabject, aod bad poetponed, 
by an agreement with herself, the consideration of all distorb- 
ing questions. She looked at her hnsband, bat his calm &oe 
expressed no eouDsel. He was determined that she should 
act independently, and he would allow no irord or glance to 
inflaenoe her decision. 

"It is long since I have spoken," she said at last; "I am 
not Rnre that I §houId be of service." She wished to gaia 
time by nn undecided aaswer, still hoping that Woodbury 
would come to her assistance. 

" We are the beat judges of that," said Mr. Bemis, with 
something of his old dictatorial lone, " 1 trust you will not 
foil us, now when we have sttch need. Tlie interest in The 
Cause has very much fallen off, in this neighborhood, and if 
you desert us, to whom shall we look for help ?" 

"Tea, Hannah," otumed in 8eth, "you know wo hare 
always looked upon you as one of the Piilars of Progress." 

It grated rather harshly upon Woodbury's fuelings to bear 
his Hifc addressed so familiarly by the ambitiouB tailor; but 
she was aconstomed to it, from the practice of her sect to 
bear testimony agiuost what they call " compliments.'' 

" I have not lost my interest in the cause," Hannah answered, 
after another vain attempt to read Woodbury's face ; " but I 
have freely uttered my thoughts on the subject, and I oould 
say nothing that has not been already heard." 

" Nothing else is wanted," said Mr. Bemis, eagerly. " The 
Truth only gains by repetition; it still remains eternally new. 
How many thousand times have the same Bible texts been 
preached from, and yet iheir me-ining is not exhausted — it is 
not even fully comprehended. How much of the speaker's 
discoaree do you suppose the hearers carry home with them P 
Kot a tenth part — and even that tenth part must be repeated 
ten times before it penetrates beneath the surface of ihoir 
natures. Truth is a nail that you cannot drive into ordinary 
oon^rehensions with one blow of the hammer ; you mnat pili 
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Itroke upon stroke, bdare it enters far enough to be clincbed 
It U not tlie time for yoa to dr.iw back now, in n season 
of fidnt-heartedneas and discouragement. If you fail, it will 
be said that your views have chunged with the change in 
yonr Life, and you will thus neutralize all your labors hereto- 
Ibre," 

That cannot be said of me!" exclaimed Hannah, thor- 
oughly aroused &nd indignant. "My husband has been too 
Just — too generous, differing with me as he does — to impose 
Bay restrictions upon my action 1" She turned towards him, 
answered her glance with n frank, kindly smile, which 
thanked her for her words, but said no more, " Well, then 1" 
■he continued; "I will come, if only to save him from an 
SDJnst suspicion. I will not promise to say much. You ovei^ 
•stimutc my raln« na an advocflle of the reform." 

" It is not for me," siud Mr. Bcmis, with affected humility, 

to speak of what / have done; but I consider myself com- 
petent to Judge of the services of others. Your inSueuce will 
be vastly inoreased when jour consistency to The Cnujte shall 
!» known and appreciated. I now have great hopes that we 
•hall inangarate an earnest moi-al awakening." 

Little more was said upon the subject, and in a short tim« 
Hie two reformers took their leave. Afler Woodbury had 
Tetomed from the door, whither he had politely accompanied 
them, he said, in his usual cheerful tone: "Well, TTannnh, 
«hall WB return to Old Pcpys ?" 

Her momentary excitement had already died away. She 
appeared perplexed and restless, but she mechanically rose and 
fiiUowed him into the library. As he took up the book, sfae 
bterruptcd him: "Tell me, Maxwell, have I done right?" 

You should know, Hannah," lie answered. " I wish yoa 
to act entiridly as your own nature shall prompt, without 
reference to me. I saw that you had not much desire to 
<«cce|it the invitation, but, having accepted it, I sup{)ose you 
A fulfil juur promise." 
Yes, I suppose »o," she said ; but her tone was weary and 




sLu-.t : j'.rur:'- r. — ^^:iS ^^ffr^id T^a Xtsi lad Mcnel k> rac« 
»i.: *>-, '->ft.-i-^';; — tc.i !•-,» -er i.ian 3»i i^ooti £x m* vard 

M t-'jiii V, uj: -KixT-^I. I -ii:. ^iji wiZ^c^lT, ibr joor 
**** ." — r.i". Li -m^T hi-i :i* T*rT {caJuT rf his «idi from 
r.*r *i^.-. ifji fiftt^ i« ijje sktt^mI He forced ber in- 
^>tf^v.4>XMt o^t '.yA L'^r tL'^c *L« v.jolii h^re lui it down, 
trutib^ ^1 ifi4 vu aa-i all *i:« ml^lc b« to cbe {wvred oobiHiT 
'/f hia nati.'*: ! s«ii^A«^act'^ ih.e now feh, is the heart of 
ifitf,; h'H tt.^ rialr-q fivA rA her being ns itaTed bf tlie 
learners whii^h ari<: hiad henclf nised. 

All th« next dAj ber uneauincsa incTeiee>L It wu not Milv 
htt imtiri'^ive fmr r/f thwarting her bosbuid's hidden desire 
which finn'^it«'l her, but % nnguUr dread of ^ain tn«v;ng 
}inT «[>p(;Kruii« fxffore the pablic She wu not conscioofl of 
Uty cJifuiffc in her viewii on the question of Woman, but thej 
fnile'l to f^ve her Htrcngth and courage. A terrible dnldng 
tif thit hi-jot nNHaile<l her as often as she tried to collect her 
Uioti((hlH and arrange the expected diBConrse in her mind. 
Kvitry thing nccine'l to fihift and slide before the phantasm of 
hiir iriiixjiliciiblu fimr. Wbodbury conld not help noticing her 
KgiUiti'iii, htit h(i imderittood neither its origin nor its nature. 
IIii wiM imi'liir iiH tirur, and strove to soothe her withont ad- 
viirtirig U) tliii (uiiiiing tank. It was the only nnh^py day she 
liHil known Hincu she had oomo to Lakewde, 
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The next morning dawned — the momiog of Wednesday — 
snd Dooa came swillly aa a flash, since she dreaded its ap- 
proaub. The dinner had been ordered earlier than usuaJ, fot 
the meeting was to coauueoce at two o'clock ; and as soon as 
it waa over, Woodbury swd (o her : " It is time you were 
ready, Hannah. I will take you to Plokmy, of course, and 
will attend the meeting, or not, as yon desire." 

She drew him into the library. " Oh, Maxwell I" she cried ; 

will yon not tell me what yon wish me to do T' 

" My dear wife," he said, " do not torment yourself on 
my account. I have tried to fulfil to the ntmoet my promise 
to you : have I said or done any thing to make yon suspect 
■ly sincerity P" ■ 

'•' Oh, nothing, nothing I Ton have kept it only too well. 
Cut, Maxwell, my heart foils me: I carmot go I the very ' 
thought of standing where I oooe stood makes roe grow funt. 
I have no courage to do it again." 

Then do not," be answered ; " I will make a suitabia 
ajiology for your failure. Or, if that is not enough, shall I 
your place? I will not promise," he added, aniiliog, 
go quite so fill- aa you might have done, but I will at least 
■ay a few earnest words which can do no harm. Who has bo 
good a right to be your sabstituto as your husband?" 

"Maxwell," she sobbed, "how yon put me to shame I" It 
was all she could say. He took h<.'r In his arms, kissed her 
tenderly, and then drove into Ptolemy. 

Tumblety Hall was crowded. The few advocates of the 
tause had taken good care to spread the news that Mrs. 
Woodbury was to be one of ihe speakers, and there was a 
general, though indefinite curiosity to hear her again, now that 
d)« was married. Mr. Bemls rubbed bis hands as he saw bow 
rapidly the benches were filling, and observed to Seth Wat- 
tles ; " The iron is hot, and we have only to strike hard." Aft«f 
the audience bad assembled, the latter was chosen Chairman of 
the meeting, Mr, Aterrj field declining, on account of bis having 

frequently filled that office, "aa it were." 
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Seth called the meeting to order with a pompoasi satisfied 
air. His phrases were especially graodiloquent ; fi>r, lib 
many semi-intelligent persons, he sapposed that the power of 
oratory depended on the sound of the words. If the latter 
were not always exactly in the right place, it made little di^ 
ference. "Be ye convinced, my brethren," he concladed, 
" that absoloot Right will conquer, in spite of the concatena- 
tions and the hostile discrepancies of TJrrur (Crror)! Oor 
opponents have attempted to shut up every door, every vein 
and artery, and every ramification of our reform, but the angd 
of Progress bursts the prison-doors of Paul and Silas, and 
when the morning dawns, the volcano is extinct I" 

Mr. Bemis followed, in what he called his ^^ sledge-hammer 
style,*' which really suggested a large hammer, so far as voice 
and gesture were concerned, but the blows did not seem to 
make much impression. He had, however, procured a few 
new anecdotes, both of the wrongs and the capacities of wo- 
man, and these prevented his harangue from being tedious to 
the audience. They were stepping-stones, upon which the 
latter could wade through the rushing and turbid flood of his 
discourse. 

It had been arranged that Hannah should follow him, and 
Mr. Chubbuck, of Miranda, close the performance. When, 
therefore, Mr. Bemis sat down, he looked around for his suc- 
cessor, and the audience began to stir and buzz, in eager 
expectation. She was not upon the platform, but Woodbury 
was seen, pressing down the crowded side-aisle, apparently 
endeavoring to make his way to the steps. He finally reached 
them and mounted upon the platform, where a whispered 
consultation took place between himself and Mr. Bemis. The 
countenance of the latter gentleman grew dark, and he in torn 
whispered to Seth, who, after some hesitation, arose and 
addressed the meeting : 

" We have again an illustration," he said, " of the vanity of 
human wishes. We expected to present to you the illustrious 
prototype of her sex, to whose cerulean accents you have ofteo 
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listened aud applauded, but dUappouitment bas cUillcd tbe 
gonial current of our Bonis. She lias sent a subsidy in ber 
place, and be is prepared to await your pleasure, if you will 
hear ibe apontaneons viudication." 

A iDovemcut of surprise ran through the audience, but 
their dinappointment at once garo place to a new curio^ty, 
' s noise of Btatnping arose, m lokeu of sntisfaction. Wood- 
bury, whose detncuuor was perfectly serious anil collected, in 
spite of a strong tendency tu laugh at Setli, stopped forward 
to tlte front of the pliitforu), aud, as sooa as silence returned, 
began to speak. Hitt luatmer was easy and natural, and his 

a unusually clear aud disliuct, though tbe correctness of 
liis pronunciation struck bts hearers, at first, like affeotatjou. 

I appear voluntarily before you, my friends," ho aiiid, " hh 
a Bubstitnie for one whom you know. She bad pronitsud to 
apeak to you on u subjeot to which she has given iiiucli earn- 
est tliought, not so much for ber owu sake as for that of her 
sex. Being unable to fulfil that promise, I have offered to 
take her place, — not ub the representative of her views, or of 
the views of any particular ansociation of persons, but as a 
man who reveres woman, and who owes her respect in all 
oases, though he may not always agree with her assertion of 
tight. ('Good!' cried some one in the audience.) I stand 
between both parties ; betweeu you who denounce the tyranny 
of man (luniing U> Mr. Beotis), and you who meet with con- 
tempt and abuse (turning back towards the audience) all earn- 
est appeals of woman for a treer exercise of her natural faciil- 
tioe. No true refoim grows out of reciprocal denunciation. 
'WheTi your angry thunders have been launched, nml the 
opposing olonds dissolve from the exhunstion of their Nupply, 
tlie sunshine of tolerance and charity sbing!> between, and tbe 
lowering fragments fuse gently together iu tlie golden gleaui 
ef the twilight. Let me speak to you irom the ueutnil gronxid 
of universal humanity; let me tell you of some wrotiga of 
WoinitD which none of you need go tar to cce — mine rigbia 
Khicb eudt nimn uf you, to nbom God has gireu a help- 
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msy grant beside Ms own heartli-stoiie and tlte cnJle of hil 
cluldren 1 We Americans boast of oar superior civilimioo; 
wtt look down with » superb comuusoratton Dot onlj upon t^ 
political, but, the social aud domestic liia of otb«r laodi. 
Let as not forget ilmt the position wbich w^oruiq bolda in th« 
State — alit'ayB sapposiug tbat it t]oi.-s not transceod the d(» 
tiny of ber sex — is tlio UQerrtiig index on the dial of civilio' 
tion. It beboovss us, therefore, in ot^ur to make good ou 
boast, to examine ber condition among as. We ure Cuoed, 
aud periinps justly, far the chivalrous respect wbich we «!<■ 
hibit towards ber in pablic; do wc gram her aa aqaiil c 
Bideratiou iu our domestic bfe ? Do we seek to und(>rauii4l hi 
finer nature, her more delicate sendbilities, ber self-aaorifieiJ 
desire to share our burdens by being permitted lo aodtirsta 
them ?" 

Tba attention of the audience was profoundly ralistad i 
these words. The calm, dispassionate, yet earnest tone of U 
speaker was something new. It was an agi«eable %itri 
from the anathemas with which they not only did not a 
thize, but which they wore too indifierent to resent. 31£r, J 
it is true, fidgeted uneasily in lus arm-chair, but he was aoid 
quite a secondary person. Woodbury went on U> advocate d 
private as well as public respect for woman ; he painted. iJ 
strong colors, those moral quobtiea in wliioh she is anperior U 
mail ; urged ber claim to a completer trust, a more'g 
confidence on bis part; and, while pronoiiuciog ao word t 
oould indicate an actual sympathy with the peculiiu- right 
which were the object of the meeting, demanded that ti 
should roceire, at least, a respectful consideration, 
repeated the same manly views wiiich we have already heai 
in lus coDversAlions with bis wife, expressing his faith in tlifl 
impossibility of any permanent development not in nocordauM 
with nature, and bis coufidcDce thuX the sex, nndcr wbatevail 
coiKiilioii)> of liberty, would intitiuctively find its true place. 

His address, wbiah IttMtcd nearly an hour, was r 
hearty satisfkction by hia auditors. To tbe advocates of tbal 



reform it iras a mixture of honey and gulL He tiod started, 
apparenlly, froru nearly the same jioitit ; his path, for a while, 
bad run parallel with theirs, and thuu, without any Seuaibld 
dirergcuci;, had reached a widely dilTereut goal. Somehow, 
lie had taken, iu advnuce, a1t the strength out of Mr, Cbnb- 
bauk'a oration; for, although the latter commenced with nn 
atlaclc on Woodbury's neutral attitude, declaring thai " we 
canuot serve two raasters," the efibrt was too sophistical to 
deceive anybody. His speech, at leuiit, had the ufleet to 
rcBtore Mr. Bemia to good humor. Miaa Silsbee, a niuidca 
ludy from Atauga City, was then persuaded to say a few 
words. She reoommeuded the audience to "preserve their 
individoality : when that is gone, all is gone," saiil she. " lia 
not like the foolish virgins, that left their lamp:^ untrimmed. 
O trim your wicks before the eleventh hour corner, and the 
Master finds you sleeping!" 

There seemed to be but a very remote connection between 
these expressions and the doctrine of Women's Rights, and 
tlie audience, much enlivened b; the fact, dispersed, after 
adopting the customary resolutions by an overwhelming major- 
ity. " We have sowed the field afresh," cried Mr. Bemia, 
rubbing his hands, as he turned to his friends on the platform, 
'in spite of the tares of the Enemy," This was a figurative 
illusion to Woodbury. 

The latter reasted an invitation to take tea with the Wal- 
dos, iu order to hurry home to his wife, Mrs. Waldo had 
been one of his most delighted hearert^, and her parting words 
were: "Ueraember, if you don't tell Hannah every thing you 
■ud, I shall do it, myself!" 

On reaching Liikeside, Hannah came to the door to meet 
liiui. Her troubled expression had passed away, and a deep, 
wonderful light of happiness was on her face. Her eyes trem- 
bled in their soft Hpleudor, like stare through the veil of fidling 
dew, and some new, iiioxpresMblc grace cluug around her 
form. She caught his hands eagerly, and her voice came low 
fend vibrant with ita own Eweetness. 



^ Isa^^fed etMr&Sr. ■'Of ooarm I did. I mOe th« 
kioi^QR qji«<ch crf HIT life, b did mat. aaaify Bon^ I bid s«r^ 
Ifot Ut« udifSM took it kindlT, ind too. Hinwk, if toq had 
been tLer*:. would hsre aenpud tbe taott v4 it." 

^ I know I iturfild r* aba exdahngd. " Toa BnM tdl ma »f| 
— f/^t Dot DOW. Xcw yon most bare your raward — <^ Max- 
well, I tbiok I can reward yoa !" 

" Oir« me mother kiM, then." 

He ttooped u<l took it. Sielaid her anna anond hia neck, 
and drew faia ear to her lipa. Tlien she whispered a fiow flat- 
tering words. When he lifted his bee she saw npoa it the 
light and beaat; of niupeakable Joj. 



A. STOBY or AMXRlGAJf LIFK. 



CHAPTER XXXVT, 



IK WHICH THE UAK A 



B TO AN rWDKnSTAKDING. 



Woodbury, wilhout having inleaded it, very much increased 
bJB popularity in Ptolemy by the part ho bad taken in the 
meeliug. His addresi wae marked by a delicate tact which 
•nabled hini to speak for Woman, on behalf of his wife, while 
preserring his own independence of her peculiar views. The 
men suspected that her opinions had been modified by Ids 
•tronger mind, and that this was the secret of her non-nppear- 
snce : they were proud that he had conqnered the cliampionesa. 
The women, witboat exceptjon, were delighted with his 
defence of their domeetio righta ; most of them had had more 
or lees experience of that misapprehension of their nature 
vbioh be portrayed, and the kindness, the considerate juntico 
vbich dictated bia words came very gratefully to their ears. 
Even Mrs. Hamilton Bue remarked to u neighbor, at the close 
of his speed) : " Well, if he's learned all that Irom her, she's 
done some good, after all t" 

Tbua it happened that the marriage came lo be regarded 
irith favor. Ptolemy not only submitted with & good grace 
to what was irrevocable, but readily invented a enfficient jngli- 
fication for it. Hannah found a friendly disposition towards 
Iter, as she began to mingle a little more with the society of 
the place : the women, now that they reoognuced her as one of 
^emselves, approached her more genially and naturally than 
Utherto, and the men treated her with a respect, under which 
Bo reserved hostility was concealed. The phenomenon was 
adopted, as is always the case, into the ordinary proce.ssos of 
tUtQT«- 
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But a new life had commenced at Lakeside, and this snd all 
other changes in the temper of the commanity passed mmo* 
ticed. The spring advanced with a lovelier mystexy in eyerj 
sprouting germ, in every unfolding bud. In those long; sonny 
days when the trodden leaves of the last year stir and mstls 
under the upward pressure of the shooting grass, -when new 
/lolets and buttercups open from hour to hour, and the shim- 
mering, gauzy tints of the woodlands deepen visibly between 
dawn and sunset, the husband and wife saw but the external 
expression of the rich ripening of their own lives. The season 
could not impart its wonted tender yearnings, for they slept 
in the bliss of the possession they had only prefigured before, 
but it brought, in place of them, a holier and more wonderful 
promise. Here, the wife's nature at last found a point (tf 
repose : around this secret, shining consciousness, the strug- 
gling elements ranged themselves in harmonious forms. A 
power not her own, yet inseparable from both, and as welcome 
as it was imforeboded, had usurped her life, and the remem- 
brapee of the most hardly- won triumphs which her mind had 
ever achieved gi-ew colorless and vain. 

By the end of May the cottage for Bute was completed. It 
was all that Downing had promised from the design, except in 
regard to the expense, which was nearly double his estimate. 
However, it formed a very picturesque feature in the fore- 
ground of the landscape from Lakeside, and was conveniently 
situated for the needs of the farm. It was a day of jubilee for 
Bute and Carrie when they took possession of it. Mrs. Waldo 
must needs be prejsent at the migration, and assist with her 
advice in the arrangement of the furniture. Fortunately, the 
little " best room" had but two windows, and Mrs. Wilson's 
dream of the chintz curtains was realized. Bute had bought 
a brownish ingrain carpet, somewhat worn, at an auction sale 
in Ptolemy, for a very trifling sum ; and in addition to the poi^- 
traits of General and Lady Washington, which Mrs. Babb had 
inherited from Jason, and bequeathed to him in turn, Wood- 
bury bad given him a splendidly-colored lithograph of an 
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C&u Hom^tead," trilh any quantity of cattle and 
It is imposeible to describe the pride of Airs. Wilson 
Dom. One wiodoif commanded a cheerful view of the 
f towards Ptolemy, while the white front of Lakoeido 
d in at tlie other. Bute bud surrounded the looking-glasa 
I ftnd ]ii at Lire-frames with wreaths of winter-greeo, which 
i reminded Woodburj- of liis iiuproniptu biill-rootn in the Bow- 
1 ery, and in the fireplace stood a huge pitcher filled witli 
1 Bsparagus, blossoming lilacs, and Bnow-balls. Il was Mn. 
f Wilson's ftmbitioD Uj consecrate the house by inviting tliem all 
y%0 tea, and a very pleasant party they were. 

When the gnosis had left, and the happy tenunts found 
themselves alone, the little wife exclumed : " Oh, Bate, to 
think that we should liavo a house of our own!" 

'^Yed," said he, "'< t> oiir'o, jist as much as though wo 
cwned it, as long as we t/iink so. Property's pretty mnoh in 
IhlTifoin', onloss you've got to raise money on it. I know 
when Tm well off, and if you'll hitoh teams with me in aaviD*, 
Carrie, we can leastways put back all the interest, and it'll roll 
vp as fast as we want it." 

" You'll Bee, Bute," his wife answered, with a cheerful de- 
lermination ; "it's a life that will suit me eo much better than 
'lowing around from house to house. I'll niise chickens and 
turkeys, and we can eell what we don't want ; and then there's 
the garden ; and the cow ; and we won't spend much for 
tfothes, I wish you'd let me make youn, Bute ; Fra sore I 
Mmid do it as well as Seth Wattles." 

The grin on Bote's face broadened, as he listened to the 
fively little creature, and when she stopped speaking, he took 
ber around the waist by both arms and lUXed her into the air, 
a was not alarmed at this prooocding, for the knew she 
(rould corno down gently, getting a square, downright kiss 
ra the way. Never were two persons belter satisfied with 
noh other. 
At Lnkeside there were also changes and improvenwntjk 
'The garden was remodelled, the grounds were eztendedf and 
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fresh coQsignmcuts of trees and plants continually arrive<i from 
the Rochester nureeries. Both Woodbury and his wife 
delighted in the out-^oor occupatioo which tliese changes gave, 
and tlie spring deepened into summer before ihey were aware. 
To a thoroughly cultivated man, there is no life compared to 
that of the counti-y, with its independence, its healthy enjoy- 
ments, its grateful repose — provided that he is so situated that 
his intellectual neeJs can be satisfied. Woodbury's life in 
Calcutta had accustomed him to seek this satisiiiction in him- 
self, or, at best, to be content with few friends. In Hannab, 
he bad now the eager, sympathetic companion of his minij, no 
less than the partner of his affections. The newest literature 
caroo to him regularly from New York and Boston, and there 
was no delight greater than to perc^ve how rapidly her tastes 
And her intellectual perceptions matured with the increase of 
her opportUTiities of culture. 

The tender secret which bound them so closely soothed her 
heart for the time, without relieving its need of the expression 
and the answer which still failed. His watchful fondness was 
always around her, folding her more closely and warmly, day 
by day ; but he still seemed to assert, in her name, that free- 
dom which her love no longer demanded — nay, which stood 
between her and the fulfilment of her ideal union with hi'm 
She craved that uncalculating passion which is as ready to 
ask as to give — the joy of mutual deuiand and mutual surreo- 
der. The calm, deep, and untroubled trust which filled his 
nature was not enough. Perhaps love, she thought, in the 
self-poised, self-controlled being of man, takes this form; per- 
haps it lies secure and steadfast below the tender agitations, 
the passionate impulses, the voicelul yearnings which stir the J 
soul of woman. If so, she must be content ; but one thing 
she must yet do, to satisfy tbe conscience of love. She must 
disabuse his mind of the necessity of granting her that indo> 
pcndence which she had ignoraotly claimed ; she mttst confess 
to him the truer oonsdousDess of her woman's nature ; and — ■ 
If her timid heart would allow — she must onoe, though ouly 
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once, pnt in words oil the paBsionnte devotion of her heart 
for him. 

The days went by, the fresh splendor of the foliage 
darkened, the chasing billows of golden grain drifted away 
And left a strand of tawny stubWe bebinil, and the emtTald 
itunches on the trellises at Lakeside began to gather an 
thystiiic bloom. And the joy, and the fear, and the 
mystery increased, and the ehadow of a coming fate, bright 

ith the freshest radiance of Heaven, or dark with uniroagiued 
desolation — bot which, no one conld gness — lay npon the 
bousehold. Woodbnry had picked up in (he county paper, 
published at Tiberius, a little poem by Stoddard, of wkicb 
tiiese lines duog to his memory and would not be banished : 

"Tlie ladoD aumruer Trill glTs me 
Wbat it Dover gtvn before, 
Or toko from me wlu>t b IhouBtuid 
SummeiB gqq give no more I" 

Thus, as the approach of Death is not an unmingled sorrow, 
the approach of Life is not an unmingled joy. But, as we 
rarely breathe, even to those we best love, the fear that at 
anch times haunts our hearts, chased away bs soon as recog- 
nized, so to her he was always calm and joyfully confident. 

September came, and fiery touches of change were seen on 
the woods. The tuberoses she had plauted in t)ie spring 

died from their creamy cups an intoxicating dream of the 
iflleH of nutmeg-orchards and cinnamon -groves ; the strong, 
ripe blooms of autumn lined the garden walks, and the brenlh 
r the imprisoned wine dimmed the purple crystal of the 
gru[ies. Then, one moniing, there was a hushed gliding lo 
ind fro in the mansion of Lakeside ; there was anxious wutr 
bg in the shawled rooms; there were heart-wmng prayers, 
iB the shadows of the different fates sank lower upon the 
^^louse, and fitfully shifted, like the rapid, alternate vaiialiona 
lof cloud and stmshine in a broken sky. Death stood by to 
dispute the consummation of life; but, aa the evening dre' 
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on, a faint, wailing cry of victory wma beud, and Lift hi 
triumpbed. 

Woodbnry'i strong nntitre was Aaken lo tts ewitre, bNk 
by the horrible weighc of the fenra which bad Iwfin gm ii^ 
□pan him thronghoiit the' duy, and ihe li^liuiiii^-fiasb of vvs- 
whelming gltuln«(« which dinperacd tbem. As ite look thi 
helpless, siuimty Iiurwr erttatnra in his arms, aad beot Ui 
ftice over it, his te&ra foil fiut. He bn«lt beside tbe bcdi mi 
hdd it before the balf'olosed eyes of the mother, who ttf 
Bi)«ut, pale, as if filing back, broken, from ih« d«ep« of DealL 
TLo nnfoeling authority which rdgned lu Uie chamber drcH* 
him away. The utmost oautJoD, the most prtrfound repom, 
WM iudispensabic, lh« ph^ict»n said. All oigbt long Im 
watched in the next room, slowly gathering hope from the 
whispered bulletins of the nurse. In the moruin^, he left iit 
poEl for a little wliile, but &ooa returned to it. Bui a single 
Interview was granted lUat day, and he wae forbiddeo to 
Bpeak. He could ouly tuke his wife's hand, and look apoo 
the while, saintly beauty of h«r fnoe. She smiled ^utljr, with 
a look of ineffiiblfi k>ve, which be conld not bear anmQv*d.tDid 
be waa forbiddeo to agitate her. 

Gradually the sereiily of the orders was relaxed, and Im 
was allowed to enter tbe room occasionally, in a qniet way, 
and look upon ibe unformed features of hia son. Tbe motber 
y/aa slowly gaiuiog strength, aud the mare sight of her bat- 
hand was so evident a comfort to her that it c<oiild nut dow 
be denied. In the lulent looks they interdiMigcd th«re was a 
profoundiir language than they had yet spoken. la bitn, tlku 
strong agitation of the miia's heart made itself fell through thtf 
mii!*k of his habitinJ culm ; in her, tbe womui's ^-yieldiDgtovu 
cunfcNHed its cxistenm, aiid pleaded for recognition. Wood 
btiry, too grateful for the fact that the crisis of immincni 
danger wa.H slowly passing away, contented himself with ibi^M- 
voiottlms hitorriews, sod forcibly shnt for » wbilu within Ids 
heart the wtmU of blussing and of cbccir which ha Ioag«d to 
utter. 
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Oa the fifVb Jay the physician said to him; "She is now 
safe, with the ordinary precautions. I have perhaps been a 
Ltlle oser-deepotic, because I know tlio value of the life at 
Btake. Yon have bei;n patient and ob«dIeut, aud you sball 
have your reward. Yon may see her as often aa you Uko, and 
I vitl allow you to talk, on condition tliat you break off on 
the least appcarutce of fatigue." 

After his departure, Woodbury, glad at heart, hastened to 
his wife's chamber. She lay perfectly still, and the cortaiiia 
were drawn to shield her lace from the light. " She is asleep," 
said the nursB. 

" Leate me a while here, if you please," said be, " I will 
watdi until she wakes." 

The nurse left the room. He knelt beside the cradle, and 
bent over the sleeping babe, giving way, undisturbed by a 
watclung eye, to the blissful pride of a father's heart. Pres- 
ently bia eyes overflowed with liappy tears, and he whis- 
pered to the unconscious child : " Richard 1 my son, my dsr- 
Bng!" 

The babe stirred and gave out a broken wul of waking. 
He moved the cradle gently, slill murmuring : " Richard, my 
darling 1 God make me worthy to possess tbee I" 

But he was not unseen ; he was not unheard. Hannah's 
fight slambur had been dissolved by the magnetism of hia 
|)rescnce, but so gently that her consciousness of things, re- 
tnrsing befure tbu awaking of the will, impressed her like a 
more distinct dream. As in a dream, through her partially- 
closed lids, she saw her husband kneel beside the ciitdle. Sh« 
Baw the dim sparkle of lus tsars, as they fell upon the child ; ~ 
she heard bis soliloquy of love and gratitude— heard him call 
that child by her &ther^B name I Her mother's words flashed 
across her mind with a meaning which she had never thought 
of ttppljing to her own case. Her iather, too^ bad wept over 
bis ttrst-born; in hia heart passion had smouldered with ia- 
tensest heat under a deceitful calm ; and her mother had only 
learned to know turn when the knowlodg« came too late. To 
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herself, that knowledge had oome now : she had eaaght om 
glimpse of her husband's heart, when he sapposed that ooh 
God^s ear had heard him. In return for that sacred, thoogli 
involimtary confession, she would Tolontarily make one as 
sacred. The dutv of a woman gave her stren^^ ; the dignitf 
of a mother gave her courage. 

When the babe was again lulled into quiet, she gentl; 
called: "Maxwell!" 

He rose, came to the bed, softly put his arms around her, 
and laid his lips to hers. " M j dear wife," he said. 

" Maxwell, I have seen your heart," she whispered ; ^ would 
you see mine ? Do you recollect what you asked me that 
aflemoon, in the meadows — not whether I loved, but whether 
I could love ? You have never repeated the other question 
since." 

" There was no need to ask," said he ; "I saw it answered." 

" My dear husband, do you not know that feeling, in i 
woman, mast be bom through speech, and become a living 
joy, instead of lying as a happy, yet anxious weight beneath 
the heart? MaxweU, the truth has been on my tongue a 
thousand times, waiting for some sign of encouragement from 
you ; but you have been so careful to keep the promise which 
I accepted — nay, almost exacted, I fear — that you oould not 
see what a burden it had become to me. You have been too 
just to me ; your motive was generous and noble : I complain 
of myself only in having made it necessary. You did right to 
trust to the natural development of my nature through my 
belter knowledge of life ; but, oh, can you not see that the 
development is reached? Can you not feel that you are 
released from a duty towards me which is inconsistent with 
love ?" 

" Do you release me willingly, my wife?" he cried, an eager 
light coming into his eyes. " I have always felt that you were 
carried to me by a current against which you struggled. I 
could not resist the last wish of your mother, though I should 
never, alone, have dared to hasten our union. I would have 
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.ed — woold have given you Ume to know yonr lienrt — tiraa 
to feel that the only true freedom for man or woman is reach- 
ed through the willing anbrniseioii of love." 

" Ignorant as I was," she answered, " I might never have 

me to that knowledge. I should have misunderstood the 
eubmission, and fought Bgu'nat it to the last. Mother was 
right. She knew me better than I knew myself MbkwpII, 
will yon take back your promise of independence ? Will yon 
cease to allow that cold spectre of justice to come between 
our beftrtB f " 

Tell me why you aak it ?" aaid he. 
Because I love you 1 Because the dream whose hopeless- 
i made my heart sick has taken your features, and is rio more 
ft dream, bnt a blessed, blessed truth ! Ask yourself what that 
means, and yon nill understand me. If you but knew how I 
have pined to discover your wUh, id order that I might follow 
it I You have denied me the holiest joy of love — the joy of 
sacrifice. As yon have done it for my 8akc, so for ray sake 
abandon the nnfair obligation. Think what you would most 
desire to receive from the woman you love, and demand that 
ofme!" 

" My darling, I have waited for this hour, but I could not 
seem to prematurely hasten it. I have held back my arms 
when they would have clasped you ; I have turned away my 
eyes, lest they might confuse you by some involuntary attrac- 
tion ; I have been content with silence, lesl, the voice of ray love 
ought have seemed to urge the surrender which your heart 
must first suggest. Do you forgive me, now, for the pitiless 
passion with which I stormed yon f" 

There is your forgiveness," she mnnnnred, through her 
tears, pointing to the cradle. 

He tenderly lifted the sleeping babe, and l^d it upon her 
bosom. Then he knelt down at the bed, ami bent his face 
npon the pillow, beside her own. " Darling," he whispered, " I 
Booept !ill that you give: I take the fiill nicanuri' of your love, 
ID its sacred integrity. If any question of our mntnal righu 
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Temam, I lay it in theae predons little handfi, warm with tbe 
new life in which onr beings have become one." 

<< And thej will foroFer lead me back to tiie troe path, if I 
ahonld sometimes grander from it," was her answer. 
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